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CHAPTER L 

What man that sees the ever-whirling wljoele 
OrCliang«, the which aB mortall tMnga doth swaj, 

But that ttaarabgr doth <nd» and plflhily feale, 
How If atabUtty ia them doth jtaij 
Her cmel qrarts to many men'i decay. — SPSKasB. 

Ahkbioa is especially the land of change. IVom tlie imMneat of 
diaooTBry its history has been a record of conviilsioiis, such as neoes* 
saiHy attend a transition from barbarism to cirilisation ; and to Hie 
end of time it will witness those revolntioas in society, which arise in 
a oomramiity imshackled by tbe restraints of pterogatWe. As no law 
<tf primogenitiire can ever entail the distinctions meritorioasly won, 
or tiie wraith painfnUy amassed, by a single individual, njpon a liiM 
of desoendaats, the mutations in the condition of l^unilies will be per- 
petual. The Dives of to-day will be the Diogenes of to-morrow ; and 
the ** man of the tab" will often live to see &s children change place 
wi^ those of ^epalace-bailder. As it has been, so will it be — 

Now ap, now donn, as boket In a well ; 

aad Ae hononred and admired of one generatioQ will be Angottea 
among tiie moth-Hved Imninaries of the next 

That American labours under a melanchcrfy inlataation who hopes, 
IB the persons of his progeny, to preserve tiie state and comideratioii 
he has acquired for himsdf. He cannot bequeath, akmg with lands 
aad houses, the wisdom and good ibrtune which obtained them ; nor 
can he devise preventives against the natural consequences of foUir 
and waste. His edifice of pride must crumble to dust, when botli 
eoner-stone and hypogeum are based upon the contingencies of ex« 
pectation ; and. the funeral-stone' and the elm of his family mausoievm 
wfll vanish, in oonrse of time, before the axe aad plough of a new 
proorietor. 

This is the (ordinance of Nature, who, if she scatters her good gifts 
of talents with a s(miewhat despotic capridousness, is well content 
that men should employ them in republican and equal rivaliy. 

In a Ifttle valley borderix^ upon the Delaware, there stood.. 
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ytun since, u fur dwelling within an ample domain, which a few 
yean of vicissitude had seen transferred from its founder to a stranger, 
althoagh wealth and a family of seren sons, the holdest and strongest 
in the land, might have seemed to insure its possession to them during 
at least two generations. The vale lies upon the right bank of the 
river, embosomed amone those swelling hills that skirt the south- 
eastern foot of the Alleghanies (using that term in the broad generic 
sense given it by geographers), the principal ridge of which — the 
Ka^katch-la-na-min, or Ejttatinny, or, as it is commonly called, the 
Blue Mountain — is so near at hand, that, upon a clear day, the eye 
can count the piles bristling over its grey and hazy crags. It 
stretches, indeed, like some military rampart of the Titans, from the 
right hand to the left, farther than the eye can reach, broken only by 
the gaps that, for the most part, give passage to rivers'; and but for 
these it would be entirely impassable. 

The original proprietor of the estate was an English emigrant of 
humble degree, and, at first, of painfully ^contracted circumstances ; 
but having fallen heir to a considerable property in his own land, and 
events of a verv peculiar nature altering the resolution he had formed 
to enjoy it within the limits of the chalk-cliffs of Albion, he sat him- 
self down in f^ood earnest to improve the windfall at home. The 
little farm, which he had cultivated with his own hands, was speedily 
swelled into an extensive manor; and deserting the hovel of logs 
which had first contented his wants, he built a dwelling-house of 
stone, so spacious, and of a style of structure so irregular and fan- 
tastic, that it had, at a distance, the air rather of a namlet than a 
single villa, and, indeed, looked not unlike a nest of dove-cots stuck 
together on the hill-side. Without possessing one single feature of 
architectural elegance, it had yet a romantic appearance, derived in 
part from the scenery around, from the beauty of the £;roves and 
clumps of trees that environed it, and the vines and trailing flowers 
that were made, in summer at least, to conceal many of its deformi- 
ties. It was exceedingly sequestered ajso ; for except the log hovel, 
into which Mr. Gilbert (for that was his name) had inducted a poor 
widow, befriended out of gratitude for kindness shown him when their 
respective conditions were not so unequal, there was not another 
habitation to be seen from his house, though it commanded an ex- 
tensive prospect even beyond the river, llie highway to tlie neigh- 
bouring water-gap, indeed, ran through the estate ; the broad river 
below often echoed to the cries of batmen and raftsmen floating 
merrilv onward to their market ; and the village, dignified with the 
title of county-town, was not above seven or eight miles distant : so 
that the valley was not always infested with a Sabbath-day silence ; 
and, besides, his protegie^ the widow, had, with l£i. Gilbert's consent, 
converted her hovel into a house of entertainment, which sometimes 
seduced a wayfarer to sojourn for a period in the valley. 

Mr. Gilbert himself did all he could to add life and bustle to its 
possessions, by doing honour to such well-behaved villagers, or even 
strangers, as he could induce to ruralise with him ; for having built 
and planted, and torn down and transplanted, until he knew not well 
what to do wi^ himself, he hit upon that expedient for driving awarr 
' which passes for hospitality, namely, converting into guests aU 
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proptfi and, indeed, improper, personB from whom he could derire 
amiuement, and who could araist him to kill time. 

To this shift he was driyen, in great part, hj the nndomestie cha- 
racter of his children, who, as soon as they arrived at an age for 
handling the rifle, indiridually and infallibly ran off into the woodsy 
until, as the passion for hunting grew with their growth, they mi^ht 
be said almost to live in them. It was this wild propensity, acting 
upon a disposition unusually self-willed and inflexible, in the case of 
his eldest boy, Oran, that defeated his scheme of spending the 
remainder of his days in England. He actually crossed the sea with 
his whole fSunily, and remained in the neighbourhood of Bristol, his 
natiye town, fbr the space of a year; but m that time, Oran, a boy 
only twelve years old, <' heartily sick," as he said, ** of a land where 
there were no woods, and no place where he could get by himself," 
finding remonstrance and entreaty fail to move his fathers heart to 
ina purpose, took the desperate resolution of returning to America 
alone ; which he did, having concealed himself in the hold of a 
vessel until she was out of the Channel. His sufferings were great, 
but he endured them with incredible fortitude ; and finally, after 
many remarkable adventures, he found himself again in his happy 
valley, in the charge or protection, if it could be so called, of the good 
widow BeU, for tlutt was the name of the poor woman befriended by 
his father. 

In a few months his father followed him, perhaps instigated by 
affection (fbr Oran being the worst, was therefore the most ikvoured 
of his children), by the murmurs of the otiiers, or bv the discovery he 
undoubtedly made, that his wealth would secure nim, if not equal 
comfort, at least superior consideration in the New World. 

Consideration, indeed, he obtained, and increase of wealth; but 
the wild manners and habits of his children greatly afBicted him ; 
and having married a second wife, he was induced, in the hope of 
** makine a gentleman," as he called it, of the boy she bore him (none 
of the otibers having that ambition), to commit him to the protection 
of a sister, the widow of a Jamaica planter who had divided with him 
the bequest that had made his fortune, and, being childless herself^ 
desked to adopt him as her heir. 

Thus much of the early history of Mr. Gilbert was recollected with 
oeitainty, so late as the year 1782, by the villagers of Hillborouffh, 
the county-town already mentioned, who had so often shared his 
hospitality; but long berore that time he had vanished, with all his 
family, from the quiet, beautiful, and well-beloved valley. They 
were wont to speak with satisfaction of the good dinners they had 
eaten, the rare wines they had drunk, the merry frolics they nad 
shared, in the Hawk's Hollow; for so they perversely insisted upon 
calling what Mr. Gilbert, in right of possession, chose to designato 
as Avondale, in memoir or in honour of his own buxom river of 
Somerset; they related too, to youthfVil listeners, the prophetic 
sa^aeity with which they had predicted violent ends to the young 
Hawks of Hawk»Hollow (so uiey caJled the voung Gilberts), fbr 
their disobedience to father and mother, and their unusual passion 
Ibv a life of adventure ; and, finally, they shook their heads with sus- 
picion and regret when they spoke of Jessie, Gilbert's only daugfar 
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of bar tttHj aad mjateiioiiA death, and, itill moce to thflu, nnae- 
coantable buriaL 

All that coaU be jsatheied, in relation to this vaahappf naiden, 
was dark and inuwtianctonr: her death had eeemuig^, in some wagr, 
BTodnced the destroelioB etthe iunilj and tibe alienation of the estate. 
Jtwas an event of more than twen^ yean bade; and &om that peried 
nntU the time of his own sadden mght, Mr. Gilbert's doers were bp 
longer open, and hie sons were no more seen associated with Ae 
jronng menoftheeoiiBtf. The maiden had died suddenly, and been 
mterred in a pihrate plstee on the estate. 

In eoonection with this erent, some more garrulous than others 
were wont to speak of Colonel Falconer, the present proprietor of 
Hawk-Hollow, as boring had some agency in the catastro^^ ; bat 
wimt it was they either knew not or they feared to speak. Bfril soa- 
pidona, however, gathered about this gentleman's name ; and as he 
was seldom if erer seen in Hawk-Hollow in person, but had com;- 
mitted the stewardship of the pn^rty to the hands of a distant rel»' 
tire who vesided on it, the yonng felt themselyes at liberty to fill vp 
from imagination the sketch left imperfect by the old; and aecoid- 
i^gly, the colonel in time came to be considered, by those who had 
nerer seen him, as one of the darkest-hearted and most dangerooi of 
his species. He was very rich ; the station he occnpied in the eyes 
of his conntiy was lofty, and might have been esteemed noUe, for ha 
had shed his blood in the great and fearful battle of rights that was 
now approadring to a close ; and after being disabled by severe uad 
honourable wounds, be had changed the sp&re of his exertions, and 
was now as ardent and devoted a patriot in the senate as he had beem 
befota in the field. Yet, in this distant quarter, these recommenda- 
tions to favour were forgotten : it was said, if he had done good deeds, 
there were evil ones enough to bury them as in a mountain, and if ha 
had fought wdl for his country, he had struggled still more devotedly 
to agf^randise himself. In a word, he was called a hard, avarkaons, 
rapacious man, whose chief business was to enrich himself at the coat 
of the less patriotic, and who had got the mastery of mote seqnea- 
tered estates than an honest man could have come by. It was a ain 
of an unpardonable nature that he had succeeded in getting posses** 
aton of Hawk-HoUow, when there were so many others in the county 
who had set their hearts upon it. 

His representative on the estate waa a certain Captain John Loriag^ 
who, with all the patriotism of his connection, and perhaps a gveat 
deal more, had never been able to tarn it to any account. On the 
eontrary, beginning the world with an ample patrimony, at the time 
when Mr. Falconer commenced as an adventurer, he had descended 
in fi>rtune with a raoiditv only to be compared with that of hia 
finend's exaltation. The love of ^ory had early driven him from his 
peaeeftil laim on the Brandywine, and after distinguishing himself ae 
* vdnnteer in the Indo-Oallic wars of Western Pennsylvania, it waa 
hia hard fato to brins his career of effective service to a dose, on 
what he was always pleased to call the fatal field of Braddock. From 
that bloody eneonnter he came off with more honour than profit, aad 
~^4i a body so mangled, and a constitution so shattered, that a 

^r of a centwy had searce served to repair the dilapidation of 
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kk aainal man. But Ike captain had loat neithar hu spirit nor 
l9fe of glofy: at tke fixst tramp of the rev^atioa he donned the 
panoptr of ndonr ; he aaalehed op the piatola he had taken from e 
dead Canadian at the fatal field of Bniddock» atrapped vpon his 
thigh the aword he had zeeeiTed for hia serrioea in storming certain 
Inuan fiarta on the Allryhany riyeri clapped into his pocket the com* 
■Mnion which the colonial goyemment nad granted lum in reward of 
that gallaittt exploit, and reported himself among a crowd of yonnger 
patriots aa ready to do and die liar his coontry. 

The eonmussioBera looked at his grey hairs and shattered leg (the 
latier of which had once heen as fall of mu^t-bnllets as was ever a 
eartonehe-hoK), oonmiended his Tirtae and enthnaiasni; and divided 
the honoofB of rommand among those who were better fitted to do 
^e state serriee. 

The captain retired to hia patrimonial estate, and there contented 
Iwnaelf aa well as he could until the current of conflict, diverted from 
one Uoody channel into another, came surging at last into the pas- 
toral hannts.af the Brandywine. At that time his home was blessed 
with two children, a gaDant boy of eighteen, and a merry little maiden 
of twelve; but one aHNnnflg he heard a tmmpet pealing over the hills 
* and a cannon roaring hard by, behind the woods ; he looked at the 
faee of his son, and the eye of the boy refiected back the fire of his 
father's spirit. Their horses were saddled in the stalls, and the spurs 
were already on young Tom Loring's heels. It was enough ; the 
captain earned his son to the grave. But, to his own dying day, he 
rejoiced over the young man's faU. On this subject, the captain was 
commonly considered by his neighbours to be crack-brained. 

After this came other misfortunes, and the captain was a ruined 
man, landless, Immeless, and duldkas, save that his little Catherine 
was still left to share his poverty, and, like a lamp in a cavern, to 
exaggerate rather than enlighten the gloom of his desolation. At 
this critical juncture he found a firm and prudent friend in Colonel 
Salconer, by whom he was installed into the privileges, if not the 
aetoal possession of Hawk-HoUow, in the supervision and imixrove- 
nent of which he seemed now likely to pass the remainder of his 
daya How far the kindly feelings of relationship, or how far the 
infiaence of his dau^iter's growing beanty, had oontributed to secure 
him the benevolence of this friend in need, was a question frequently 
agitated by the curious villagers. It was settled among them thi^ 
there was a wedding in the wind ; but whether the young lady was 
to share the lot of her distinguished patron, or to be given to his gay 
and somewhat wildrbrained son, was a point' on which busy-bodies 
were long coming at a conclusion. The captain, though firank enoogh 
in his way, was not exactly the individual whom one would think of 
troubling with impertinent questions; and Miss Loring, however 
hospitable and courteous, had not yet selected a confidante from 
among the blooming nymphs of Hillborough. She was, however, the 
theme of as much ^miration as curiosity; and being very beautiful, 
aad of manners always gentle, and at times irresistibly engaging, the 
village poet inunortansed her in rhyme, and the village belles forgave 
theealogium. 

It ztmaias but to say a word more of the Gilberts, as a necessary 
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introdncdon to a record, designed to rescue the stoiT of their fate 
firom the uncertain and unfaithful lips of tradition. After mingUng 
in all the border wars, both Indian and civil, that, from the time 
of Braddock's defeat to the dispersion of the Connecticut settlers, 
distracted the unhappy Snsqnc&anna settlements, they deserted the 
cause of their conntrpnen at the beginning of the revokition, and 
appeared in the guise of destroying demons, at Wyoming, on that 
occasion of massacre which has given to the spot a celebrity so 
moumfnl. In other words, they were traitors and refugees; and 
however dreadfiil the reputation they obtained as bold and successful 
depredators, their fate was such as might have been, and perhaps was, 
anticipated by themselves. One aftor another they were cut off, 
some by the rifle and tomahawk, one even by the halter, and all who 
did perish, by deaths of violence. It was, indeed, at the time we 
speak of, confidently believed that Oran, the eldest of all, and the 
last survivor, had fallen within the space of a year, at a conflict on 
the banks of the Mohawk, along with other refugees of the neigh* 
bouring commonwealth, wi& whom he had associated himselfl Qreat 
were the rejoicings in consequence, with all who dwelt among the 
scenes of his earlier exploits ; though some professed to have their 
doubts on the subject, and swore £at Oran Gilbert was not to be 
trusted, dead or alive, until his scalp was seen nailed on the county 
court-house door. 



CHAPTER n. 

Come here, my good botteas, pray how do you do? 
Wliere is Cloidyio deonly, and Prudence, and Sue? 
And where it the widow that dwelt here?— Pbioe. 

The year 1782 was distinguished on the western continent as the 
close of the fi;reat contest, which obtained for America the name and 
privileges of a free nation. The harbingers of peace came flitting 
mto the land with the swallows of spring, and before the autumn had 
withered into winter, so little doubt prevailed of a speedy recondUa- 
tion taking place between Great Britain and the United States^ 
founded* upon a full recognition, by the former, of all the claims of 
the latter, that the Continental Congress passed a resolve for the 
reduction of its army, to take effect on the first day of the comine 
vear. War was no longer waged upon any scale of magnitude ; mum 
hostilities as continued were conducted almost solcdyby the desperate 
and lawless of both parties, and consisted of nredatory incursions^ 
occasionally attempted in the wilder parts of the country, by some 
skulking band of refugees, and of expeditions of vengeance, planned 
and executed in a moment of wrath, by the excited sufferers. At 
this period, the onl^r portion of the States, north of the Potomac, in 
the hands of the British, was the city of New York, with its depen- 
dencies, and around these narrow possessions the lines of the conti- 
nental army were drawn, extending f¥om the highlands of New York' 
to the plains of Monmouth in New Jersey. Militaiy posts, therefonv 
existed at no great distance firom the Hawk's Vall^ : and aldioagh 
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the w9d aad momitaiiious country on either bank of the DeUmure 
Offfered the stron^t retreats U> men of desperate character, it had 
been very long smce the inhabitants had apprehended anj danger 
from the presence of enemies. In the earlier part of the year, at 
least, they had no cause for alarm, and accordmgly they mingled, 
wi&ont uloy, their raptures at the prospect of retoming peace with 
their rejoicings over the death of Oran Qilbert, the most dreaded aad 
detested of the Hawks of Hawk-Hollow. 

One atrocity had indeed been committed in a neighbooring state, 
which, besides exciting the fiercest indignation, had taught the ocea-' 
pants of the yalley how little their security was owing to any relenting 
of spirit, or want of military daring on the part of the reftigee^, whom 
the general success of the republican arms had driven in great num- 
bers into the ci^ of New York. A certain Captain Joshua, or Jonar 
than Huddy, of the New Jersey state troops, having been captured 
after a gallant resistance, at one of the posts in Monmouth county of 
that state, by a par^^ of loyalists from New York, was for a while 
immured in prison, then carried back to his native state, and finally 
hanged by his captors, without trial, sentence, or any authority what- 
ever, except what was derived from the verbal orders ^ a body of 
men calling themselves tfie Board of Directors of the Associated 
Loyalists. The result of this wanton and brutal murder, and of the 
failure of the British authorities to bring the diief perpetrator to 
justice, was an instant order on the part of the American commander- 
in-chief, to retaliate upon a British prisoner of equal rank ; and be- 
fore the month of May was over, young Asgill, of the British guards, 
whose story is familiar to all readers of j^erican history, was con- 
ducted to the lines at Morristown, to await, in painful uncertainty, 
the fate that now depended, or seemed to depend, upon the move- 
ments of his countrymen in relation to the true criminal. 

Late in the spring of this year, Hawk-HoUow received a new 
addition to its society, in the person of a strancer, who, one pleasant 
evening, rode up to the hovel, which, as was before mentioned. Dame 
AHee, or as she was more familiarly called, Elsie Bell, had, so many 
years before, converted into a house of entertainment ; but the credit 
of the poor woman, now aged, infirm, and almost finendless, had long 
since departed, and the tongues of the ignorant and foolish, in an 
age when the most ridiculous superstitions were not wholly confined 
to the brains of children, had invested her habitation with a character 
which repelled alike the curious and the weary. Her age, her poverty, 
her loneliness, her unsocial character, and perhaps also her attadiment 
to the memory of a family all others had learned to detest, had 
brought her into bad odour ; and some thoughtless or malicious per- 
sons, having persuaded themselves that a certain famous mortality 
among their cattle could have been caused by nothing short of witch- 
craft, it was soon determined that old Elsie had stronger claims to 
the character of a In'oom-rider than any other person in the county^. 
It was fortunate for her, that the imputation fell upon her in a land, 
which once, in the case of an old woman brought before a jury under 
the same charge, had rendered the wise and humane verdict, that 
they found her ** guilty, not of being a witch, but of being nupecUd.** 
It sever (Mice occurred to any individual to prosecute, or even per- 
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Mcali^ poor Bin* ; aor is it nppand thaft any sane turn. _. 

riooiljr Wiivfed a cfaaiga bo cniel and ahaard ; yet Am ilain 

upon tha anflavtaBate ereafeaze, and waa the canaa of bar loaing 

the little caalam of bar hooaa^ and being, at one period reduced io 



Her boose had a vaiy looalj appearance, eepeeiaUj dieadftil at 
nigbtfiiU, HI the ejes of the paaamg urddn. It was in a bolknr 
place on the road-side, the bead of a gnllf , which, expanding iBa» m 
wide, though bn^en and winding ravine, ran down to the rirer, lialf 
a mile distant, zeceiTing, before it had yet reached it, the waters of m 
foaming rivnlet coming Arom another qaarter. A little endoaore, or 
jard, serving as an approach to the beosa, waa sarroonded by oak- 
trees. Its surface was broken, and on one side was a roug^ aad 
jagged rode, abaost a crag; sprinkled with somach and other wfld. 
|il^ts, that hid one half ol the lowly fabric, while the odwr peeped 
insidiaaoly from under die bonghs of an antique spectial-lodtiaig 
sycamore, springing from the side of the ravine, which was in paart 
overiooked by l£e boveL A little nmnd crossed the road ianaa- 
diately before the bonse, and flowing tfarongh the yard, and making 
its way among the naked roots of the sycaaiore, it fell with a gaK- 
^XDg sound into the ravine. The murmurs of this little casaidc; 
affected variously by drought and nda, and by the echoes of tibe 
hollow, sent many a superstitions thrill to the heart of the couaaiy- 
man whom any unlucky accident compelled to pass by the calMii at 
midn^t. Sft.^ilri r- 

Of a silent, reserved, and even saturnine temper, there waa per- 
haps enough in Elsie's cold welcome to repel visitationy even withoot 
the addition of imputed witchcraft; aad long before that heavy 
chaige had fallen upon her, it was esteemed a misfortune to be 
obliged to tarry above an hour at the IVaveller's Best, as the ian. 
had heesa. called in its days of credit. To crown all, about the time 
when men and boys were beginning to talk ominoudy about the rot 
aad murrain, a nval establishment was set up a few miles farther 
down the river, whidi afforded tjie attractions of good liquaos, 
lounging idlers, and a talkative host, who made it bis business to 
be always wdl provided with news from the market, the army, and. 
congress, llie last reeonrce of the Traveller's Best gave way b^re 
auch a rival, and never more (at least for many years) waa there 
seen a guest quaffing his eider, or smoking his pipe, in the shadow 
of £lsie's porch, except occasionally when some stranger passed by, 
who boldly disregarded, or was entirely imacquainted with the 
popular superstition in relation to the hostess. 

The privations suffered by the poor old woman, in consequeaee of 
this failure of her ordinary means oi subsistence, were veay great, 
greater indeed than was suspected ; for she uttered no complaial, 
and sought no relief. A few acres of ground had been added to the 
hovel given to her by the dder Gilb^ ; the title waa net indeed 
thought to be very strong, and as it lay in the very centre of Gdond 
Falconer^s domains,, a true regfrnum im regi»^ it was sometiaaes won* 
dered he made no attempt to dispossess her, and thus com|^tte her 
nuBL from these worn-out fidds, had she been able to retain say 
one about her to cultivate them, she might have gleaned a scanty 
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7«t MffieieDt rabmlaiee ; but neMMr son, nor Idntman of aaiy 
depwe, luMl the poor widow left in the wide world, and ivlien mm. 
begaa to donht^ inspect, end shnn her, the waa no longer able to 
in o cuie eren the assistsnee of birelinga, and her fields lar fallow and 
overgrown with brambles. Her sitnation grew hopelessly- distressed 
and desolate ; in Tain she exposed her slender stores of gingerbread 
in l3w window, and her bottles of spmce beer in the co3 brook, to 
teMpS tile w a y fa sei to tnm aside for soch lefreshments. IF the 
stmnger did fed for a moment wged to eschange the scorehmg 
ffoad on a Jnty day, for the shadowy porch, he cast his eye npon tibe 
gasden at the roadside, now the last dependence of tihie miserable 
widow, and beholding her nniaTiting and sqfnaKd appearance, passed 
on without thinking how much reu charity might haTe been oon- 
forred by ^ disb u wement of a few pence at that abode of porerty. 

Soeh was the condition of this poor solitaiy creatnre, when Cap- 
. SssR Lofing was installed into die manor boose, and such it might 
haye continued, had not his daughter, shocked at the discoTery of 
her distresses, and interested doubly when she found in her a tone of 
mind and manners wortiiy of a better fkte, come immediately, like 
aa angel, to her aid, and restored her again to a state of comfort. 
Not satisfied with rendering this assistance, she rested not, day or 
laigbib, until she had procured a labourer to till the neglected fields^ 
and bad even obtained a little negro wench to dwell with ELrie as a 
domestic ; and perceiving how much her sofierings were really owing 
to the ridiculoos foars and prejudices of the country people, she made 
it a point freqnently to visit her house in person, dunging along 
vrith her, when she could, the beaux and belks of the vilkge, in the 
hope that others would soon follow the example, and thus restore the 
Traveller's Best to its ancient reputation. She even prevailed upon 
her fo^r to honour tiie house with his patronage, at least so far as 
to visit it when riding by ; and though there was nothing in the 
tempers of the two to mc^e an^ intercourse between them very 
friendly and agreeable, the captam had hnmoured his daughter so 
long in that way, that it grew to be one of his habits ; and he seldom 
passed by without stopping for a moment, to bestow a few civilities 
upon the widow. 

Notwithstanding all these benevolent exertions of Miss Loring, 
however, the Traveller's Best never recovered its reputation or 
custom ; and when the traveller spoken of before rode up to the 
porch, and announced his intention of entering, and even sleeping, 
under her roof, the poor widow herself regarded him with a species 
of amazement. 

**Hbw is it, good mother?" said he, observing her hesitation — 
** They told me, in the village, you could give me both meat and 
lodging. Do not fear I shiUl prove a &ult-finder ; a crust of bread 
and a cup of milk, or, if need be, of water, will satisfy me ; and as 
foir a bed, why a sack of straw, or the floor and my saddle bags, wiH 
be a couch for a Idng. Can yon not receive me ? " 

As he spoke, he took note of her countenance and appearance. 
The former was withered and forrowed, for she was very old ; her 
hairs were grey and thm, and one of her hands shook with a pslra^ 
ly^ aflh(^on. Tet die bore her years bravely, and when she had 
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shaken off the abstraction of mind, which had become almost halntnal 
from her long life of soUtade, and lifted her eyes, he saw that tiiey 
shone with anything but the gleams of dotaee. He observed too^ as 
she rose from the wheel she had been pfying in the porch, and 
approached to its rerge, that her step was firm, and even, as it after- 
wards appeared, agile : her dress was of humblest texture, and none 
of the newest, but studiously clean and neat, and the muslin coif on 
her head was white as snow. — *^ If your wantt be indeed so hnmUe,'' 
she said, with a manner that surprised him^ and a voice aLmost witib* 
out the quiver of age, *'I can receive jou into my poor house, and 
bid you welcome ; out, good young sir, here have I no one to help 
yon, and to take your horse. My man, Dancy, is in the field, and 
the girl, Margery — " 

''Say not a word about them," said the traveller, leaping from his 
horse ; *' I am my own sroom and lacquey of the chamber ; andu^ 
your consent, I- will fina my way to the stable, which I see bduad 
the rock ; and Longlegs here will follow me." 

He was as good as his word, and stabled his steed without farther' 
preliminary; and thus, by showing himself ready to adi^t his 
manners to his circumstances, he won the ^ood will of Elsie mime* 
diatelv. Indeed, as if to convince her of his sincerity, he told her at 
once his name, and his objects in coming to her house. His name, 
he said, was Hunter, Herman Hunter ; his country. South Carolina; 
he was a painter, or so professed himself; and his only motive for 
intruding upon the solitude of Hawk-Hollow was to improve him* 
self in his art, by devoting some weeks to study among the neigh* 
bonring clifis and mountains. It had been his intention, he avoirod, 
to take up his quarters some miles farther on, in the heart of die 
neighbouring gorge ; but he liked the neatness and privacy of the 
" l^aveller's I^st " so well, he thought he could do nothing better 
than remain where he was ; at least, he would remain a few diQF*-*' 
perhaps he might stay two or three weeks — ^he did not know, but he 
thought Hawk-Hollow exceedingly pretty. 

There were two circumstances which recommended him to the 
poor widow's regard, even more strongly than his affable and coa* 
formable behaviour. In the first place, it appeared that his name, 
Herman, had been borne by some deceased son or relative, and its 
familiar sound brought a mournful pleasure to her ears ; in the 
second, his appearance was highly prepossessing. He could not 
have been more than four or five and twenty years old ; his figure, 
though somewhat beneath the middle size, was good, and his limbs 
weU knit and active ; his face was decidedly handsome, with a very 
dark complexion ; his eyes black and sparkling, and his month, 
which disclosed at every laugh a set of the finest teeth in the worid, 
expressive of good humour and a mirthfrd spurit. As for the orna- 
ments of his outward man, they consisted of nnder-clothes of tome 
white summer stuff, a frock of blue cloth, a grass hat, short boots, 
and gloves ; and to show that he was somewh^ of a coxcomb withal, 
he wore a laced scarlet vest, an embroidered neckcloth, and a huge 
gold ring on his finger, glistening with a sapphire, or some cemlean 
substitute : he had a good roan horse, too, and saddle haga of 
enviable capacity ; besides which, he made his first appearance with 
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« ciniiiiie slnng to his back, and a leathern portfolio under hit atni ; 
80 that he looked like one who Tinted the retreat with a lesokition to 
make the most of its adyantaees. 

Having taken a second look aroond the hoTel, he saw no reason to 
abate his satisfaction. Though poverty was apparent on the naked 
walls and nncarpeted Hoon, jet ererything was dean and well 
ordered. The hands of the widow had eked oat the lack of more 
eoetly decorations, by sticking in the fireplace and windows, and over 
the mantel and table-tops, green lanrel bonghs and sprigs of flowers, 
such as abounded on the neighbouring hills, or were cultivated in her 
little garden, and such as were pleasant enough at this season : be* 
sides, a grape-vine had been encouraged to trail over one comer of 
the porch, and the other supported festoons of nasturtians and 
morning glories. His evening meal, though simple and humble 
enough, he was pleased to commend ; and if his bed was hard, and 
the sheets somewhat coarser than were wont to encircle his Umbs, a 
happy temperament and a heart at ease made them endurable and 
even pleasant. If he found Dancy, the farmer, when he returned 
fi^m the fields, to be tadtum and even stupid, still he liked his 
honest face ; and the little negro wench, Maivery, nglj* awkward, 
and a thousand times more stupid than Dancy himself, he soon dis- 
covered would prove a source of unfailing amusement. 

Being of this happy mood, and persuading himself that his quarters 
were exactly to his desire, he prepared, the day after his arrival, to 
approve his zeal .and skiU, by sketching some one or other of the 
pretty prospects presented from the Traveller's Best He rose with 
the dawn, and trudged down the ravine until he reached the river, 
wherein, after looking about him with much satis&ction at the hills, 
sleeping in morning mist, he plunged, and amused himself widi a 
battKr's enthusiasm, now swimming luxuriously in the lunpid and 
serene flood of the Delaware, and now trying his strength against the 
ruder current that came dashing from the rivulet ; this bore the 
patronymical title of Hawk-HoUow Bun. And here, we may as well 
observe, that upon a promontory at its mouth, he discovered the 
origin of that name, which, notwithstanding the efiborts of Mr. Gilbert 
to dvisten it anew, his neighbours had so obstinately continued to 
give the valley. Upon a taU and conspicuous oak tree, dead, bark- 
less, and well nigh branchless, a pair of antique fishing hawks 
sereamed over their eyry ; and here they had preserved it from imme- 
morial ages. The dead tree and the nest of sticks being conspicuous 
objects, even from a distance on the river, the earlier navigators had 
soon learned to designate the whole valley after the majestic birds 
that seemed its monwchs. 

After this, he set himself to work with paper and pencil, but with 
no good effect, not being in the mood, or because he discovered there 
were divers obstacles in his way. First, the sun did not shine from 
the right place, and secondly, it shone in the wrong one ; then there 
was no way of converting a rock into a chair, at the precise place 
where he wanted it, though there were so many thousands where he 
did not ; and, in fine, he found himself, when all was ready, waxing 
eager for breakfast. 

After breakfast, he had as many difficulties to encounter ; and i^ 
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•hori» after making dhrors «aBivi, be beheld tbe aftanoon aim abk 
low towards tbe west, witfaoat bafiiig aoeomidished aortiiiiigwoKdnr 
of being deposited in the portfolio. ** Bat nerer mind,*^ said be, wn 
a pbikaopUcal disregard of his indoleace and fieUoiess, ** we shall 
have tbe fit more strongly upon as to-aMKiow." 

He sat down in the pordi, and cast Us eyes towards tbe auaior* 
boose, which was comiaoaljr known bj the title, so little flattef■^; to 
the fimnder's BMOKNy, of QUbert's Fobj. At this distance, and mat 
this spol, it bad an impressiTe aad erea cbaraihifr appearanoe ; ilkra' 
apon the slope of a bill, perhaps a mile or more nom the T^faUerv 
Best, aad as it faced very nearij towards the east, be bad remaiked 
it in tbe morning, when iflnwiinated by the first beanas of the dnr- 
Spring, sbiniagwith a sort of aristocratic poatp aad pride at itskwiy 
aeagmar from the midst of green woods aad airy bills. At tlte 
present moaieBt, tiie front being entirely in shade, it bad ascxnewliat 
•alien and mehmcholy look, resnhing in part from the sombre hneef 
the stone of which it was bailt ; aad though slanting rays of sanshiae 
]ier6 and there striking on the sides of chimneys, gables, and other 
eLeratkons, ga^e it a pictnresqne vebe^ it still' pteserred an air of 
soberness and gloom ; it seemed to bo in tbe heart of a mighty pad- 
dock, once, howerer, tenaeda park, that was drenmscribed by afine 
of pollards, sweeping orer tbe bill side, aad here aad there broksB 
by gioyes of ancbecked groarth. In one or two places on the 
gronnds, were rows of Itauan poplars, stretching along in miliiaiT 
nak and file, and adding that peraliar palisaded beae^ to tbe laad- 
scape, which is seea to the greatest adyantage in a billy ooaatij. 
Here too was another exotic stranger, the weeping wiUow, drooping 
ia tbe moist boUow, and shaking its bonghs in the pooL The arin- 
cipal trees, howerer, were the natires oi the yalley, most of ueni, 
perhaps, left steading ia their origmal places when the gronnds were 
laid oat in the foresL Tbe pictmre is complete, when it is added^ 
that the slopes of tbe hills were carpeted with the rich eaibeHishmeBta 
of agricaltare : tbe iHieat-fielda aad maize fdantations, wayiag like 
lakes of yerdare in the breeae, were certaialy not tibe least of the 
channs of Hawk*Hollow, except perhaps, at that aiOBient, to the 
anti-ntilitarian painter. 

He regarded the prospect for a long time in silence, aad then nat- 
tered his thoogbts alond, half to bimself, aad half to bis ancient 
hostess, who b*i drawa her idieel ap to her ^yonrite seat in the 
porch, aad added its drowsy marmar to the somd of the oak^boogfaa, 
mstline together in tbe breese. *" This, then," he ezcl«med,*'ia the 
little elysiam from which wrong, aad the reycnge of wrong, dnrre a 
once happy and hononred family, to wander exiles aad oatlaws in 
the land I And not one permitted eyen to lay his boaes ia tbe loam 
of his birtbi^ace 1 and no friend left to arenge or lament I Qatr at 
kUumM m oras tkmraj*^ 

The wheel of Alice revolyed with increased yelodty, hat she 
betrayed ao iadiaatioa to yield to tbe pnutthog infirmity of age, 
thoagh she^ doabtless, of all persons ia Aecoaatry,waa best infonned 
on the subject now appenaost ia the mind of the painter. 

He was in the mood, boweyer, for extractmg snch informa* 
tion as he conkl, aad after a aranientfs silence^ he resamed, 
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mth a direct qnaitioB; *«TlHit is AKondaie Hall, is it not, good 
notbtr?" 

'<It it Gilbert's FoUy/ replied the hoaten^ drilr ; " i«« knovr no 
ether name. Then are soaie call it lUcoBer's Trnrnp Card ; bat 
thatisBotlM&g;' 

<*Perhaps not," said tlie jropiig man; ^ but who can tall better 
than yoitnelf, good mother Elsie f Ton nraat foifive me for being 
so familiar ; but, in tmth, I lore the nam^— it was the name of my 
nnne^-the first I kamed to utter; I have a mat cariosity aboat 
these poor Gilberts^ and I was told no one ooiud infoim me aboat 
them so wdl as younelfl" 

**Andwhy shonld yon ask abont tiion ?^ demanded the hoeteas, 
who* as Herman had long sinoe ohsenred, co n ver s ed in bmgnage that 
would seance hsnre been anticqioeed fiom her appearance. ** They 
can hare done yon no harm, ainl eeitainly Aey never did yon good. 
Ton cannot fear them, for they are dead, and yon yonrself said, they 
left none to lament them." 

** But they left many to corse/* said Herman; **anditisliiisthat 
makes me CBriona to know the tmth abont tiMm. I have not heiod 
any men proaoonce the name withoot accompanying it with nude- 
dictions, whidi were jnst so many procfii that mj were nnsafe 
informaata." 

'*It is better then that they shonld he forgotten," mntteied Elsie 3 
** if they did wrong, bitterly have they been pnniahed ; if they pro* 
voked men to cnmes/the cnrses have been heavy on their heads, and 
are now even heaped upon their graves ; yet yon qwak of them not 
likQ others — ^how comes it that yen pronoonce their names vrithoot a 
carse?" 

** Simply becanse, never having received any hnrt at dieir hands, 
and havmg nothing of the faomd ahoot me, I fed no impulse to join 
in the cry of the pack, until I know what beasts they are baying. I 
saw in the village an old man begging ; I was told his honse had 
been bamed down, and his wifo and children in it, by *the accnrsed 
Gilberts.' I saw also a miserable idiot, or madman, I know not 
wfaidk, dancing along the road-side, and inviting me to a wedding ; 
I asked about him, and was informed he dwelt of yore in the 
Wyoming Valley, and was set upon by tiie Hawks d Hawk-HoUow, 
in the hoar of his marriage, and he alone saved ef all the bridal 
party. I saw — ** 

** It IB enough— Gk)d has judged them," said the <^d woman, with 
a voice both solemn and reproachfuL ** All these things have they 
done, and many more as dreadful and emel. These are the fruits oif 
civil war, for men are then changed to beasts. I knew a man of 
Wyoming, who was killed by his own brother— shot through the 
head whue he knelt down, begging for quarter of his mother's son I 
God has judged these acts, for &ey who did them are gone, and God 
wiU yet jodge the men that drove them into their madness." 

** They had cause then for what they did ?" asked Herman, with 
interest. " It was not in cold blood, and upon ddiberate choice, that 
they sided with the Tories a^amst their countmnen P " 

"Perhaps it was, perhaps it was not," said Mrs. Bell, moumfolly. 
** A plong^-furrow on the hiU^side may grow at last into the bed of 
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a torrent; and what it but a canse for light anger, may, in time, work 
the brain into a frenzy : bat aak me not of these things now. It wm 
in a season like this, twenty-four years since : but it is foolish to 
remember me of it, perhaps sinfhl. Bome time, perhaps, I may speak 
of these unhappr people to you } but I cannot now. Trust, at least, 
that if the HawM of Hawk-Hollow, as you called them, did much 
wrong, they also endured it ; and that too, when they had not pro- 
voked it." 

Finding that his curiosity could obtain no Airther gratification at 
the present moment, Herman Hunter again cast his eyes upon the 
mansion, and being greatly charmed bv an effect made br the strik- 
ing of the sunshine on certain parts, wnile others lay in tne broadest 
and deepest shadow, he was seized with a fit of artist-like enthusiasm, 
and arranging his drawing materials upon a little table, which he 
drew into the porch for the purpose, he was straightway immersed in 
the business of sketching, while he was dotting down chimneys and 
windows with ffrcat haste and satisfaction, he was struck with a new 
and unexpected effect in the picture. A scarlet mantle, beside which 
glittered another of snowy white, suddenly blazed out like a star fhmi 
a dump of shadowy trees in the paddock, and he became aware two 
females on horseback were issuing fVom the park, and riding down 
the road { but losins; sight of them again as they ambled into a noUow, 
and beinff now reallv engrossed in his employment, he thought no 
more of them until they suddenly reappeared from behind a thicket 
at no great distance oif, galloping forward with an impetuosity and 
violence that would have done honour to veteran dragoons. 

Somewhat astonished at such an unexpected display of spirit, he 
dropped his pencil* and for an instant supposed that their ponies were 
running away with these damsels errant. They were not attired for 
the saddle, and seemed rather to have sprung upon their palfreys 
from some sudden whim and spirit of frohc, tluin with a purpose of 
leaving the park in which he had first caught sight of thorn. Thev 
were arraved merelv in simple walking dresses of white, over which 
one had ffunff a light scarlet shawl *, and instead of caps or round 
hats, they had low and broad-brimmed hats of thin felt, without veils, 
much better fitted for rambling in over sunny meads, than for dia- 
idayinff to the winds on horseback. His suspicion that their ponies 
nad taken tihe matter into their own hands, or rather the bits into 
their own teeth, was of short duration } and as they advanced with 
increased rapidity, he saw plainly, by the mirthful rivalry displayed 
in all their actions and gestures, that they wore positively running a 
race, the scarlet mantle oeing the winner, or, so rar at least, as a full 
lonsth would go, in ftill prospect of winning. 

Not a little diverted at the spectacle, and the merry cries with 
which they encouraged their steeds, he rose from the table to take a 
better view of the fair jockeys, as they should brush by, when to his 
great surprise, no sooner had they reached the little oak-yard that 
conducted to the Traveller's Best, than they made a rapid wheel, 
and came daahing up to the porch in a style worthy of a racecourse. 

It happened, either because he was in part concealed by the veil 
of naaturtians that grew near to where he had placed his table, or 
because they were too much engaged in their frolic to raise their 
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CTes, tiha( the ^ottng pumey was seen hy neiHier of tbe ladieSy valU 
ue/ were witma sbc yards of tbe porch ; when the headmost, sad- 
denly observing him, drew op in such confusion, that she had well 
nigh jerfped her pony over on his back. He perceived, at oooe, thai 
his appearance at the Traveller's Rest was whoUy onazpected, and 
waa anything but welcome to the adventurous pair : indeed, it was 
manifest that the consciousness of having been detected by a stranger 
engaged in such jockey-like aransement, had greatly disconcerted 
ib^both. 

All this the young man observed in a moment, and could scarce 
suppress the smile that gathered over his visage, even when he saw 
that the confasion of the foremost damsel had discomposed her pal* 
frey. However, as he looked into her face, florid at once with exer- 
oiee and shame, he beheld a pair of such radiant black eyes, flashing 
with mingled mirth and vexation, and withal a countenance of soch 
haughty and decidedly aristocratic character, as instantly put him 
upon his best behaviour ; he took off his hat like a well-bred gentle* 
man, ahd advancing from the porch, would have taken her pony by 
the rein, had she not instantly recovered herself, and turned the 
animal aside, with aa empress-like " I thank you, sir ! ** He thoo^^ 
t^e refusal of asdstance, so respectfully ofSored, was somewhat un- 
grateful, and even rude, but she looked so beautiful^ he could do 
nothing less than testify his admiration by anoth^ bow. 

Meanwhile the second maiden, whose contusion seemed, at first, 
even greater than her companion's, and who blushed at the sight of 
him with even painful embarrassment, recovering herself more quickly, 
(for her fiUy was not so restive as the other,) rode up to the ponm, 
and saluting the ancient widow, who had risen to receive her, ex- 
claimed, thot^ with a flurried voice — '* You must pardon us, good 
Elsie ; we came to visit you, but we knew not you had guests with 
you." Then turning to Herman, just as her friend had rejected his 
proffered assistance, she said, with the sweetest voice in the world, 
as if to make amends for the rudeness, " We are much obliged to you, 
sir, but the horses ore very gentle." She then turned again to Dame 
Bell, and, as if resolved to explain away as much of the cause of 
visitation as possible, said, '^ We are looking for my father, Elsie ; 
and we thought that, instead of waiting fw him in the park, we 
would ride by your house, and ask you how you did. We will not 
intrude upon you longer : good bye, my dear Mrs. Bell." 

With these harried expressions, and having inclined her head 
Qonrteously to the painter, she rode out of the yard, followed by her 
companion; when, having hesitated a moment, as if uncertain 
whether to continue upon the road or not, they suddenly came to a 
decision and rode back towards the paddock, though at a much more 
moderate pace than before. 

So great was the admiration with which Herman Hunter regarded 
the beauty of the red shawl, that he had scarce bestowed two glances 
u^jKMi her friend : he had noticed, indeed, that a proiiision of gold- 
shadowed locks, and eyes of extreme gentleness and sweetness, gave 
a very agreeable expression to a countenance at least two years 
younger than the other's ; but as there was none of the spirit of fire 
br^Uung out at a glance from those loopholes of the soul, to make 
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an infUuit ImpreMion on hu hnaginatioiif as had been the case wiA 
llie other, he lost the opportniiity of satisfying himself, \>r anodiar 
look, how well her charms might endure a comparison with thoee of 
her companion. His admiration was donblj nnfcrtonate, siiiee, 
little as it desenred such a return, it laid the foundation for a sptrft 
of hostility, little short of absolute hatred, in the bosom of the lady, 
as will be seen in the sequel of this tradition. 

As the gay but disconcerted pair rode away together, he could 
scarce content himself until they got beyond earshot, before he ex- 
claimed, with the most emphatic delight, '' I row to hearen, my dear 
mother Elsie, she is the most beautiml creature I ever laid my eyes 
onl" 

Alice responded with a faint sigh, and a yet fainter smile ; but 
her countenance immediately darkened, while she muttered, ** I pity 
her, poor child : the storm is coming upon her that she dreams no! 
of ; the curse will swallow up all that are, and shall be, of his house ; 
and she in whom there is no wrong, and who was bom no diild of 
an unjust father, will share the pen^ty with his children. Yes, yea,** 
she added, straining her eyes after the maidens, '< I shall see her 
bright eyes dimmed with tears, and then closed ; her yellow locks 
parted over a forehead of stone and death ; and perhaps hdp to lay 
ner in the earth, out of men's sight, as I hare helped with one who 
was as young and as fair ! ** 

** I TOW, mother Elsie," said the young man, surprised at the pro- 
phetic sadness and emphasis of her speech, but still more at the 
mention of ** yellow locks,*' while his own thoughts were musing upon 
ringlets of raren — **1 row you have mistaken me altogether. I 
meant the other lady — ^the black-eyed, angelic creature, who tossed 
her head at me with such disdain, and, hang it, incivility too ; for it 
cannot be denied she was uncivil." 

** I thoujrht you were speaking of the captain's daughter," said the 
widow coldly. 

** I know no more about the captain's daughter than my grand* 
mother." said the youth irreverently ; **nor do I care half so much* 
But tell me, Elsie, who is that black-eyed creature ? I never beheld 
anybody to compare with her." 

''She is the daughter of Colonel Bichard Falconer," said the 
hostess, resuming her labours at the wheel, yet apparenUv disposed 
to reply to any Airther intenwatories the young nuin might propose. 
But the painter seemed satisfied with what he had heard : he ex- 
claimed at once, with a look of strong disgust, " Why then, may the 
flends seize the fancy, and my fool's head along with it ! Hark 'e, 
good Dame Bell, did yon ever hear of the old heathen Lamia? the 
Lemuret, as they were sometimes called ? " 

'* I have heard of some such beasts of Peru," said the complaisant 
hostess ; ** and I believe they are a kind of camels." 

** Oh, that's the Uama, the pretty little llama," said the young man, 
with the good humour that became an instructor. **The LamisDwere 
monsters and sorceresses of Africa, with the face and bust of womeiiy 
and the body of a serpent ; a sort of land mermaids. (By the bye, 
do yon know I saw a mermaid once ? Some time, I wiU tell you all 
about her ; but, just now, all I can say is, that she was monstfoos 
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Ugly.) These LamiaB often bewitched men who looked them in the 
i£se : if you looked there first, yon were so blinded, yon conld not 
peroeiTe their true deformity, until assisted by the counter-spell of 
some benerolent magician. Now, Elsie, this is my thouffht : I hold 
Vbm Falconer to be a LnmisB ; and the sound of her famer's name 
yn» the spell that opened my eyes to her true ugliness. Pho ! " con- 
tinued the Toulh, observing the incredulity and wonder of his 
auditor ; ** the image is a bad one after all, for it conveys an im- 
proper impression. I should say, then, I am like the Lamioi's lover, 
not Miss Falconer like the Lamiae. To tell you the truth, I have heard 
so many ill things said of the ikther, that I feel myself heartily 
inclined to hate the daughter. A vixen, I warrant me 1" 

The old woman regarded him earnestly, and then replied — " Little 
cause have I to love Colonel Falconer, or to speak well of him and 
^ ; yet why should a stranger like you assume the post of the judge, 
and visit the father's faults upon the head of his offspring ? But 
•jWi do not speak seriously. I know no evil of Miss Falconer, and I 
Jitfv« heard none. This is the first time I have ever seen her so near 
m^ threshold; and I know not what strange fancy could have 
bionght her hither. As for Miss Catherine, the captain's daughter, 
she often comes to inquire about me. Poor child ! she fears not the 
'old witch,' for she has done no harm to me nor to any other mortal ! 
she does not hate 'wicked old Elsie,' for hatred dwells not in her 
nature ; but she looks with respect and pity upon the miseries of 
age and penury. And many a good deed she has done me, when 
oSiers passed me by with scorn and hate. Would that I might go 
down to the grave in her place, were it but in memory of her good- 
ness) But when the bolt is aimed at the little willow, even the 
witiiered old oak cannot resist it." 

With such expressions as these the old woman, if she did not re- 
inspire Herman Hunter with admiration for Miss Falconer, succeeded 
at least in awakening some interest for the younger lady, which was 
greatly increased, when he came to suspect, from some expressions 
Elsie let fall, that the miseries she seemed so confidently to predict as 
being in store for the maiden, were predicated upon the knowledge of 
a contemplated union between her and the brother of her Mend. It 
was plain, from what Elsie said, that this was to be a marriage of 
convenience, in which Catherine's affections were to be sacrificed, or 
disregarded. It is true, that Elsie did not directly affirm this to be 
the case ; but the inference from her expressions was consequential 
and inevitable; and Herman only wondered that the young lady, 
whom he now pictured to himself as dying of a broken heart, should 
have looked so rosy and happy. 

In the meanwhile, the njaidens rode on returning towards the park, 
until they reached the grove in the hollow, where they were sheltered 
from view. Here they paused, and the captain's daughter gave at 
once the flattest contradiction to all Elsie's piteous aUusions to the 
state of her feelings, by looking archly into her companion's face, 
and then bursting into an uncontrollable fit of laughter. " Well» 
what now, dear Hal ?" she cried, while tears of genuine merriment 
sMrasn in her eyes and rolled on her cheeks ; ''what do you think of 
four race now ? Shall we try it over again ? ** 

B 2 
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" Upon mj word. Miss Loring— " 

^'Katel call me Kate, or never look to see me laog^ more^" 
exclaimed the captain's daug^iter. 

** Now praj, cousin Hal, do jou not think we hare exhibited our 
horsemanship somewhat too adyanta^eously to-day ? Fie, Hornet, 
I will never forgive you I To think we should go galloping in this 
manner, almost in the arms of a young fellow with a scarlet waist- 
coat ! It is too ridiculous I " 

" So much for dragging me along after you, to the old witch's I" 
said Miss Falconer, pettishly. 

*' After me!" cried the other, with increased mirth; '^why, yoa 
were leading ; you had beaten me by full a length and a half, as the 
jockevs call it : so much for not starting fair I And as for dragging 
you there, Harriet, pray do me justice ; you know it was your own 
wicked suggestion altogether that carried you thither and ray frailty 
tliat made me follow. It is all a punishment on you, for breaking thie 
commandment, and running after the forbidden fruit. Oh, cunosity, 
curiosity ! when shall we poor women shuffle the little tempter froni 
our bosoms ? But pray, cousin, what made yon treat the young man 
so rudely ? Sure he was very handsome and well-behaved ; and snie, 
young gentlemen, handsome and well-behaved, are not so plentiful in 
Hawk-Hollow I I think we will get pa to invite him to dinner " 

'* Well, Catherine," said the other, " yon are merry to-day ; but it 
happens so seldom, and I am so glad of it, that I pardon yon, 
although your mirth is all at mv expense." 

'' You are angry with me, Harriet ?" said the captain's daughter, 
riding up to her friend, and stretching forth her hand. Her Ax^ic- 
some spirits vanished in a moment, and the change on her counte- 
nance, and in her whole manner, from extreme gaiety to impetuous 
emotion, was inexpressibly striking and touching. 

** Angry I By no means," said Miss Falconer, as Catherine flung 
her arm round her neck, and kissed her. ^ Poor wayward Kate I I 
would that you could laugh at me for ever I Why do yon ccr, 
mouse ? You are certainly the most extraordinary mad creature in 
the world I " 

" Yes, I am " said Miss Loring, smiling through her tears ; '^ I 
can't abide being talked stiffly to. But what shidl we do ? Shall 
we ride up to the park ? Shall we set down here, and play at loo^- 
straws for sweethearts ? Shall we take heart of grace, and ride m 
search of papa ? Or shall we play termagant again, whip, cut, and 
spur, whoop and halloo, and call Monsieur Red Jacket to stand up 
for umpire ? Any thing, dear Hal, to kill time, and find you amuse- 
ment." 

," Was Monsieur Bed Jacket so handsome, after all ? " demanded 
Miss Falconer. 

'' I don't know," said Catherine : " he kept his eyes so fixed upon 
your own face, I could not half see him. &it, really, he seemed to 
admire you very much — I suppose, because yon were first in ! 1 don't 
see how you could have the heart to treat him so uncivilly, when bis 
admiration was so manifested, and his bearing so respectful ? " 

" Wa8 it, indeed ?" said the other, shaking her head, as if regret- 
fully. "Young, handsome, well bred, and an admirer-— and yet* I 
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kncMT, I shall never abide the ngfat of hhn. What ! see me riding in 
fkll nee, with whoop and halloo, and all that, as jfm say, like a 
's danghter I Poh ! it is intolerablo— it can never be ibr- 

** Why, he saw me, too,*' said Miss Loring, ** and I am snre I for- 
give him I And it is no sach great matter, after alL" 

*^ No great matter, to be sure ; bnt small ones govern the world. 
Ko one can forgive being made ridicnlons, especially a woman of 
spirit. Come, we will gallop back to the pa^ and leave the captain 
to find his own way." 

With these words they retmmed to the- paddock, 
in the conftssion of a weak and capricioos prepossession, which 
was perliaps more than half serions, Miss Falconer diowed an almost 
prophetic sense of what would be the fhtare temper of her mind to- 
wards the nnlncky Hwman. Neither the manif^t folly nor iijastice 
of the sentiment, even when gratitude shotild have expelled it from 
her bosom for ever, oonld prevent it fhmi ripening into jealoosv and 
final dislike ; and nnfortnnately circumstances of an accidental 
natnre soon arose to give a double hnpulse to these unamiable 



CHAPTER m. 

A man of blood, Mug brooght ap in the wan. 
And cniel execatlous.— Bbaumomt aitd Flitohbs. 

A very foolish, fond old man, 
Ttmr score and upwards; and, to deal plainly, 
I ftar he is not in his proper mind.—- iCtfitg Lmr, 

Tea painter, still keeping his eyes npon the pair, pondering over that 
piopmsity of our nature which m-ges even the coldest and demurest 
of mortab into acts of extravagance, when removed a moment fhm 
aitiicial restraints. The whole system of social federation is a state 
of enthralment and captivity, although undoubtedly a wholesoma 
one ; and he who puhlisly rejects its teeters, though he may person- 
ally enjoy his iadq^ndence, violates that compact which separates 
the rsfined from the primitive and uncivilized states of existence, and 
encourages others to rash back npon the savage freedom of the latter. 
The preservation of a certain share of dignity is incumbent upon 
men, not merely as a means of heading caste, bnt of preventing a 
downslide in manners and mind. The hero may properly play at 
bo-peep with his children, though not at the head of his army ; and, 
by the same rule, a fair lady may shoot and drive, i^y the fiddle, 
and race horses, to her heart's content, so long as the amusement is 
oenfiaed to the proper drde. For our own part, we think there is no 
■Kxre delightful spectacle in the world than is afforded by a troop of 
grown-up hoydens, released from the heavy trammels of etiquette, 
and yielding, in all the confidence of privacy, to the wild extrava- 
gances of freedom \ though a public di^lay of the kiod would, nn- 
donbtedly, be any thing but agreeable. Such were the sentiments of 
the painter; and however much the young ladies may liare been 
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oat, " For heaven's sake, Captain Loring, what are yon doing ? Do 
the young gentleman no harm.'* 

** Gentl^um ! " cried the captain, somewhat staggered himself— 
"Adzooks! do you say so? — a gentleman I What! and no cat- 
throat Gilbert, hah ? By theLord, IthoaghtlhadhimI Why, yoa 
Tagabond yoang fellow, gire an accoont of yoorself. Who axe yoia f 
what are yoo ? and how did yon come here ? Yoa are a gentleman, 
hah i and yoa have not killed Colonel Falconer, hah I and yon pro- 
fess yoorself to be an honest man, hah ! Why, what will the world 
come to ! " 

. As he spoke in these abrapt and startUng phrases, Herman had 
leiaore, notwithstanding his sorprise, to observe that he was a comely, 
eccentric-looking old man, with a bottle-shaped nose, grey eyesy and 
hage beetle-brows, his whole coantenance puckered into wrinkles, 
that seemed to begin at the tip of his nose, or on his apper lip, as a 
common centre, and radiate thence to all parts of his visage, tnoagh 
they appeared in the greatest Inxnriance oa the chin and forehead. 
His haur was dabbed, qaeued, and powdered ; and althoagh he was 
evidently battered by time and hard sendee, and limped withal very 
uncoatmy on his wounded leg, a three-cornered hat, and a half-and- 
half old militarv dress, gave Um a somewhat heroic appearance : his 
coat was blae, his breedies baff ; and he had a boot on one leg, and 
a shoe on the other— or, to speak more strictly— on the foot thereof-— 
that being incapable of Ihe more manly decoration. But at the present 
moment, it was scarce possible to obtain a just idea of his appearance 
or character, had Herman been cool enough for the attempt. The 
violence of his attack upon one in the act of rendering him a humane 
courtesy, indicated that he was somewhat beside himself ; and it was 
equally plain, from the medley of expressions on his visage, agitated 
at once by susiHcion, anxiety, indignation, fury, triumph, and doubt, 
that he was in-a condition to be replied to^ rather with softness than 
anger. In truth, there was something so ridiculous in his appearance, 
as well as in the circumstance of his own unexpected arrest, that Her- 
man was no sooner relieved of the fear of death, by the dropping of 
the pistol, which the gallant soldier removed at the remonstrance of 
JSlsie, than he burst into, a laugh, and would have Indulged it freely, 
had not the captain cut him short, by exclaiming— "Hark ye, ye 
grinning cub I is it a thing to laugh at when a man's murdered, and 
yoa arrested on suspicion ? " 

♦* Murdered, captain !" cried the widow, whom some of his pre- 
rioos ejaculations seemed to have turned into stone : — **^ Murdered, 
c^itain, did you say ? " she exclaimed, seizing the soldier by the arm, 
and wholly disreg^irding the presence of the painter — ''Bichard 
Falconer murdered at last ! and by a Gilbert, when all that bore the 
name are in the grave ? Impossible I " 

" Murdered, I tell you, and given over by the doctors," roared the 
captain, " and by one of the cursed Hawk-Hollow Gilberts, if there's 
any beliering words out of his own month ; I have it by express. 
And hark ye, you old bddam, if you have given shelter to the villain, 
never trust me if I don't bum you at a stake. Adzooks ! was there 
ever such a thing dreamed of?— Hark ye, sir, I arrest you on 
sasincion." 
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^ What, sir ! on raqpicion of murder I" crwd Himter, who had hjr 
this time recovered his grayity, and now spoke with as nmch digsiityr 
as boldness ; '* if joa have any authority to apprehend me, I an your 
prisoner, and will accompany you to the nearest magistrate. Thia is 
the most extraordinary circnmstance in the world ; and let me teH 
you, sir — " 

But he was interrupted by the widow, who still grasping the cap- 
tain's arm, although he strove to cast her off, exclaimed — ** Do no 
raah folly with the young man. Look at him, does he look tike a 
Gilbert ? You are mad to think it. Captain Loring." 

Then, as if satisfied that sneh argument was sufficient to acquit her 
lodger of all suspicion, she again renewed her questions ; and Ber- 
man, giving ear to the captain, gathered from his broken and im- 
petuous expressions, that assassination had been coramitted, or ratber 
attempted (for it did not ai^iear that the victim was dead), upon the 
body of Colonel Falconer, who had been so lirtely the subject of hie 
thoughts and conversation ; that the outrage had been perpetrated at 
or near the metropolis of the state ; that suspicion had fiillen upon « 
man long esteemed defunct ; and that Captain Loring, in tlie fenroar 
of his indignation and zeal to bring the assassin to justice^ bein^ 
never veiy notoriona for the wisdom of his actions, had resolved (e 
seize upon all suspicions persons, that is to say, all strangers be 
might light on, without much question of his right to do ao, until fae 
had caught the true offender, who, he doubted not, being a lelligae 
and a Qilbert, would be found lurking about the Hawk's Hollow, it 
seemed, that the suddenness of the intelligence had overpowered the 
veteran's brain, and thus left him as incaj^le of distinguishing the 

Sipearances of innocence from those of gult, as of understanding the 
egal character of his proceedings ; yet, being a man of impulses, 
excitable both in head and heart, his suspicions were as easily diverted 
as inflamed ; and, accordingly, after coming wi^n an Me of shooting 
a pistol through the paintePs head, his next act was to seize upon him 
in the most affectionate manner in tiie world, crying out by way ef 
apology — ^^Hark'e, younker, adzooks, no ill blowi betwixt us? 
When my blood *s upr I'm an old fool, d'ye see. Don't mean to 
insult you ; and as for shootirig, that's neither here nor there ; but 
when we 're after a deserter, spy, refugee, murderer, or such dogs^ 
why quick's the word, and ^Fail in, mend,' the order of the dMr« 
Must catch the villain, and take account of all skulking fellows with- 
out the countersign; here's bloody murder in the wind. The old 
woman says yon are a gentleman: so, gentleman as you were! 
Adzooks, you look no more like a Gilbert 3ian a mud-terrapin; but 
all honest men answer to their names — ^what 's yours f " 

** Hunter, Herman Hunter," replied the young man ; ^ and, if need 
be, I can easily convince you that I am no object of suapicion." 

"Don't doubt it, vou've an excellent phys'numy, very much like 
my poor son Tom's,^' cried the soldier, now as nmch struck with -the 
open and agreeable countenance of tiie straoger, as he had been 
before blinded by his own impetuosity. ^'I like yoal You're a 
soldier, hah I Where do yon come from ?" 

**From South Carolina," said Hunter, exchaagiDg the 
mood in which he first submitted to examination, for 
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chancteristic of his lniiDoroii« temper. He beg&n to andentaiid and 
even lelish the oddities of the inqnisitor, and as the captain's qnee- 
tioDS were now pat in a tone indicatrre cf good will and admiration, 
and it was evident his tmindent feelings were giving way rapidly 
hfifore others of a new character, he seemed disposed not only to 
endure bnt to encourage the ocdeal 

'*IVom South CaK^na?" cried the captain; "^too many Tories 
ihere br half ! bat then yon have some men there ; yes, sir, some 
men, whom I call men I Snmpter, sir, and Marion, sir — why I (»J1 
sadi feUows Bien, sirl I like this swamp fighting, too; I wm 
hronght np to it — ^took my first lesson among red ^elawares, and 
ended with Mingoes and 8hawnees. A good tnsale at Entaw, too^ 
sir, it was, by the Lord I" exclaimed Captain Loring, wanning 
iBfto Boch a blase of military ardomr at the recollection, that he quite 
forgot the object of his demy, and the assassination of his kinsman 
into the bargain ; ** a good tussle Twithout saying any thine of my 
firiend Morgan's rub-a-dub-dub at uie CowpensX a good tusue ! and 
such glorious weather, too, when a man could fight and keep cool 1 
Now, I remember that, at the fatal field of Braddock, ninth July "55, 
it was the hottest work, what with the weather, what with the savagei, 
what with the stupid cockney red-coats, that man erer saw, an oven 
above, and a faraace all round -, it was all blood and sweat, sir ! 
the wounded were boiled in their own gore. It was a day, sir, to 
make a man a man, sir^it taught me to smell eunpowder 1 It was 
tiiere, sir, I first looked in the face of Creorge Washington, a poor 
colonial buckskin colonel then ; but now, adi»oks, the greatest man 
the world ever saw ! Hark^e, sir, hare yon served ? have you smelt 
powder? have you heard a trumpet? have yon ever fought a 
fattde?" 

^ Oeftainly, sir,'* replied the young man, with hnmour, ** I have 
infiieied bloody-noses and receaved l£em ; I was qnite a Hector at 
eehool, and so long as you stop short of killing, I am a Hector yet 
But I never could find any appetite in me for bnUets and broad- 
swords ; and as for a bayonet,! think it the most inhuman weapon m 
the worid. Noble captain, I am a non-combatant, a man of peace." 

** Hah I " cried the captain, indignantly ; **and how comes that ? 
Ab lUile-bodied man, with your bleeding country calling on yon, 
and no fight in you ? Sir, let me tell you, such a pair of legs should 
have been ^voted to the service of yuur conntiy, sir. Look yon, sir, 
my son, Tom Loring, was only eighteen years old when he fought 
his battle on the Brandywine ; and a whole year before he was rigkfc 
fer a rub, as he often told me. How comes it, sir, you have grown 
out of yoor teens, and never faced an enemy ? Zounds, sir, 1 was 
beginning to have a good opinion of yon." 

** There is no acconnting for it, captain, except—" 

**Hafk ye, Mr. Whatd'ye-call-it," said the soldier, the good 
feelings with which he was beginning to regard the youth giving 
^ace at once to contempt and indignation, '^ there is every thing in 
having the right sort of blood for these things, and you have no blood 
at alL I despise yon, sir ; and, adzooks, I bdieve yon are some aus- 
nicious person after all, and very contemptible, for all of your red 
jacfcetk Holloa, Dick, there, hd|p me into tiie carriage." 
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And thtu venting bis diBgust, and preparing to pnt the seai to his 
difpleasare, by instant departure, the vonng man was on the point of 
losmg a friend so suddenly won, when, fortunately for him, the 
captain's eye fell upon the little table with the drawing materials, 
which he had not before observed, and walking up to it, he began, 
without a moment's hesitation, to examine the unfinished sketch. 
The effect was instantaneous : the spectacle of his own dwelling 
transferred, with not a little skill, to paper, though only in light lead 
marks, and so accurately, that he instantly detected (as appeared to 
him wonderful enough) the windows of his own sleeping apartment, 
threw him into such transports, that he seemed on tm point of danc- 
ing for joy, as he would perhaps have done, had it not been for 
the infirmity of his extremity. **Lord bless us," said he, ^here's 
the Folly ! the identical old Fdly, with the grape-vine, the stables, 
the ne^o«houses, the locust grove, the three tulip trees, the pot on 
the chminey, and the old martin-house on a pole ! and here's my 
two negroes, Dick and Sam, at the gate, driving the cows out of tlie 
park— ^' 

'*No, captain," said Herman, with a painter's dignity, *' those 
aie the two young ladies ; and I flatter myself when 1 have done a 
little more to them — " 

** My girls ?'' cried the captain, in a rapture ; *^ why, so they are. 
And yoa did this ? and youVe a painter, hah ?" 

^* A sort of one, as you see, captain," replied the vouth, with an air. 

^'A painter!" cried the captain, grasping his hand with delight. 
** Can you paint a soldier, hah ? " 

'* Ay," replied the youth, '* if he'll hold still long enough." 

** And cannon, and horses, and smoke, and trees, and a dreadfU 
splutter of blood and dead men, hah ? Then, by the Lord, you shall 
paint me the Fatal Field of Braddock, with the red coats and the Oon- 
tinentals, the savages and the Frenchmen, and Braddock, lugged off 
on men's shoulders, and George Washington rallying the cokmy- 
boys for another charge on the red skins. What a picture that nuk 
make. I'll tell yon what, Mr. Harken What-d'ye-call-it, yon shall 
come to my house, drink and be merry, and then you shall paint mo 
that picture. You shall paint me the battle of Brandywine too, widi 
my ]X)or Tom Loring bleeding to death, like a hero, as he was : and« 
hark ye, you may In'ing me m too, holding him on mv knee— fbr I 
did it ; and telling him to die like a man— for an old fool, as I was, 
to think he could die like anything else. And stick in my girl, 
too, if you can, weeping and wringing her hands, when I carried Tom 
Loring home that day. And remember the bugles and trumpets, 
blasting up for the charge of cavalry ; you should have heard them 
sweeping by, just as Tom was dying. It was the finest sound in 
nature," continued the captain, vehemently, and, as he spoke, dash- 
ing a tear from his eye, ''the finest music ever heard, as Tom 
acknowledged himself^— * Father,' said he, as he bled iu my arms, *H 
is not hard to die to such music, for I hear our own trumpets among 
the others.' And so died Tom Loring $ he went to heaven amia 
thunder and trumpets ; and if [ had seven sons more, I should wish 
nothing better for them than that they might go to heaven the sane 
way— I would, by the Lord! For why? there's no way thai 'sbsMw." 
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There was something in this eccentric bant of ardonr, which, how- 
•Ter IndicroQS it seemed, touched some of the finer feelings of the 
painter, and checked the kagh which he could scarce repress, when 
the captain began his eneiigetic instructions. Not being Idisposed to 
accept a commission bo capriciously proflered, or to undertake a com- 

rition, in which, it was evident, if he hoped to please his employer, 
must mingle together as many different scenes and actions as 
would furnish subjects for a whole gallery, and desiring to temper his 
refusal to the peculiarities of his patron, he was pus&g himself in 
what way to express it, when his good fortune sent him aid in the 
person of another stranger, who, as the capricious stars would have 
it, designed, like himself, to make trial of the accommodations of the 
Traveller's Best. 



CHAPTER IV. 

Itt fiiar. Ko doubt, brother, bat thiB proceedeth of the spirit ? 
2nd Friar, Ay, and of a mortals spirit, too; bat, oomo, 

Lst OS entreat he may be entertaln'd. — ^Mablow. 

As the captain concluded his eccentric oration, rather from want of 
breath than because he lacked the will to continue it, a sonorous 
voice, very manly and agreeable, save that it had a strong nasal 
twang, was heard pronouncing, hard by, with solemn emphasis, the 
words from the Apocalypse — 

** And I looked, and behold, a pale horse : and his name that sat 
on him was Death, and hell followed with him. And power was 
given unto them over the fourth part of the earth, to kill with the 
sword, and with hunger, and with death, and with the beasts of the 
earth." 

Startled at an interruption so unexpected, both looked round at 
the first sound of the voice, and even Elsie Bell woke from the trance 
into which the captain's news had plunged her, to gaze as eageriy as 
the others after the cause. As they directed their eyes towards the 
entrance of the little oak-shaded yard, they saw, turning into it from 
the road, and slowly riding towards them, an apparition that might 
almost have been supposed by a profane imagination to embody the 
conception of the grisly terror. It was a tall man in black raiment, 
riding an old grey horse, very meagre and raw-boned, which moved 
with a step so slow and drowsy, as to oppose no obstruction to the 
meditations of the rider, who held a book in his hand, from which he 
read the words that followed so ominously after the burst of the cap- 
tain. He seemed so inwrapt in his study as to be unconscious of the 
]»fe8ence of strangers, having apparently yielded up the guidance of 
his course to the animal he bestrode ; and as he drew nigh to the 
porch, still pronouncing the words, the first one of which had attracted 
their attention, all had an opportunity of gazing on him at leisifre. 
He was a tall man, as has been said, being somewhat gaunt and thin 
ia the lower part of his body, though his shoulders were broad and 
aquAre. His joints were large and bony, and his hands and feet were 
liDytiiing in the world but faiiy-like. His neck was long and scraggy, . 
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kii hot of a cadaTarooB hne and lantcni-JMred, and kng ledw of 
itraight Uack hair, a httle ^Ti>d^> feU from beneath aa old oockied 
hat, the hrim of which was melined to go dooehnig along with Uki , 
towards his shonldere. His coat was of black y^Fet, woni and 
soiled, and, indeed, eztremdy shabby, and so long, tiiat as he rode 
Ae wide skirts almost oonoealed his saddle-bags, and flapped about 
Us heels ; the colUdr was straight and short, and its j^aee was sap- 
plied by a red bandanna handkerchief, which was twisted roniid Ins 
throat in a thong like a cable. 

He continued to read alond, nndl his horse suddenly passed befcre 
the popsh ; then lifting np his eyes, and closing the book, he bestowed 
a gracious stare upon the party, that had well nigh oonyerted the 
painter's admiration into merrhnent, it was so extraTagaatiy grave 
and sanctimonious. It dispelled ^so some of the reverence with 
which the soldier was beginning to regard him ; and recurring sud- 
denly to the objects which had brought him to the Trayeller's Rest, 
Captain Loring hobbled np to the saintly apparition, advanced his 
hand to seize upon the bridle rein, and was just saluting him with a — 
" Hark'e, mister ; whoever you are, being a stranger, yoa must gire 
an account of yourself ;" when the worthy personage, rolling his eyes 
once more over the party, and then directing them to heaven, opened 
his month, and again lifted up his voice: — ** Fellow sinners,** said 
he, with as much zeal as emphasis, seeming to consider that he had 
ibond a congregation in great need of his exhortations, ** you have 
heard the words of the book — ' And I looked, and behold, a pale 
horse ; and his name that sat on him was Death, and hell Allowed 
with him.* Death comes on the pale horse, and hell follows at his 
heels I Listen to what I have to say, and let your souls that are a 
hungering, open thehr mouths and be satisfied. He that hath can to 
hear-—" 

** Is an ass I** cried Captain Loring, interrupting him without cere- 
mony. ** Come, you fanatical fool, none of your babble and sermon- 
izing here of a week-day, but answer my questions.** 

" Will you rail upon the Lord's anointed ? will you do violence to 
my holy vocation ?*' cried the preacher, hotly. *' Get thee behind 
me, Satan I If thou wilt not profit by the unction of truth, shut diy 
mouth and get thee away, that others may not backslide after thee. 
Anathema upon thee 1 Anathema Baranathema 1 If thou stoppesi 
the flood of the sweet waters that are ready to fall upon the thhsty- 
spirited, I say to thee, Anathema ! Lo and behold ! I am sent apon 
a mission, and the spirit waxes strong within me ; so that I win 
wrestle with thee and prevail. Am not I he that is sent to scatter 
the good seed by the way-side ? and art thou not a bush of thorns, 
that chokes up the grain ere it reached the soil, or the rock that has 
no soil to receive it ? I will preadi the devil out of tiiee, I warraat 
Aee, thou most antique sinner ; for what says the word — ** 

'' Hark*e, Mend methodist, or whatever yon are,** said CvpUin 
lAing, not a whit abashed by the violent zeal with which the UxMk 
prolonged this remonstrance, " it is not in my way to insult the 
doth, all chaplains being non-combatants. But, haik ye, arrl 
adzooks, I don*t believe yon are a preacher at all, but a rom in 
• another man*s feathers ; and if yon don*t satisfy my imnd» I wiH 
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3xrest yon on •uspicion of being a nacal, I will, hy the Lord ! and 
Aat *a as true as any Scripture. And do yon, you Harper What-d'ye^ 
call it," tojming to the painter, " hand me my pistol, and hold lum 
by the lei; ; and you, J)kk I club your whip, and stand by to knock 
^m off his horse ; and yon, Elsie, come forward for a witness, for I 
belicTe the dog's a Gilbert. Surrender, you villain, and give aa 
aecount of yourself I" 

Great was the confusion of the exhorting stranger at finding he 
had lighted upon a zealot, of fire so much superior to his own, and a 
eoBgregation so little disposed to bow down to his ministry; aad 
great was the inclination of Herman Hunter to eigoy a rencounter 
betwixt two such antagonists, and even to add to its absurdities, by 
taking part with the captain against a man who, whatever was his 
apparent sanctity, he was persuaded was nothing more than a low 
and vulgar hypocrite. However, perceiving that the latter worthy, 
besides being greatly alarmed, was clubbing his bible as if weighing 
the propriety of employing all its arguments and exhortations together, 
ia one fell swoop against the head of his irreligious captor, his hu- 
manity and love of peace drove the young man betwixt tfaye eccentric 
pair, as a moderator and umpire. 

'* Stop,, captain,'* said he : ^* this mode of questioning is against 
the law : and you, reverend stranger, hearken to me. l^ing a man 
of religion and peace, and doubtless good sense and good manners, 
you can do nothing more than answer a civil question, which will 
save you the trouble of a ride or drive, according to circumstances, 
to the nearest mi^istrate." 

^' Magistrate !" cried the preacher, blankly; " what have the ser- 
vants of truth to do with a magistrate ?" 

^' Yes, magistrate," blustered the soldier ; *^ and then, adzooks, 
perhaps to the hangman afterwards." 

*' In a word, sir," said Herman, *^ there has been a murder at- 
tempted : though when, where, and bow, I do not pretend to know; 
and this being a land where suspicion is somewhat capricious and 
even whimsical, you will see the necessity of doing as I myself have 
done but a moment before you ; that is, of declaring your name and 
business to this gentleman." 

'' Name, gentlemen I business, gentlemen ! — Certainly, gentlemen 
•rHi^ertainly, fellow christians and sinners !" cried the preacher, re- 
covering his equanimity, which had somewhat deserted him, and 
becoming ten times more nasal and sanctified than before. — *' I am 
a poor servant of the word, an expounder of the book, Neheniiah 
by name, which is to say, Nehemiah Poke — ^an humble labourer in 
the vineyard of sin, that is to say, of righteousness — ^and a waxner 
and crier out on the wayside, by the side of the great road that leadeth 
to the place of despair, and of wailing, and of gnashing of teeth. 
You put your scorns upon me, men of the world, and sons of a stiff- 
necked generation ; you spit in my face, you strike me over the 
mouth, and you take me by the beard, crying, * Get up, you bald- 
head.' But he will reckon with you, who goeth about like a roaring 
lion, seeking whom he may devour. Open therefore your ears, and 
repent you, lest he who comes on the pale horse, with hell after him, 
shall fail upon you in your pride, and tyntbt your necks, as you f~ 
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off A quid of tobacco from the roll, I come to the honse of the sood 
widow, for Nuch, say the men of the world, it the widow Belt I 
deelgn to eat and refreih me with sleep ; and then crofainj^ over the 
river that Wen in my path, wend my way to the scomen of troth, 
that are thiclc among the men of blood in the army; for among them, 
Peath on the pale hone in ever ramping and roaring. Bnt I see 
that wickeilnett in hore^ even hero, in this ' desert Idle/ ae it {« 
written ; I will therefore tarry awhile, and expound to yon the words 
of comfort, and that before I eat and sleep, lost you fall and perish 
before the morning. Rest a moment then, irreverent and headstrong 
old man, and I will wrestle with the devil that is in thee. For I 
forgive thee, and will arouse thee with an exhortation, strong and 
flery, * fierce as ten furies, terrible as night/ according to the expres- 
sion. Listen, therefore, to the words of my text — * And I looked and 
behold.' And behold ! the sinner rolleth away in his pride, rejecting 
the word 1 Bnt he of the pale horse runneth after, even in the dust 
of his chariot wheels, shaking destruction from his shoulders, even as 
' dew drops from the lion*s mane/ as it is written. Young man, give 
mo thy hand) that I may descend; and, widow, peace be to thv house, 
and comfort in the midst of thy poverty. He who tempers the wind 
to the shorn lamb, as the word nas it, and marks even whea a sparrow 
falls to the ground, will not turn from thine humble tenement, when 
its door is open to the weary pilgrim, and its porch resounds with the 
cry of prayer and thanksgiving. 

'* Mr. Nehemiah Poke,'' said Herman, who gave his hand, as re- 
quired, to the pilgrim, and assisted him to descend, ** you perceive 
that vour exhortations have driven away one-third of the congrega- 
tion." Captain Loring hod been fully satisfied with the explanations 
of Mr. Poke^ or alarmed at the prospect of a sermon, and while the 
preacher was kindling into fervour, hod suddenly slipped into the 
carriage, and in a moment rumbled furiously away. '* i on perceive 
that your sanctity has driven away one auditor, and confbunded 
another, Mrs. Bell, here, being in a maze. Now, know likewise, that 
I, the remaining third, have no need of your edifying discourses, and 
request you to put an end to them." 

This was said with a good-natured smile, and a knowing nod, 
which somewhat disconcerted the preacher; however, after starine at 
the youth awhile, he lifted up his eyes, hands, and voice toeetoer, 
saying—" Are yoti a scomer of the word, then, in your early and 
tender youtli? and will you shut your ears and harden your heart 
against the grace that is offered, even by my unworthy lips t" 

^* Even against all that can come from your unworthy lipsi as you 
very properly term them," said the painter, with the most significant 
countenance in the world: ** and to make you easy on that score, do 
me the favour to believe that I liave studied Milton, Bhakspeare, 
Hterne, and the Bible, so much more closely than yourself, that I 
never jumble them together, nor fail to perceive when another man 
does so. Do you understand me?" 

** Truly not,*' said the preacher, with a somewhat humorous 
stare ; '* but out of the mouths of babes and sucklings we are some- 
times wisely admonished. I perceive that I have fallen among 
thieves, that is to say, among sinners ; and that they are none the 
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better, bat much the worse, for any comfortable wisdom that is offered 

them; therefore I will hold my peace, lest the de^il should be nggrtkr 

vated in your bosom; hoping that a better hour may be shown me, 

in whid^ to warn yon of the wickedness of your ways, and so pluck 

you as a brand out of the buminff. Good woman," he continned, 

turning to Elsie, and speaking much better sense than before, " know, 

that by reason of thy poverty and widowhood, I have brought me 

lucre of silver and paper, that is to say, dollars both hard and soft, to 

reward thee for thy hospitality, and that I come, not like a thief, and 

a man of war, to prey upon thy sabstance, and leave thee nothing in 

return, but as a guest, in the worldly sense, who will pay scot and 

lot, as the word is, withont grumbling." 

*' Such as I have, you shall share," said Elsie, coldly, " whether 

you have gold or not, provided you will take the young gentleman's 

advice, and exhort no longer in my house." 

" Woman," said Nehemiah, *^ let me not think that a devil has 

seized upon you, as well as the others ; shall wisdom cry aloud, not 

in the streets, but at your house-door, and you regard it no more 

than the scoffers? I tell you, and I charge you to hear — " 

** Softly, Mr. Poke," said Herman ; ** remember your promise to 

hold your peace ; that scrap from Sir John, though it smacks of a 

better origin, is of as clear an one as the others. Bead your Bible, 

man, for a day or two more, and learn your trade better." 

" Toung man," said the preacher, again somewhat abashed, but 

with a stem voice, " you talk like one of the ignorant — " 

*' Groundlings !" said the other, laying a ludicrous stress upon the 

word. ^' Thy face is valanched since I saw thee last. Does that 

come out of Habakkuk ? If you will preach, why here fate sends 

you another auditor, in the form of another patron to the Traveller's 

Best. As for myself, I am tired not only of your homilies, but your 

company; and I pray you, for our own two sakes, that you cross the 

river before supper ; the sooner the better, I assure you ; for though 

at present the ' rack* may ' stand still,' * the bold wind ' be 

Speechless, and the orb below 
As hush as death, anon the dreadfU thunder 
Will rend the region, 

and scatter jackdaws along with the owls and pigeons. Pare yon 
well, * Sir Topas, the curate.* — * I am one of those gentle ones that 
wiU use the devil himself with courtesy* — I leave you to the pedlar 
there, who may be of a better temper for conversation. * Bono$ dies, 
Sir Topas!* And with these words, and laughing heartily, as at 
some jest perfectly well understood by Kehemiah, he left the porch, 
only looking once behind him, as the preacher stood regarding him 
with uplifted hands, and bursting into a second peal as he looked. 
He raised his eyes, nodding courteously to the new comer, whom he 
had justly characterised as a pedlar — for so he seemed, having a pack 
strapped to his back, though riding a strong black horse. ** Good 
luck for poor Elsie to-day," he muttered to himself, as if even diverted 
by so slight a circumstance as the unusual windfall of patronage. 
" I thought I could not be mistaken in the rogue's lantern-jaws and 
huge hands ; and I doubt me his religion is a mere cloak, put on for 
a purpose; though I have heard of such conversions before. How- 



32 TBS HAWKS OV HAWK-HOLLOW. 

ever, honest or nott a fool or a scoundrel, a saint or a hjpocrite* it is 
certain he can do me no mischief; and I'll see he does none to Elsie. 
As for others, thejr must take their chances." 

Thus reflecting, and amu8in|j; himself with his cogitations, he made 
his way, though apparently without design or object, along the road, 
until he had passed the park-gate of Gilbert's Folly, and reached the 
rivulet described before, as emptying into the river at the mouth ^ 
the ravine on which the Travellers &8t was built. Although shallow 
and of a smooth bottom, where it crossed the road, there were rocks 
lying in its bed both above and below; and he could hear a murmur- 
ing noise among the trees that overshadowed it above, as if it made a 
cascade at no great distance in that direction. He had no doubt that, 
by leaving the road, he was trespassing upon the manor; but having 
no fear of intruding upon the haunts of any of its habitants, and 
being moved by a painter's curiosity, he did not hesitate to cUmber 
over the rude stone wall, and dive at once into the shadowy grove 
bordering the stream. 



CHAPTEB V. 

To arched wallu of twilight grovei, 

And ihadowH brown, that Sylvan lovef , 

or pine, or monumental oak, 

Where the rude axe, with heaved stroke, 

Was never heard the nymplie to daunt, 

Or fright them from tlieir hallow'd liaunt.— // Perueroio, 

Mbanwiiils, the fair jockeys, after being repulsed from the hi(^b- 
way, had betaken themselves to the park, where they galloped about 
for awhile, expecting the captain. As they looked back ever and 
anon upon the road, thev caught sight of the three young men whom 
Hunter had seen pass tne Traveller's Ilest bat a short time after the 
ladies themselves. 

" Was ever anything more provoking 1** cried Miss Falconer. 
** Those three rural coxcombs, the doctor and the two lawyers I Will 
no one have the humanity to break a leg, or his neighbour's bones, so 
as to afford them some employment, and us a little peace and quiet ? 
Must we be ever afflicted with their admiration and homage ? It is 
more than a mirifortune to be a fine woman in the country, where 
merit, as the old villainous poet says of female attraction in general — 

In its narrow circle gathers. 

Nothing but cIialT, and straw, and feathers. 

But we will escape tliem, if it be only for an hour. Down, Kate I 
down, ere they have seen you I Whip your filly, and I warrant me 
she will find her way to the stable. We will hide in the woods, as I 
think we have done before from the some fellows." 

Laughing heartily at a device that s{)oke so little in favour of the 
attractive qualities of the villaj^o beaux, the captain's daughter leaped 
lightly from her palfrey, as Miss Falconer had done before her } and 
both flourishing their whips at the same time, the liberated animals 
fled towards the buildings, whilst their riders lost not a moment in 
burying thenuelves from sight, by plunging into a grove, from which 
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thej eoAfciBiidd to ramble, until they bad reaelMd a Uttle bvocAi, ai 
wild and' merry as themselves, that gushed over a remote coraer of 
the parky and thea bid its gleaming wateis ia a hoUow, overgiowK 
with forest trees. 

Into this dell thej made their way, following the Ivook, nntU it 
£^ into a larger streamlet, which was indeed no other than Hawk* 
Hollow Bun, so often mentionetl beioi-e. Ita banks wen strewn with 
huge masses of rock, grey and mos^, through which the watet^ 
swoUen by the late rains, mshed with impetnoos speedy and some- 
times with great noise and fury, while its mnmnurs were rendered yet 
more impressively sonorous by the hollow reverberations of the fiNrest. 
i^oceeding futher, the woodsy which now invested the hills on either 
bank^ and the raeks» assumed a sterner character of wUdness said 
grandeur. Hemlocks, and other gloomy trees, with here a ragged 
mi4}le, or ghostly beech, and there a gibbous oak, springing from 
interstices of the rock, seemed, with their kiMKted and contorted roots^ 
to bind the fragments together ; while their thick and arched boughs 
flung over these ruins of nature a eiuUy and everlssting g^m. 
Aloft, on the hill, the grape-vine swung its raassj locks from the 
oak; and, in the lower depths of the ravine, for snch it was, the 
awamp*honeysackle shook its fragrant clusteis, and green dodden 
rose on the stamp of the decaying birefa. When their path had con* 
doeted the £ur wanderers beyond the immediate vicinity of the faUs 
and rapids, these exchanged their mnrmurs for other sounds not less 
agreeable ; the chattering of jays, the lonely-sounding whistle of the 
wood-robin, the cry of a startled dove, and now and then the sadden 
whir of a pheasant, starting from his lair under a £aUea trunk, and 
bustling noisily out of sight — the small uproar of young rabbits, 
bouncing out of a brier or bush of ftrns and galloping away up the 
hitt — the droppio^ of half-eaten nuts from the paw of the retreating 
squirrel, and a dozen other such noises as invade the selitnde of the 
forest, here added a double loneliness and charm to a scene long 
since a favourite with the maidens. 

*^ Nofw are we safe,*' cried Miss Falconer, with exultation r '^ fbr 
no one having se«B us take this course, our admirers, were they even 
^Nrited enoogh to pursue, would think of twenty more reasonable 
plaees to seek us in than thia. But let us make assnrance donb^ 
sure. Don't tell me yon are tired; what bnaiDesB has a eoantiy 
wnneh to he tired? We will go down to the sycamore, and then rest 
wa awhile till the sun peeps red in the holk>w. I wilt bring yon to 
3P0iir eoDftesioB; for, Iniving failed in my precious designs upon the 
old witch there (may Moosienr Reti-jaeket sleep harder to-nighit dkui 
he ever did before, for a Marplot), and my cariosity being so much 
4fco move inflammaMe, I am resolveii to learn what I can, and that 
withmit cemnony. So come along, Kate — 

Slate of my consolation, 
Kate of Kate-hail, my ^uper-dalnty Kate, 
# 
MB the bear of Verona said of yonr amiable namesake ; all that yon 
hare now to do> is to be, like her, * Kate conformable/ " 

Thas wiling away the fatigue of cltinbing <yiet rocks and creeping 
Acon^ tkddketSy with a gay rattle of diiicourse^ the black«eyed maiden 

c 
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dragged her companion along, nntQ they reached a place where tlie 
stream was contracted hj the projection, on the one bank, of a huge 
mass of slat^ rock, and, on the other, by the protmsion of the roots 
of a gigantic plane-tree — the sycamore, or button-wood of vulgar 
speech. Above them, and beyond the crag, the channel of the rivnlet 
widened into a pool ; and there was a plot of green turf betwixt the 
water and the nill on the farther bank, whereon fairies, if such had 
ever made their wav to the World of Twilight, might have loved to 
gambol under the hght of the moon. A hill shut up the glen at its 
upper extremitv; and it was hemmed in on the left by the rocky and 
wooded decUvity over which the maidens had alreadv passed. Over 
this, and just behind a black rounded shoulder that it thrust into the 
glen, a broad ray from the evening sun shot across the stream, and 
fell, in a rich yellow flood, over the vacant plot. There was some- 
thing almost Arcadian in this little solitude ; and if, instead of two 
well-bred maidens, perched upon the roots of the sycamore, on seats 
chosen with due regard to the claims of their dresses, there had been 
a batch of country girls romping in the water, a passing Acttson 
miffht have dreamed of the Gargaphy, its running vrell-^ans tenvi 
perlueidus undo—and the bright creatures of the mythic dav, that 
once animated the waters of that solitary grot. But the faiiy and 
the wood-nymph are alike unknown in America : poetic illusion has 
not yet consecrated her glens and fountains ; her forests nod in nnin* 
vaded gloom— her rivers roll in unsanctifled silence— and even her 
ridgy mountains lift up their blue tops in unphantomed solitude. 
Association sleeps, or it reverts only to the vague mysteries of specu- 
lation. Perhaps 

A resUeii Indisn qa«Mi, 
Pato H«rUui with the braided hair, 

may wander at night by some highly-favoured spring; perhaps some 
tall and tawny hunter, 

In ireitmente (br the chaie array'd, 

mar yet hunt the hart over certain distinguished ridges, or urge bis 
barken canoe over some cypress-fringed pool; but ul other places 
are left to the fancies of the utilitarian. A Greek would have invented 
a ^od, to dwell under the watery arch of Niagara; an American is 
satisfied with a paper-mill, clapped just above it. 

The fair ladies of Hawk-Hollow were no more troubled with the 
absence of poetic association in their lovely retreat, than any of their 
countrymen would have been; as was plainly shown by the first 
words pronounced by Miss Falconer, after taking possession of a sort 
of arm-chair among the sycamore roots. 

'' This is a place, my mannikin," said she, bending her head ma- 
jestically towards her kinswoman, whose seat was not so elevated — 
** this is a place whore one may think comfortably of murdering, 
whooping, scalping, and such sort of matters ; and its solemnity wul 
therefore give a degree of point to the story. Come, begin, I a«i all 
ears— that is metaphorically speaking;:; though a viler metaphor, to 
come from men of rational imagination, could not have been invented. 
I tell you, Kate, I am dying with curiosity about these terrible 
Hawks ; and as I know you know something, I am determined yon 
^all resuscitate me, in lack of a better physiciaui with such informa* 
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tion as yon have. No exciues — ^I know them all by heart, you have 
repeated them over so often. I declare, upon my jockey-like word, 
that here I sit, as fixed as the very roots around me, and as immove- 
able ; and here I will sit, until you surrender your scruples, and open 
jour month, though I should remain until washed away by the next 
fresL, I am positive ; my will is as inflexible as the laws of the 
Medes an'd Persians." 

^' Ton have mistaken me, Harriet," said the other, bending her 
ejea upon the stream; ** I know nothing of the matter. That I have 
heard many idle whispers, hints, and inuendoes, is true ; but there 
is neither wisdom nor propriety in repeating them, particularly to 
you — ^but is not this the most charming place in the world ? I>o you 
know I have determined upon the spot I am to be buried in ? It is 
further up the river, where three lime-trees grow together; behind 
them is a rock, covered with laurels, wild roses, and columbines; and 
there is such an array of azaleas below, with blood-roots and wind- 
flowers, and dogwood, as half turned my brain. Can you tell me, 
Hal, why I shodd be ever thinking of a grave, when I stumble upon 
such pretty ]>lace8 ? It is always the first thought." 

As Catherine spoke, she turned her eyes, with much simplicity and 
earnestness of expression, upon her companion's lace ; and though it 
was evident she had introduced the subject for the purpose of divert- 
ing the conversation irom the channel in which Miss Falconeif 
desired to have it l^w, it was equally plain that it had already taken 
hold upon her imagination, and now occupied her mind alone. As 
she looked up, with such a thought at her bosom, it imparted a cha- 
racter of melancholy to her countenance, which, although not 'her 
natural and original expression, circumstances had made, of late, 
much more conmion than any other. Her face was the sweetest oval 
in. the world, her features very regular and pretty, the hue of her 
•complexion less brilliant than might have been expected in one with 
such light locks, but of a pleasant, healthy tone, and her eyes, with- 
out being bright or striking, were so singularly earnest of expression, 
with a certain vague anxiety or imploringness mingled up with every 
look, as to seldom fail of interesting the feelings of the beholder in 
her fiivour. Besides, her brow, from which the hair was parted in 
the simplest and easiest manner, was particularly smooth and beau- 
tiful ; and whatever might have been the depth of her melancholy, 
this noble feature lost nothing of its serenity. Indeed, when sadness 
dwelt upon her spirit, it seldom produced a change in any part of the 
countenance except the eyes ; and it was in these alone, at the pre- 
sent moment, tliat emotion was betrayed by the change from the 
meny brightness which the events of the afternoon had thrown into 
them, to that appealing anxious expression already described. It 
must be added to this description, that her voice was, if possible, even 
more strikingly expressive than her eyes. It was with her as with 
the Faerie Queene ; idways. 

When Bhe spake, 
Sweete wordes, like dropping honny, she did ihed ; 
And 'twixt the perles and rublns softly brake 
A stiver sound ; 

,|9Texy exertion was characterised by some appropriate and harmo* 

G 2 
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niom change } her joyoni f pinto broke out with such tweet and jocund 
sounds as come Arom tinkling bells ; and when sadness was at hw 
heart, her accents were such mnrmnrs of snbdued and contagions me- 
lancholT* as the wood-pigeon breathes from the depths of the forest. 

** Do I know why ?^' said Miss Falconer, looking down upon her 
with a mischievous air, and humming instantly, 

The poor aoal tat tlshlng by a •yeamore tree, 

Sing an a grten wlUow ; 
Her head on her boiom, ber head on her knee, 

Sing wOlow, wUlow, willow. 

But pr'ythee, be comforted ; this is the' way with all young ladies 
who nave hair-brained sweethearts. But I assure you, ne we wot of 
is the best, truest, and most amiable creature in the world ; and if 
he be a Utile wild, why all nien are so, you know.** 

At these allnsions, which were evidently unexpected. Miss Loriiig 
blushed, then turned very pale, and finally, while Harriet drew 
breath, as if to continue, the subject, she said, recurring ahruptly to 
the original topic of discourse, and in a hurried manner, '* If you in- 
sist I shall tell you what I have heard, I must obey. The story is 
singular and melancholy — ^melancholy under ever^r aspect, bot doubly 
so, if that be true which I know yon are most anxious to leara. Boi 
Harriet, I cannot tell yon alL What concerns the Gilberto alone I 
am ready to relate : but that which involves the connexion between 
— that is to say — ^Harriet \** cried the young lady, after pausing with 
embarrassment, ** it does not become a daughter to Usten to aspersions 
east upon the good name of a parent ! ** 

^It does not,'' said Miss Falconer, gravely, <^when they are 
breathed by the lips of an enemy. Bat fear noi, I will not eat yon. 
I do not ask yon to repeat slander, but to inform me what slanders 
are repeated by others. Yon might have added, it did not become 
me to pry into my father's secrete ; but as his child — his daughter — 
I would to heaven I could say his son f— it is fitting I should at 
least know fiiom what to defend him. I tell you, Kate, I have this 
thing much at heart Fear not to shock me by your relations ; fer 
not bein^ disposed to believe them, I shall not be grieved, except at 
discovenng bow extensive may be the malignity of our foes. I shall 
rest more sweetly on my pillow to-night, if I go not to deep on sus- 
picion. Begin, therefore, Kate, and scruple not to speak boftdly.'* 



CHAPTER VL 

Tor ua, we Oo approve the Bobmui nMOln, 

To Mre one dtlaen la a greater ptku 

Than to bare UU'd In war tea enemies.— MaMisoia. 

Blow, blow, thou winter wind. 
Thou art net so unkind 

Am num's ingratltttde. 
Treeze, DreeM, thou bitter iky, 
Thou doet not Ute ao nigh. 

▲• benefits forgot.— ^ roe lOt XL 

" Tou know, then, I presume," said Catherine, beginning her nar- 
rathre omiaonsbr, with a st^ ; ^ you know, I snppose, aU ahottf eU 
Mr. Qilbert and his—" 
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'* Mt dear creature,** said Miss Falconer, " I know no more of 
Mr, Gilbert than the Grand Turk ; and all that I can boast of know- 
ledge in relation to his cut-throat children is, that ther were the 
Hawks of Hawk-HoUow ; bnt whether they were real kites, witii 
elttWB and feathers, or only the pjiiloeopher's two-legged birds, 
human chanticleers, I conld nerer yet determine. My fa&er is not 
always eo o(»nm«mcatiTe as might be expected in a dntiM parent, 
and, once or twice, when I hare been cnnons to come at some of his 
early exploits on the frontiers (for they say he w^as a great Indian 
fightor), he has not hesitated to assume a seyere conntenanoe, aad 
scold me in the most paternal manner imaginable. Nay, my dear, 
be once assured me, that as it became a woman rather to guiush ths 
outside of her head than the interior, I would do well never to 
trouble myself by searching after information that could not make 
me a whit more handsome. I bowed my head at the reproof, aad 
ran straightway to my brother. Bnt Hairy, poor fellow, knew no 
more abont these matters than he cared ; that is, nothing. Ah I he 
IB a jewel of a man, and will make the best husband in the world, 
having nothing of the meddler abont him. I have often thought, if 
pa were to commit a murder, or even break his neck, Harry would 
not trouble himself with either wonder or lamentation ; and this, not 
from any want of affection, but simply because he would consider 
the thing his father's affair, not his. A good easy temper is an ex- 
cellent thing in men — as excellent indeed as the * voice soft, gentle, 
and low,' in woman. So now you perceive the necessity of begin- 
ning just where your story begins. Take up the father — the grand- 
fruher, if you choose — of this savage brood ; give me their genodogy, 
if they have any, and if it be german to the matter, draw aiX sorts of 
parallels, make all kinds of reflections, and, in fine, do and say any- 
thing you may think proper : only conceal nothing. My cariosity is 
as capacious of appetite as the Moor's revenge (so much for rarmlifr- 
ing, when one must kill time with Shakspeare !) and demands that 
Its gratification should be as complete.'* 

Thus adjured and instructed, Miss Loring began the narration of 
Gilbert's story, and the description of his family, as they have been 
already recorded ; into both which, however, she entered in greater 
detail than it was thought necessary to attempt. 

The first part of the history, which was without melancholy, and 
related chiefly to the dilemmas into which the founder of the Hawk- 
Hollow Hall was thrown by the sudden accession of wealth, and 
his vain struggles to refine the character of his children, long since 
determined by early habits upon rude and adventurous lives. Miss 
Loring, naturally a merry and waggish maiden, with strong talents 
for mimicry, delivered in a manner that soon became humourous, 
and, at last, highly diverting ; so that the hoUow forest began to peal 
with tiie approving merriment of her companion. Her benevolence 
to the poor widow had so opened Elsie's heart, that she had cast 
aside most of the reserve with which she was accustomed to speak of 
the Gilberts ; and, in consequence, Catherine was provided with an 
ample store of anecdotes, illustrative of their characters and habits, 
with which she now amused her friend. She related with what sur- 
prise the good Elsie, one autumn evening (while Mr. Gilbert was 
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vet in England with liis whole family) beheld the adventurous Oran, 
in ragged attire, and with a bundle at his back, come trudging up to 
the IVuveller's Rest, looking as bold and resolute, to use her own 
whimsical illustrations, as a soldier marching up to the mouth of an 
empty cannon, or a mUitia-man returning from a campaign without 
battles ; and she even mimicked, with voice, gesture, and looks, the 
appearance and bearing of the two friends, in the dialogue that fol- 
lowed as soon as the truant was reco^ised by the widow. 

'< ' Heaven bless us I ' said Elsie, with uplifted hands, * is that yon, 
Oran Gilbert ? ' Thus her story went on. * What a foolish question 1 ' 
muttered the hero of two lustres and a half, who had never affected 
much of the dulcet submissiveness of a child to any one, either in 
word or action : ' what a foolisJii question for you, goodj Elsie ! Here 
I am in Pennsylvania, and hun^, I reckon ; ' and with that, with- 
out waiting for invitation, he plumped himself down at the table, 
already set out for the widow's evening meal, and straightway fell 
to work with a zeal and industry that snowed he had not mistaken 
the condition of his appetite. The widow regarded him with undi- 
minished astonishment, crying out, (for she feared lest some dreadful 
accident, by shipwreck or otherwise, had destroyed the rest,) ' But 
your father and brothers, Oran ; where are they ? ' * In Bristol/ 
mumbled the boy, scowling at her over a bone, but still making the 
most of it ; * in Bristol — ^that is, the big English Bristol, and not our 
Pennsylvany town down the river.' * In Bristol ! ' echoed Elsie Bell ; 
* and what are you doing here without them ? '- * Why, eating my 
. supper, don't you see?' replied the juvenile. 'And how did you 
get here ?' demanded Elsie. ^ I came in a big ship to Philadelphy/ 
replied the boy, scarce intermitting his agreeable employment for a 
moment, ' and then, to be sure, I footed it.' * You have run away 
from your father, Oran,' said Elsie. ' Yes, I have,' said the boy 
grumlV ; 'let me eat my supper, and I'll tell you all about it,' 

'* The widow held her peace for awhile, until the lad had satisfied 
his ravenous appetite ; and then, assuming a friendly and coaxing 
air, for well she knew nothing else would have any effect on that 
singular young reprobate, she drew from him a confession of his 
whole adventure, and the causes that led to it. 

'I It appeared, that besides an extraordinary attachment to hit 
native home among the wild woods, Oran had another cause to be 
discontented with his residence in England ; and this he discovered 
in the public school to which he was sent with his brother next in 
age, ciUled Hyland. * He sent me,' said Oran, expatiating upon the 
barbarity of his father, ' to a school, to learn grammar and Iiatin, 
and reading and writing, and all tibat sort of t^ng.' For you must 
know," said Catherine, speaking to her friend, ** that the want of a 
teacher, or perhaps hard poverty, had prevented Gilbert sending his 
children to any school before he fell heir to his fortune, which was 
the reason, perhaps, that they got such wild notions and propen- 
sities among them as could. never after be eradicated. 'Yes,' the 
urchin went on, ' he sent me to school, and Hy too ; fbr he has been 
a sort of crazy man ever since he came to his money. Well, the boys 
'^'-Med me an Indian papoose, and I thumped 'em ; and the man that 
he master, he thumped me, and Hy also ; for Hy came to help 
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me* So, when school was out, I took Hjlaad along ; and we went 
to a comer, and got a great heap of stones ; and when the master 
came oat, we pelted him.' — * Ton did ! ' cried £lsie, in alarm. * I hit 
hioDi one polt on the shin,' said Oran, wanning with the recollec- 
tion: 'I hit him one polt — it was what I call a sogdolloger — 
that made him dance like a ducked cat ; and just aa he stooped down 
to scratch it, we blazed away again, me and Hjr ; and if erer 70a 
heard two hailstones rattle on a well-bucket, yon may tell how his 
head sounded, I reckon.' 

*' *But your father, Oran ?' said Elsie; 'you have not told me 
what made you leave your father?' — ^* Father chose to take the 
master's part,' said Oran sulkily ; 'he said as how I must learn to 
be a gentleman, now I was in England, and never behave like a 
young savage no more, because I was never more to come home, 
meaning to Pennsylvany ; and so I must go back to the master and 
be thumped again; for nobody could be a gentleman, without 
having it thumped into him. Well, goody, you see, I couldn't stand 
that ; I was not going to a school to be called papoose, and trounced 
too : and I was mighty sick of England, which is just like a big 
garden — ^you can't turn out of the road without treading on some- 
body's strawberry patch, and having 'em halloo after you with dogs, 
and men^ and such things ; and I got into a great pickle once, ibr 
killing a thumping big rabbit that I saw in a stubble ; they, called it 
a hare ; I killed it with a stone ; they made father pay money about 
it. Well, I made up my mind to come home, without making any 
more words about it ; so I went down to the river among the docks, 
and there I saw a ship that was going to sail to Phila^elphy next 
day. I told Hy about it, and he agreed we should go over. I went 
to the captain, and I said, " Captain, I want to go to Philadelphy," 
but he called me hard names, and swore at me — there was no get- 
ting anything out of him. I looked about, and saw them putting 
boxes and barrels and baskets, and all sorts of things, into the big 
hole below. I went ashore, and laid out the shilling father gave me 
to go back to school, in gingerbread. But Hy's heart failed him : 
I never thought he would come to much, he's too much of a coward ; 
he began to cry, and said he would go home to father : I gave him 
a thumping for being such a fool; but that only made him cry 
harder ; so I gave him half my gingerbread, and told him to go, 
letting him know, if he told on me, I would give him another bank- 
ing. Then I clomb into the ship again, and slipped into the hole 
among the boxes ; but before I went down, I looked back to Hy, and 
there he was on the whurf, eating his gingerbread and crying. I 
shook my fist at him, as much as to say, ''If you tell, mind you I" 
and then I went below, and after a while they fastened me up. 

" ' It was as dark down there as the dickens,' said Oran, in reply 
to the piteous ejaculations of the widow ; ' but there was plenty of 
rats — I tell you what, they scared me. They stole my ginger-bread ; 
and whenever I got to nodding, they seized me by the nope and 
fingers, and I thought I should have been nibbled up, like an ear of 
com ; but I knew I must stand 'em as long as I could, or it would be 
all up with me. Well, after a while they came to a place, I don't 
know where It was ; but there was a great clatter on the deck, an<^ 
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•wearing «iid tnunpling, and they opened the trtp-doon, as I mm 
\fy the great flash of light : then there wai a heap of ▼oiees, and 
father's among them, and Hy1and*8 too. The great ▼illain^- ww 
telling on me, for all I gave him half the gingerbread. Wnen I 
catch him, 1*11 pay him ap, I will, goody, if I wait ten yean.' And 
here the yonng scape-gallows, as he revolved the treachery of hia 
lellow-tmant, clenched his (itt, and looked as fierce and eavage as a 
yonng haotam in his first fit of valonr. 

*^ * Then,' continued this hopeful junior to the astonisiied widvwy 
' there was father, saying his son Oran was hid in the ship, and he 
would have him ont, or bring the captain to the gallows for kidnap* 

C'ng him, meaning me ; and there was Hy, the villain, telling h^ 
>w I was to hide among the boxes ; and there was the captain and 
the other folks, swearing that father was craiy, and ought to stay at 
home ; though, to make him easy, they had opened tiie tzapa, or 
ih» hatches, a^ they call them, and he might see for himself. Then 
fothcr came down, and bawled out after me, and eo did Hy; and B^ 
nid, if I would come out, father would not send me to the grammar- 
school, to be thumped no more ; but he said nothing about ffrther 
sending me back to Pennsylvanv, no, not so much as a word ; I waa 
not to be caught by any such talking ; so I laid snug and as nmm as 
a rabbit. Then fiuher took on as though I was dead, aqueeaed to 
pieces among the boxes, because I would not answer him— as if I 
was such a fool. Then he wanted the captain to take out the boxefl^ 
and the captain would not; then lie went after constables; and 
when he was gone, thoy clapped down the hatches, and sailed away 
with all their might, and I never heard any thing more of father.' 

" * Poor fellow,' said Blsie, her sympathy for the anticipated suf- 
ferings of her young protege driving from her mind all disappro- 
bation of the hardhearted perverseness that caused them ; * did they 
ke€» you long in that dismal, dreadftil place ?' — ' You may say so,* 
replied the boy; 'they kept me down there, till I was more tired of 
it than ever I had been of the grammar-school. I don't know how 
long it was, but I was mighty tired of it. Dickens, goody, but I waa 
dry ! I was in such a hurry to get down, that I forgot I should 
want water as well as gingerbread : I eat up all mv gingerbread, 
but I was dry a9 ever. Goody, you don't know what it is to bo 
dry I I was alwavs thinking and dreaming of springs, and weUa, 
and pumps, and Ae big Delaware there, and even the ditches and 
gutters. But I held out as well as I could, till I thought we were 
clear of that hateful old England ; and then I holloaed to 'em to let 
me out ; but they did not hear me at alL There was a power of big 
baskets, that were rolled all about me ; for ^ou must know, a ship 
never holds still a minute at a time, but is always pitching and 
tumbling, now up, and now down, like a cart in a corn-field, so the 
baskets rolled all over me ; I thought they would have squeezed the 
Hfe out of me, and I coald not get ont from among 'them. So there 
I pulled and holloaed, till I was tired of it, or fell asleep ; but no 
good came of it. I tell you what, goody, I would have taken a 
thumping for a drink of water, but ttiere was no coming at it. I 
bawled out—'* Water ! water !" and " Sire ! fire ! " but it was no 

^, nobody heard me ; and it set me to crying, to thmk ifhtit 
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ft bwrd time I luid of it. Wdly I rackon : — ^I was wcmpimg aboot 

among the baskets, and some gave way, they were so rotteD. I 

•eraped among the willow twigs, and got my hand among the straWy 

witfaoat so mndi as thinking what I was aboat, when, all of a 

sodden, I foond I had hold of a ^ass bottle. << Oho 1 " said I ; it 

was a great long necked thing, wEh wax over the cork. I did not 

mind that ; I knocked the neck off against Ae basket, and» good 

dickens ! such a fizsing and qrinttering as it oaade. It foamed all 

over my &oe, and some fell on my lips, and it tasted good, like cyder 

— ^yoa mttf be sme I dnined it ' ' It was wine,' cried SIsie, * I 

redcon,' said the juTenile ; * and I reckon it made my head sing, too,' 

he exclaimed, smacking his lips over the giateral reooU^stion; 

' anch staff as that I never tasted before. It made me feel good, 

all comical, and many, and ticklish-like— I don't know how, bat all 

aa if I was rolling up hill and down hill, hasy-boszy, sleek, and 

grand. Then I seemed as if I was dreaming-*>bat soch meny 

dssams, and talking, and roaring, and Umghing ; and then some of 

tiiem opened the traps, and dr^^d me oat; and then I had a 

tossle with some of thun, for I felt big enough to fig^t them all ; and 

then somehow I Ml test asleep. 

'''When I came to, the captain said I was drank, and he beat 
me ; it was worse than the grammar-man. First, he thumped me 
ibr stealing into the ship, then ftr patting him to a bother, and then 
fiMT ffainking his cyder, or champagne, as he called it.' *He beat 
yon, the villain ! ' cried Elsie ; < and yon the son of Thomas Qil'^ 
bert I '— < He did,' said the boy, with edifying coolness ; * he treated 
me like a dog, and he thomped me every day. I eappoae the gram- 
mar-man coold not have been harder on me than the captain of dwt 
big ship--they called her the Prince of Whales, for, yoa most know, 
a whak is a very big fish ; but I coald never get a peep at one. 
Groody, I never was so manled in my life. If I crawled about the 
<|aarter^eck, as they called it (because that's a place where the 
mip-boys never get any quarter), why the captain cuffed me off ; and 
it was pretty much the same wi& the mates, for tiiey cuffed too ; and 
every now and then, some one or other bMit me widi a rope's end, 
because I would not go up the ropes, or do any thing else to make 
myself useful. I never did believe a Christian man*8 son could be 
treated so; but that's the way they treat boys on board a ship, 
only that the regular ship boys were not handled so hard : they lUi 
beat me, captain, sailors, and all ; the cook boxed my ears when I 
went to the caboose ; and if I hid on the forecastle, as they call 
it, the sailors run me up a rope and plumped me into the sea; 
and even the ship-boys tried their hands at me, but I reckon they 
got as much as mey gave : they all beat me but Jackey Jones, an 
old fellow that had but one eye ; and if it had not been for him, 
I believe they woald have killed, or starved, or drowned me among 
them. One night he was washed overboard ; and after that I was 
beat worse than ever. It was a great storm, goody ; I reckon yon 
don't know what a storm is ashore, even when the trees are saap- 
ping : I tell you what, the sea was boiling up, just like a big pot, 
and Uie ship danced about just like an apple-dumpling ; ^ the 
difference was, the water was not hot. They were all big oowardi> 
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for all they had been lo big with me $ and down they went on their 
knees, crying, and praying like Methodist preachers; the captain 
was white aU over the month, the chief mate got drnnk, and Big 
George, a sailor that used to be hard on me, canie to aak my 
pardon for treating me so badly. I uAd him we should have a 
reckoning about that some other time, and that night he was wariied 
overboard, along with Jackey Jones, and we saw them no more. 
I tell you what, goody, it was the happiest time I had aboard that 
ship ; for I supposed it would sink and drown 'em all, which was a 
great satisfaction for me to think on. However, it cleared up again 
next dav $ and if we had not soon reached Philadelphy, I don't 
know what would have become of me, for they were all worse than 
ever, especially the captain.' * And that wretch,' cried Elsie>; * did 
no one punish him for his cruel and barbarous oppression of a poor 
firiendless bov ?' — * You shall hear,' replied the urchin, with a grin 
that might have adorned the visiage of an Indian coming out of 
battle, with a sack full of scalps ; 'he was for fastening me up when 
we came to the wharf at Philadelphy, to see his merchant, and 
learn what was to be done with me $ but I sneaked away when he 
was gone, and hid among some barrels till he came back. Then 
I watched him come out of the ship again, and ran to a comer, 
where there was a bundle of green hoop-poles, at a cooper's shop { 
well, goody I took one of the hoop-poles, and when he passed 
by, down it went, and down went the captain too, like a butchered 
ox, with a great yell, like a school-boy, that brought the people up ; 
however, I gave him two more, for as long as I had time, and 
then I had to scurry for it' ' Good heavens ! ' cried Elsie, ' perhaps 
you killed him ? '— ' Well, if I did'nt I 'm sure it was all the fault of 
the people that ran up so fast, so that I had not time. As for 
the rest of them, if I ever catch any of them up here among the 
hills, you may reckon what will come of it.' And as he spoke, 
he raised his eyes to an old musket, hanging on the wall, and 
nodded his head significantly. 

<' This," said the merry narrator, ** is the very story I had from 
Elsie's lips, only that she spoiled it in telling ; and I leave you to 
judge whether there was ever a more exquisite young savage in the 
whole world, than that same Oran Gilbert." 

"Never, truly," said Miss Falconer, upon whom, perhaps, the 

nsual yet natural vivacity of her friend had produced a still more 

pleasant impression than the story itself. ** This Oran must have been 

the Paladin, the Orlando, the very Tom Thumb, of Hawk-Hollow : 

Thooffh nn«ll his bodj, 
Tet was Us soul like any mountain Ug ; 

and verily, if the other Hawks, callow or full fledged, were of the 

same colour and quality, you have begun the most (Svertine storv in 

all ^our budget. Pr'ythee go on ; there is a magic in the whole 

affair ; for while yon speak, it makes the teller herself again. Me» 

thinks yon are now the same merry Kate, no longer ' kerchieft in a 

cloud,* as Milton says — the gay Kate — the nuulcap Kate — the 

Brandywine Kat&— " 

** Not a word about Brandywine, if you will have me play the 

fool longer/' said Miss Loring, hurriedly. ** And after all, there it 
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nothing more to tell — ^that is, nothing more fanny ; and, after all, 
too, there was nothing funny in the sufferings of that poor, head- 
strong, vindictire boy ; absnrdity enough, I grant yon, there was ; 
but it was my wicked and hard heart that made me traTestie an 
anecdote that poor Elsie considered serions enoneh." 

She then went on to speak of the return of £e boy's father, the 
building of the manor-house, the second marriage of Mr. Gilbert, 
and the exploits of his children. The peculiar temper of Oran 
soon determined the course of his life. While yet a boy of sixteen, 
he had extended his rambles over the mountains into the Wyoming 
valley, then occupied by two clans of Shawnee and Delaware In- 
dians, who were often at feud together. ** Among these barbarians," 
said the lady, " the young' white Indian, for such he must be 
esteemed, fought his first battle, and took his first scalp. It was in 
the Qrasshopper War — " 
" The what ? " cried Miss Falconer. 

"Why, Hal, the Grasshopper War, I call it," said Catherine, 
** out of tenderness to our sex ; but all others call it the Squaw War. 
It was waged between those rival tribes I spoke of. The women of 
the two clans met together in a strawberry field, where they gathered 
fhtit in company, very pacifically, I doubt not, except a little scold- 
ing at one another. The children employed themselves, in the mean- 
while, chasing grasshoppers, when, unfortunately, two boys belonging 
to different tribes pounced together upon a magnificent insect, that 
was perhaps the emperor of the field, and contended for the pos- 
session of the prize. Up ran the mother of the Delaware, and 
boxed the young Shawnee's ears ; the Shawnee parent ran to avenge 
her child ; and others immediately taking part, in a few moments 
the whole field was in an uproar ; such scratching, scolding, and 
pulling of caps, were perhaps never heard of before. Out ran the 
men from their village to help their wives, and to it they went pell- 
mell ; and the war, thus begun, did not end until hundreds had been 
slain on both sides, and the Shawnees entirely driven from the 
valley. The less we say of this war the better ; for I heard it in- 
stanced, as one small proof out of a thousand better, that men never 
fall by the ears, without the women being at the bottom of the con- 
tention. The Delawares, with whom (>an fought, made much of 
him, gave him a name, which signifies the Boy Warrior, and formally 
adopted him into their tribe. As his brothers grew up around him, 
he enticed them one by one into the woods, and made them as wild 
as himself ; and by-and-bye, when those dreadful Indian wars, that 
followed after the defeat of General Braddock, extended over the 
whole western country, and even east of the Susquehanna, he ac- 
quired a singular reputation as a bold and successful scalp-hunter. I 
don't know what else to call him ; he was not a soldier, for he never 
could be prevailed upon to go out with any body of soldiers, under 
the command of regular governmental officers. He went with his 
brothers, and seldom allowed even a neighbour to join his little party, 
though this was an object with all who knew him ; for none of the 
Gilberts having ever been seriously wounded in any of their mad 
enterprises, the people had a superstitions belief that good luck and 
safety went with them. 
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'' In the meanwhile, Mr. Gilbert had taken a second wife ; and 
being wealthjr, he was able to choose one of gentler manners and 
character than her predecessor, who, thej say, was a fierce, masca- 
line woman, though devotedly attached to her children. It is said 
he married her In the hope that her kindness and gentleness mig^t 
wean his boys from their barbarons career; but the expedient only 
served to confirm them in their habits. They conceived a violent 
dislike to their stepmother ; and the only bond of anion between 
them— I should say, perhaps, the only moderator and protector of 
the poor woman— was die girl, Jessie, whom they all adored, rongh as 
they were, and who— while she lived, at least— caused them to treat 
the unfortunate lady with some show of respect. I may say, since 

Su are in the poetical mood, and have already quoted one of 
ilton*8 clouds to me, that Jesaie was, betwixt the timidity of the 
stepmother and the rudeness of her brothers — 

tA shelter, and a UnA ofihadlng, oool, 
Interposition, as a soinmer*s cloud ; 

(I found out that myself!) and, according to Elsie, she was one of 
the sweetest and warmest-hearted creatures in the world. They had 
a rich relation, an aunt, in the West Indies, who desired to adopt 
the maiden ; but Mr. Gilbert refused to part with her. In her place 
lie sent his youngest boy, an infant, the child, and only one, of his 
second wife : I think Elsie told me she died in giving it birth $ but I 
am not certain as to that. This part of the story I never could un- 
derstand perfectly; for whenever the poor widow speaks of it she 
becomes dreadfuly agitated. But certainly, it was most unhappy 
for all that he did not send the girl.*' 

^ And why — ^why unhappy, Catherine ? " demanded Miss Falconer, 
lofting somewhat of her serene self-possession, as she beard her 
friend's voice falter over the words. 

*' According to Elsie," muttered Miss Loring, with downcast eyes, 
" the misfortunes wluch crushed and ruined the whole family might 
have been thus averted. But, Harriet," she continued, ** let us speak 
of these things to-morrow. What follows is dark, gloomy, dreadful ; 
and I cannot speak it without giving ^ou offence." 

'* I pledge you pardon and immunitv beforehand," said Miss Fal- 
coner. " The ice is broken, and now I must dare the flood, though 
it be of gall and poison. Dreadful, indeed I What can be more 
dreadful than the state of a daughter, blindfold at the side of a parent 
whom all men are shooting at with the arrows of malice, which she 
hears hissing around her, yet knows not how to arrest ? Speak then, 
CHtherine, for you have placed me on a rack ; nothing can be more 
painful than suspicion." 

" Promise not to be offended with me then, dear Harriet," said 
Miss Loring, taking her hand, and looking deprecatingly into her 

fisce ; ** and do not think " here her voice quivered a little, and 

her eyes again fell toithe ground, '< do not think, because I tell yoH 
these things as I have heard them, that I necessarily believe them, 
or, at least, all of them." 

** Certainlv, my love," said the other, with a slight tinge of asperity. 
*' As you will one day have a duty, like myself, imposed upon you to 
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lepel all cahmnies agwasl my father, the looiier joa become incra- 
di^ns the better.** 

Catherine smikd faintly, then blnahed, and, as had happened 
before at a sunUar allusion, the glow of embarrassment was again 
followed by palmiess. ** I presume,*' she said, after a moment's panse, 
<< that the colonel has often spoken t6 yon of the dreadftd peril at the 
Morarian settlements, firom which he was rescued by Oran GHlbert 
and his two Inrothers ? " 

<' Never,*' replied Harriet, in a sort <^ dismay. ** My fatiier 
rescued from peril! and by the Hawks of Hawk-HoUow? Why, 
here is a drama opening npon ns, indeed I bat it is not tme, SLate." 

'< This, Hanriet," repUed the other, '^ is a drenrastance well known 
in the neighbourhood, and I wonder yon never heard it before.** 

<' On al) subjects connected with the family of the Qilberts,*' said 
Miss Falconer, ** my father is reserved and silent, at least to me ; 
and, Catherine, I confess with shame, this yeiy circumstance has 
often filled my mind with the most painful misgivings. I know 
nothing about the M(Nravian settlements either ; yon must, therefore, 
tell your stoiy to ignorance itself. I know that my father was in 
his youth an officer in the colonial war establishment, and that he did 
duty somewhere on the frontiers, and eame off with scars ; but that is 
all. Speak, therefore, without reserve." 

^< The eountrr west of jonder blue dills (how sweetly they peep 
through the hoUow of diat hill, and over the yellow tree-tops I) has 
always been the theatre of the most bloody contentions,** said Cathe- 
rine. '' That same Wyoming, of which I have said so much, has 
never been entireljr at peace since that redoubtable war of the grass- 
hopper set its inhabitants by the ears. It was settled by certain 
Yankees ih»n Connecticut, who daimed, and daim yet, to erect a 
jurisdiction independent of Pennsylvania, and to this day the parti- 
sans of the two powers are quarrelling ranccMrously with one another, 
often sheddinff blood. When the inhaUtants are driven aw^ by 
enemies, they are obliged to cross a great swamp to reach the Den^ 
ware. This has been crossed so often, and so many miserable 
wounded, and starving, and ftunting wretches, have fallen down in 
the retreat and pmshed among its bogs, that it is yet called the 
Shades <^ Death. The wars that produced such suffering haye cem- 
monly been waged in another country; but they have sometimes 
reached our owi^— (our own ! you see I am making myself at home 
here> The fall and winter of the year when Braddoek was defeated 
in the extreme south-western frontier, were marked by many bloody 
incursions of the Indians, even in tUs county; and you may judge 
h<yw terrible was their ferocity when you hear that their enmity feU 
as heavily upon their friends as their foes. The poor Moranans, 
who, with a holy and unworldly zeal, had devoted their tives to te 
purpose. of instructing and reclaiming them from barbarism, were 
among tho first of their victims. The outer settlement oi these poor 
missioDaries was beyond the mountain, on one of the springs of the 
Lechaw, or Ldiigh, as we now call it. It was beset, late in Novem- 
ber, by the savages, and destroyed, togetiier witii many of the bro- 
thers. The next settlement was that caUed Gnadenhutten, where 
was muck valaidble property, and great stores of grain ; and when 
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the Mb»viMit fled even from thii in aflngbt, the colonial government 
thooffht it of 80 much importance, that they directed it to be immc* 
diately garrifoned bj a company of rangen. This was done ; a fort 
was constructed in the neighbonrhood across the river, which wa« 
made the head-quarters of the company, while a detachment occupied 
the Moravian village. This detachment was commanded by your 
father, then holding the rank of lieutenant. And now, Harriet, I 
must tell you that your father had enemies in these wild lands, even 
at that early day. I will not repeat what I have beard said as the 
causes of enmity, for I doubt not they are mere scandals. I mention 
them only because some, I am told, yet declare that tlM barbarous 
attempt on his life was made by cUsguised white men, and not by 
Indians. 

*' Altbouffh from the time of the massacre of the over-hill Mora^ 
vians in November until the end of the year, Indians were ever 
prowling in the woods, and occasionally carrying the tomahawk and 
flames to some lonely settlement, yet it was suppled that the presence 
of the soldiers at Qnadenhutten and the fort, would prevent their 
making any- serious attempts this side the mountain. Tnis induced a 
false and fatal security; and when the Indians did appear, the 
detachment and village of Gnadenhutten were completely surprised : 
it was upon New-year's day, and all the white men were amusing 
themselves on the frozen river without arms, and of course they fell -an 
easy prey to the savage assailants ; many were butchered, the village 
was nrea, your father captured in the vain attempt to escape, and 
carried off to the woods. 

^ During all this scene of terror," continued the captain's daughter, 
** there were no scalp-bnnters among the white men so busy, bold, 
and famous as the three Gilb^s. Ebie Bell says that Oran was then 
only nineteen, and the youngest two years short of that ; but, it 
seems, men grow old fast in the woods when Indians are nigh-— (it is 
well the women don't). They were upon an excursion, fluting for 
themselves, at the very time of this calamity ( and it was their fate to 
encounter the party that bore vour father away a captive. It seems 
that the savages, after completing the destruction of the village, 
retreated in small bands to distract and avoid pursuit, for there w^re 
many companies of armed men in the county ready to march at a 
moment's warning. Some took charge of the prisoners, and others 
were to strike at small and retired settlements. Your father, who had 
been severely but not desperately wounded, was left in charge of one 
little division, six in number, and was carried off by a path so remote 
from tliose followed by others, that, I suppose, it was this circum- 
stance which caused evil-minded persons to oilirm he was captured 
b^ private enemies and white men. Tlieir course was at least very 
smgular, for it carried them rather to the north-east, along the foot of 
the mountain, than to the north and west. Hiey dragged their pri- 
soner on till after midnight, which has been mentioned as an u losnal 
circumstance, at least with Indians t and at dawn they tied him to a 
tree, and piled around him dead boughs and pine-knots, intending, as 
be now saw, to torture him alive." 

The narrator here paused, and looked upon her friend, who, after 

^ight shudder, very composedly said : ** Poor pa I be must have 
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been horriUj frightened ! I should like to know liow be looked the 
moment be made the discovery 1 *' 

Catherine heard her with unconcealed amaiementi bnt appreciated 
her philosophy when she added, with an affected laagh — ** Why, my 
dear Kate, as after all he was not tortured, it would be bnt folly to 
fall into bjrsterics. I never grieved over misfortunes that were never 
happening. But come $ hmr got he out of this doleful dilemma ? 
You said some^binff about the three Hawks— ah! you spoiled the 
dramatic point of the storjr by enabling me to forestall a discovery. 
And 80 the three Hawks discovered the six buszards, and fell upon 
them, and took their lambkin from them ? They are no true fishing- 
hawks, after all ; for it is tiie part of these ravagers, not so much to 
rob as to be robbed. They should have been ciuled eagles, for it is 
tiiese bhrds Uiat take such little liberties with the feathered Isaac 
Waltons, as I have once or twice seen with my own eyes. But these 
were heraical kites, I must acknowledge." 

** They were, certainly," said Miss Loring, not well pleased with 
the levity of her kinswoman ; ** and, methinks, you should do them 
the justice to oonader that it was no child's play for three men- 
three boys we may call them — to assail six stout Indians, vanquish 
them, and rescue a poor doomed prisoner out of their hands. If yon 
will not do justice to their courage, acknowled^ at least, the dread- 
fhl cost at which they- exercised their humamty. Hyland Gilbert, 
the secord son, the best beloved of all, as Elsie assorea me, was shot 
dead while he was cutting your father loose from the tree." 

" Good hearens I" cried Miss Falconer, with an emotion that 
seemed, howeyer, to be rather horror than grief, ** was this so indeed? 
Bid one of them fall?" 

" He did," replied Catherine, ^ and his poor brothers buried him 
where he fell. According to Elsie's superstitious belief, they were 
punished by the genius of their fate, for exercising their humanity on 
an undeserving object. You know she, at least, holds on to her 
angry prejudices. She said, that irom that moment, which was the 
ftrat unlucky one to them, the Gilberts never more prospered in their 
mktertakings ; eyery thing that came after was mischuice and dis- 
aster ; dea£ followed death, sorrow succeeded sorrow, and now not 
one remains alive of the whole family, unless it may be the youngest 
son, who was sent to the islands in his infancy, and of whom Elsie 
knows nothing whatever, although they have a report in the village 
that he is also dead." 

** I am much obliged to Elsie," said Miss Falconer, sullenly; ** after 
eating my lather's bread, she might have the grace to abate her 
malevolence a little." 

" Alas, Harriet 1" said Miss Lorin^ ; ** do not call it malevolence, 
but the prejudice, the absurd and unjust prejudice of weak, dreamy 
old age, if von will. And you know that she is ignorant ftom whom 
I deriyed the power to relieve her wants. I did but hint once that 
your father would befriend her, when she exclaimed, not in the heat 
of Irrazy, but with a cold, ironlike determination, that she would 
gnaw the flints on the way side for food, rather than receiye a morsel 
of bread from the hands of Colonel Falconer. Indeed, your father 
himself directed me to conceal his agency in the beneiaction." 



49 TBS BAWKB OT BAWX-HOEXOW. 

** Peaee to the tiUj old woomhI" lald Hank!, " and let us ipeak 
of her no more. Resume yonr stoiv: I see bj jour looks that the 
wont is 3ret to come ; but fear not— I am not so nrach shocked as I 
was, since the thine eomes from that bitter old bundle ol--oh, pre- 
jodice, my dear. Well, the two anrvivors sared my lather's life — 
what then?" 

^' Then,'' said Catherine, *^ they bore him on a litter of booghs to 
their lather's house ; for, before they fled, the murderers had asBailed 
him with their aacea, and lefb him ahnoiit dying. The journey was 
Tery laborious ; for to emd the war parties, now swaming through 
the country, they were obliged to steal along by circuitbos paths, and 
it was seyeral days before ther eonki procure assistance. They got 
him safe, however, to their fallier's house, and then played the good 
Samaritan with him. If jroa would like, I will show yon the room 
where he la^ while recorering; it is the chamber over the armoury, 
as you call it, that is, my father's itudy^ where he takes his afternoon's 
nap. Elsie tdd me there was a pane of glass on which he had cut 
his name with a diamond ring ; but the sashes were changed before 
she told me this, and I know not what has become of them ; but if 
yon like, we will inquire about them. He did not reeover entirdy 
Wore the autumn, and then he left the Talley. I am UM that there 
is an oak tree on the lawn, at which he used to shoot pistola— " 

<' Catherinel" said Miss Falconer, with a piercing look, " you 
flutter about the subiect like a bird orer the jaws of a serpent, unable 
to retreat, and yel afraid to descend ; is there any thing so honriUe 
to come?" 

" There is indeed r' said CaddierhMtrembang; '^ but it is net trae, 
cousin — ^you must not believe it is true. It is fu>out Jessie — they say 
she was very good and handsome — a kind nnrse^ simple-hearted, of 
an affectionate dispositioik, and — ** 

'* Hold! boldl" cried Miss Falconer, vehemently, starting to her 
feet, with a pale face, and lipe adiy and tremblings ** this woold be to 
mi^ out tif &ther a fiend 1 Saints of heaven! this is too muchi 
Come^ let us proeeed." And thus mnttering oat her (^ppreasiw 
emotion, she darted down the stream, followed hastilv by her friend* 

Tall trees still overarched the rivulet ; but its bank became smoother 
as they advanced* A few rods below, the channel was again con* 
tracted, but not by impending crags. A huge ^camore, ancient and 
thunder>scarred, but still flonrishiag, had been tumbled ofver the 
stream by some forgotten tempest; but so tightly were its roots 
twisted in the rodty soil of the one bank, and so tenacious was the 
hold of its gnarled and elbowed boughs upon the sward of the other, 
that it maintained its place despite the floods, which it wee evident 
often waahed over it» and thus aflhided a bridge, rustic enough, 
though by no means easy of passage. 

Upon this, Harriet, still pcrtmiied and driven onward by painful 
emotion, wee about to place her foot;, wen she was restrained by the 
trembling grasp of her eomnaniaB. 

^ What means the ehild?^' she eiclaimfid, with a feverish aceenli 
" there are no savages here^" 

^'But," said Catherine^ with a fiunt voice, '^ it was [over there, bgr 
4)he rock, tl^y dug the poor giil*a grave 1 " 
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Kiss Palconer reccMled for a momeiit, and then saying, with a firm 
Toioe — '' It matters not — ^let ns visit it," ^e sprang upon the bridge, 
followed hj Catherine, and made her way across. About thirty paces 
below, the stream darted over a rock, making a cascade ten or twelve 
feet high; and it was the roar of this fall, l^me downwards by the 
breeze, which had attracted the painter's curiosity, as he paused for a 
moment on the road side. It possessed no very striking beauty, nor 
was the body of water that leaped over the rock of any extraordinary 
magnitude; yet it had a violent and even impressive look, and the 
waters hnnying impetuously towards it from above, shot under the 
sycamore with an appearance of fury that might have tried the nerves 
of any over-timid person, crossing by so precarious a bridge. 



CHAPTER Vn. 

Doll graTe, thou spoU'st the dance of yoathful blood, 

Strik*8t oat the dimple fh)in the cheek of mirth, 

And every smirking ftatare ttom the (bee. 

Branding our laughter with the name of madneia. 

Where are the Jeaten now? 

• « • • 

Ah! sullen now, 
And dumb as the green turf that oorers them.— BbAiK. 

Thx spot which the maidens now reached, after crossing the rivulet, 
was wild and gloomy, yet exceedingly romantic. A little ascent led 
them up to a sort of platform, or shelf of earth, the highest portion of 
the table-land from which the torrent leaped downwards, making its 
way, in a series of foamine rapids, to the parent river. It therefore 
overlooked the sweeping hillocks and rustling forests below, and 
commanded a prospect of the river and the southern portion of the 
vaQey, both extensive and beautiful ; and, indeed, a more charmiug 
nook could not have been imagined, for one who, though preferring 
personally to be surrounded by solitude, yet loved to send back his 
spirit to the world, and survey it from that distance which lends it 
the sweetest enchantment. On the summit of the platform lay two 
huge masses of rock, that approached each other in one place so nigh 
as scarce to permit a passage between them; towards the rivulet, 
however, the intervening space was wider, and covered with a grassy 
turf; and a sort of wall, composed of smaller fragments, ran from 
the one crag to the other, yet so rudely, that it was difficult to say 
whether the irregular barrier had been piled up bv the hands of nature 
or man. Besides a majestic growth of trees behind and around the 
rocks, there was one tall beech flourishing within the enclosure; and 
from its roots there gushed a cool fountain, that went dripping and 
leaking through green roossses, until it yielded its meager tribute to 
the streamlet. Both the crags were overgrown with lichens and 
ferns ; and under the larger ones, which, in the afternoon, cast its 
^hftdow over the whole nook, there flourished a luxuriant array of 
arums, mandrakes, violets, and other plants, that delight in cool and 
moist situations. On the face, and at the foot of the eastern rock, 

»• 
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wiiere the tonririne Ihigered knger, wwe dusky oc^ambiaesy rock 
daisies, and odier plants now in bloom; and in the summer, tbear 
places would have been supplied bj the aster and the golden rod; and 
at the foot of the rock, among a heap of brambles, thai seemed to have 
almost choked it, there grew a rosebnib, the only remackable thing 
present, being obriondy of an exotic species* It bore a sinrie flower, 
yisible among the green leaves and white blossoms of the mudLbeonry^ 
and it immediately attracted the notice of the maidens. 

^* S3sie told me," whispered Catherine,, with a voice of foar, *^ that 
the poor old fatlugr planted a rosebnrii on the grave — ^it is stranse it 
should live so long ; she said there was a gravestone, too^ah, uero 
it is ! Let ns go sway." 

As Harriet, bolder than her friend, or affecting to be so, reached 
forward to remove the brier from the more lovely plant, in hopes that 
the rude and thorny veil might conceal other flowers, It yielded to 
her grasp, and revealed a hollow or sunken place in the ground, at 
one extremity of which was a mde stone, entirely shapeless and un- 
dressed, yet so placed as to mark undeniably the couch of some 
human clod of the valley: no name, letter, or device of any kind, no 
inscription to reccnrd the virtues of the dead, no legend to perpetuate 
the grief of the living, appeared on the mde monument: and, indeed, 
however expressive the shape and appearance of the hollow place to 
those already aware that a grave had been dug in this unsanctified 
nook, it is scaree probable that a stranger, stumbling upon it by 
chance, could have believed that in that coarse and dishonoured 
fragment, his foot pressed upon a funeral stone: it was a singular 
grave — it was a singular cemetery! and the maidens regarded the 
brambled pit and the solitary flower with awe, the one because her 
spirit was especially susceptible of impressions from melaacholjr objects, 
and the other because the legend of her companion had invested the 
place with an interest, personal, it might be said, to herself. 

How little reflection is expended upon, yet how much is called for, 
by the grave, by the lowliest hillock that is piled over the ley bosom, 
by the grassiest hollow that has sunk with the mouldering bones of a 
fellow-creature I and in this narrow haven rots the bark that has 
ploughed the surges of the great vital ocean ! in this little den, that 
the thistle can overshadow in a day*s growth, and the molewarp 
undermine in a hour of labour, is cmihed the spirit that could en- 
thral a world, and dare even a contest with destmy ! How little it 
speaks ibr the value of the existence, idiich man endures so many 
evils to prolong; how much it reduces the significance of both the 
pomp and wretchedness of being, reducing all its vicissitudes into the 
mdistingttishable identity which infinite distance gives to the stars — 
a point without parallax, a speck, an atom I Such is Ufs — the garo 
of a child that inspires the air of existence but once — a single bream 
breathed from eternity. But the destinv that comes behind us — 
oblivion I It is not enough that we moralize upon the equality of the 
sepulchre; that the rich man, whose soul is in the ostentation of a 
marble palace, and his heart in the splendomr of the feast, should 
consider how small a pit must content him, or that the proud, idio 
boast their " pre-eminence above the beasts," should know that tin 
shaggy carcase and the lawn shrouded corse must fatten the earth 
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together. We dMmld teadi oar famtr the lesson of Imiiiiliatkm thet 

is afforded by the grave: selecting the mighty maasoieiiins oi thoae 

msrvelkma spirits whidi ftme has readered immortal, we should turn 

to the jia me too i i tombs of the milUoD, and in thur desnted obscmil^' 

diaeorer tihe feeble hold which we ourselves miut have npon earth 

and the memory of men. friendship forgettf what the devoorMg 

earth has claimed ; and even omutj ceases at last to remember the 

resting place of a foe. Love oorselves as we may, devote onr afiee- 

tions tootiiers as we can, yet mast oor memoiy perish with us in the 

grave; and all the immortality we leave to be cherished anioBg 

mends, is expressed in the distich of a poet, whom the anticipation ef 

endnring renown ooold not blind to the transitotiness of real remem- 

branee :— - 

Poor Pop* vrVi gri6V» a month, ind 0*7 
A week, and Arbatlinot a day. 

Bat there were other thonghts necessarily associated, and other 
feelings excited by this lonely sepnlcbre; and while Miss Falconer 
preserved a moody and painfid silonce npon its brink, Catherine bent 
over it, scarce conscious that she bedewed the rosebush with a tear, 
or that her own shadow had descended, as it were, into the pit with 
an ominous readiness. 

It was a delightful evening; the air was full of bahny freshness, 
the landscape rerokndently verdant, and the sky cloudless, save in 
the west, vniere the sun was sinking among curtains of g(dd, and 
piUars of flame : and the solitude and quiet of the whole scene, brcdten 
by no sounds, except the ceaseless turmoil of the waterfall, and the 
pkintive scream of the fishing-eagles, which had deserted their grey 
perch, to bathe in the pure fioodt of sunset, that beautified the upper 
air — ^the solitude, quiet, and beauty of everything around and h^, 
were additicmal arguments for silence. 

But silence long continued was not consonant to the restless and 
impatient temper of Miss Falconer ; and notwithstanding the indig- 
nant incredulity with which she had interrupted her friend's narra- 
tive, the same curiosity which compelled the commencement of it 
atill thirsted for the conclusion. The presence of the dead, howev^, 
in BO wild, so forlorn, so unbkst a spot, where, as it would seem, the 
sbame oi proud but humbled hearts had dug the neglected grave, 
wQiked powerfally on her feelings ; and it was with a hesitating and 

Sivering, though an abrupt voice, that she demanded, after gasing 
' a long time on the grave, — ''Did others— did any beside this 
hitter^ottgued woman, accuse my father of this thing ? " 

" I know not,** replied Catherine, with accents still more unsteady; 
" all that I have gathered was from Elsie ; and when she spcAkt of 
these things, as I mentioned before, she becomes fearfully agitated, 
BO that I have sometimes thought her wits quite unsettled. She never 
pretended to teU me the whole stoiy; nor, indeed, would I have been 
disposed to ask <Nr listen, knowing it would be improper to do ao. 
All these things have come in broken hints and exclamationa. What 
oithers in the neighbourhood may say or think, I know not, never 
encouraging any to speak to me on tl»s subject The stepmother 
soon followed the daughter — ^Elsie says, heart-broken ; you may see 
her tomb in the village churchyard. The old father, too, bec^ 

D 2 
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another man, gloomy, solitary, and indifferent to hifl friends, so that 
the neighbours ceased to visit him. His sons no longer hunted with 
the young men of the country, hut went, as in their war-expeditions, 
alone $ and when others thrust themselves into their company they 

Quarrelled with them, so they began to be universally feared and 
etested. To crown aU, as soon as the revolution burst out ther went 
over to the enemy; and being distributed among the wUd and mur* 
derous bands of savages forming on the north-western frontiers, they 
soon obtained a dreadfhl notoriety for their deeds of daring and 
crueltv. Of course this remarkable defection of the sons caused the 
unlucky father to be suspected and watched. He was accused at last 
of aiding and abetting them in their treasonable practices ; and soon, 
either from timidity or a consciousness of guilt, he fled, seeking 
refuge within the royal lines. This was sufficient for his ruin ; for 
after the usual legal prelimmaries he was formally outlawed, as his 
sons had been before, and his property confiscated. He died soon 
afterward, either at Kew Tork or in Jamaica, where ho had gone to 
seek his voungest son, the lad he had sent away as a substitute for 
the dangnter.'' 

** And his son ? " demanded Miss Falconer ; " did yon not say that 
he was dead?" 

" Of him," said Catherine, ** Elsie knows nothing ; but if we can 
receive a belief that prevails in the village on the subject, it would 
seem as if the vials of wrath had been poured to the uttermost on the 
poor devoted family. Thev say that the youns man, just raised to 
wealth and distinction by tne death of his munificent kinswoman, was 
one of the man^ victims to that dreadftil tornado which ravaged the 
island of Jamaica two years ago. But I never heard how this intel- 
ligence was obtained " 

"And the other sons— the rest of this brood of traitors?" de- 
manded Miss Falconer, who strove to merge the unpleasant feelings 
that had possession of her bosom, in patriotic detestation of tne 
unfortunate fanu'ly. 

" They met the fate they roust have anticipated," said the cap- 
tain's daughter. '*They perished one by one in different blooay 
conflicts : one fell at Wyoming, another at Tioga Point, where the 
combined forces of savages and refugees were routed by General Sul- 
livan ; Oran himself, with a fourth brother, was killed at the battle of 
Johnstown, near the Mohawk river, where another reftisee leader, 
Walter Butler, not less blood-thirsty and famous, met a sunilar fate. 
Their death was terrible : they cried for quarter, being wounded and 
helpless; but the victors bade them <*Kemember Wyoming and 
Cherry- Valley," two prominent objects of their cruelty, and killed 
them without mercy. Another, I have heard, was somewhere hanged 
as a spy ; and these, with Hyland, killed, as I mentioned before, and 
the vounffest, deceased, if indeed he be deceased, in Jamaica, made 
up the whole seven sons, all of whom, therefore, died violent deaths. 
The eighth child — the poor daughter— undoubtedly sleeps under this 
rock; and there are none left to mourn her. The destruction of the 
family was dreadfhl and complete." 
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CHAPTER Vin. 

Bun ! Snn I Bun I 
QaicUy for a m^gwm 1 
CaUwfttcb, oomUble! nilae tbe hoe tad erj ! 
Wliat'ftobedoDe? 
Why the devil don't yoa stir, John ? 
This -way, that way, every body fly !— Ami 



Thus ended the sketch of a story, imperfect, perhaps tedioas and 
imsatisfactory, bat still a necessary preliminary to the series of 
events that completes the tradition. A mere womanly cariosity 
was perhaps at tne bottom of the nobler feding with which Miss 
Falconer sought to excuse to herself the impropriety of urging the 
relation. IVran the first to the last, it was meted out to her relnctantly, 
and nothing but the command she had long since obtained over a 
character less firm and decided than her own, coald have persuaded 
the captain's daughter to breathe a syllable of it into ears which she 
could not but feel ought not to be opened to it. Miss Falconer had, 
moreoTer, oyerrated her powers of scepticism ; she had provoked the 
story, as men commonly provoke an argument, that is, with a 
resolution not to be convinced ; but like the logician, in many 
instances, when the discussion is over, her incrediUity was sorely, 
though secretly shaken, and nothing but her pride and strength of 
character checked the humiliating avowal. Some circumstances, a 
delicate consideration for the feeungs of her friend, and an uncon- 
querable repugnance to speak more on the subject than could not be 
avoided, had prevented the captain's daughter from relating. These 
would have thrown a still darker stain upon the character of Colonel 
Falconer. There was enough, however, said to force one disagreeable 
conviction upon Harriet's mind, and this was, that if her parent were 
even as guiltless of ingratitude and wrong as her fondest wishes 
would have him, calumny had, at least in one secluded comer of the 
world, sealed him with the opprobrium of a villain. It was a sore 
addition also to her discomfort, that her penetrating mind discovered 
how deeply her kinswoman was affected by the hateful history ; if 
she doubted, she did not doubt strongly. Vexed, humbled, displeased 
with herself and with Catherine, she rose from the rocky snelf on 
which both had seated themselves when Catherine resumed the story, 
and prepared to leave the scene, equally mournful and unpleasant, 
when an incident occurred which at once gave a new turn to her 
feelings. 

The captain's daughter had observed the look of dissatisfaction, 
and anticipated the movement, by rising herself, to lead the way 
to the bridge. As she started up hastily, her hat, which she had 
loosened from her forehead, to enjoy the evening breeze, now puffing 
among the fiowers, fell fi:om her head, and her ^autiftd countenance 
and golden ringlets were fully exposed. She raised her hands, 
naturally enough, to catch the falling hat, and thus assumed an 
attitude, of which she was herself unconscious, but which, to one spec- 
tator at least, had a character apparently menacing and forbidding. 
This spectator was no less a person than the young painter, who had 
rambled up the stream, and was now making his way across the. 
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sycamore, to obtain a view of the cascade, entirely ignorant of the 
presence of -stich visitors; for while thej maintained their seats, their 
persons were concealed behind the low wall, and their voices drowned 
by the mnrmnr of the waterfalL 

A sudden exclamation, kmd enough to be beard over this lolling 
din, drew Catherine's attention to the bridge; and there, to her 
extreme surprise, she beheld the voimg stranger straggling among 
the branches, as if he had lost his footing, while all the time, his eyes, 
instead of bdng employed in the more needfid duty of lodung to 
himself, were &ed upon her, with an air of the most nnacconntahle 
wonder and alaim. The next instant she beheld him, to her own 
infinite horror, fall fnm the tree, just as Harriet, starting up after 
her friend, had also caught sight of the strange spectade. Bodi 
beheld the unhicky yoam. drop throng the boughs, and both nt 
onee anticipated die most dreadful tenninatkm to such a mia- 
adventnre ; for a jntch over the cascade amon^ the savage rocks 
below, could scansely be less than fotaL The very instant she smr 
that the yoong man had lost his footing, Catherine uttered a loud 
scream, and then driven onwards by an irresistible impulse, darted 
towards the river, to render him what aid die could. As for Min 
IVdconer, the shock had deprived her of her sel^possession, and her 
tongue clove to the roof of her mouth with terror, ^he neither 
screamed nor rushed forward to give aid, until her letiiargy was dis- 
pelled by a dktant voice, that suddenly echoed the scream of 
Catherine. 

" Haric ye, Kate, you jade I hark ye, Kate, my dear Kate I my 
beloved Kate ! what's the matter ? Tm coming ! Ill mnider the 
▼illain! Fm cofiiing, Kate ! ** 

There was no mistaking ^e tones of Captain Loring, even aiteml 
as the^ vrere by anxiety and vociferation; and Miss Falconer, 
reoognisine them, screamed out — *' Qoick, uncle, quick! for heaven's 
sake, quick ! '' aiul ran to the side of her friend. 

The torrent, leaping along like a mill-race, for the little distanoe 
fliat intervened betwixt the treacherous bridge and the fall, had 
immediately swept the young man from his feet ; and as Cadierine 
bounded to the Terge, ffinging out, with as much daring as presence 
of mind, the scarf of Harriet, which she had instinctively can^t up, 
in hope that he might seize it, she saw him swept by her like a 
foather in a whirlwind, and instantly hurried over the foUs. The 

rtacle was really terrific ; and as Miss Falconer caught sight of 
dreary figure — the outstretched arm, and the despairing coon- 
lenanoe, revealed for one moment, as some rocky obstruction on the 
very brink of the cascade lifted the body half ftom the fiooA, and then 
imtantly plunged it out of view — she lost what little ooniage re- 
mained, and was no longer capable of yielding the slightest assistance. 
If such was her overpoweriiu; terror, it might have been supposed 
timt tiie captain's daughter, who, whatever the vivacity and quickness 
of her mind, possessed little of the boldness o/ spirit that charaeteriasd 
her fnend, would have been reduced to a state of imbecility stiM 
more benumbing and helpless ; but this youthful giri concealed 
withhi the cells of a heart all of feeble flesh, a princ^ of feeUag 
*■ could upon occasions, thongfa she knew it not heuKlf, nerve the 
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tiaobbing oitgua into steel ; and at such tianoi, if her brain was con- 
foonded, impiilse gorened her actions with an influfinf>e more useful, 
because moie instant of operation. 

Dreadful, therafore, as was the spectacle of the jouth dashed 
down the abyss under her eyes, and almost in rea» of her arm, 
she did not pause, like EUuriet, to scream afiter the captain, who was 
undoubtedly drawing nigh, and at an unusual pace ; but leaYing this 
to be done oj her companion, she ran down the rocks that led to the 
base of the taU, and the next moment Hairiet beheld her rusk 
boldlj into the water. The instant she reached the basin at the foot 
of the cascade^ which was broken by rocks, black and slippery from 
the eternal spray, she caught sight of the body — ^for such it seemed:— 
rolling in the nood, where it boiled over a ridgy mole in a sheet 
of foam. It was scarce two paces from the b«£ ; and though the 
torrent joshed over the rock with great impetuosity, it was sludlow, 
at least m the nearer portion ; and, unless too rash and daring, there 
was Uttle danger she could be herself swept over the ledge, among 
the deep and dangerous eddies below. She stepped therefore upon 
tiie rock as far as she duist, and stretching out hiar hand, succeeded 
in grasping the insensible figure, as it was whirling over at a deeper 
place and in a fiercer current. All her strength, however, availed 
nothing farther than to arrest the body where it was.; and she must 
hare speedily released her hold, or been swept with it herself from 
the ledge, when a new auxiliary, attracted by the same cries that 
had aJumed Captain Loring, came unexpectedly to her assistance, 
crackling through the bushe^ and boundmg over the rocks on the 
opposite side of the pool, which was a wilderness of rock and swamp. 
No sooner had this personage beheld her situation, than he ran a 
little lower down, where the stream wae again contracted, S furan g 
across fhmi rock to rock, and immediately duted to her side. With 
one hand he draped — or, to 8jpe$ik more strictly, he flung her (for 
his actums were none of the gentlest) out of the water ; and with 
the other he lifted the unlucky painter from the torrent, and bore him 
to the bank, saying, as he laid him at the maiden's feet, in a voice 
none of the mildest in the world — *' Why, here's fine sport for a May- 
day, and a roiigh end to a fool's froEc How many more of you 
mustlfishup?'* 

By this time the gallant Captain Loring, urged by anxiety for his 
daughter (not knowing that the danger concerned another), into a 
speed that he had not attempted for twenty-five years, made his 
appearance at the top of the fsJl, and seeing her stand shivering with 
jQnght over what she esteemed a dead body — ^for the painter showed 
not a single sign of life — with a stranger of qoestionanle appearance 
aX her si&, he burst into a roar of passion, crying — *' Hark ye, you 
vagabond villain ; if you touch my girl — " when nis rage was put to 
flight by Miss Falconer suddenly finding tongue, and exclaiming — 
** He has saved the poor youth's life ; Ihat is, Kate saved him, and 
this man helped her. I never was more frightened in my life. Jjct 
us go down, nude ; I fear the young man is hurt. " 

Meanwhile, Catherine, whose courage aiul {Mesence of mind had 
almost deserted her, so soon as she beheld the young man safe ashore, 
being roused by the rou^ accents of the stranger, and the death- 
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like atypearance of the youth, exclaimed in tones of entreaty, for the 
man nad turned away, as if to depart — ^''IX) not go. Alas I yon 
came too late« Help us yet a little, or the poor youth will die where 
he i0. Fray hold up hit head : indeed he if very much hurt.'* 

** Hurt ! To be sure he is/' cried the stranger, with infinite 
coolness, bordering upon a sort of savage contempt, or at least dis-' 
regard of the miserable spectacle — " knocked as clean on the head bm 
if a refogee had been at him. So, d'ye hear, my vonne madam, 
there's no great need of troubling yourself more aoout nim ; and 
here come enough of your good folk to groan over him. As for 
me, I have no time for moaning. If you want help, just scream over 
again ; and I reckon, vou'U have the whole road at your elbow." 

Catherine bad herself performed the office of humanity she had so 
vainly asked of the stranger; she stooped down, and beckoning to 
her rather and^ Harriet, who were descending the rocks, to hasten 
their steps, she raised up the painter's head, and endeavoured, with a 
faltering hand, to loosen the neckcloth from his throat. Struck by 
expressions so rude and unfeeling, she looked up for a moment, and 
for the first time took a hasty note of the person and lineaments of 
her preserver. He was a man of middle a^e — perhaps forty or 
more, with a long shirt or frock of coarse Imen thrown over his 
other garments, and a broad-brimmed,^ round-<!rowned, slouching 
hat, like the favourite §ombrero of the Spanish islands, which was* 
however, painted of a fiery red, and vamisned, so as to resist the rain. 
His stature was not considerable, nor was his appearance very 
muscular, yet he had given proof of no mean strength, in the ease 
with which he dragged the painter and herself from the water. Hia 
countenance, without being coarse or ugly, had yet a repulsive 
character, derived in part from several scars, the marks of violent 
bbws from sabres or other weapons, one of which seemed to have 
destroyed his right eye, for it was bound round with a handkerchief; 
but perhaps the forbidden air was rather given by the savage fire 
that glimmered in the other, and the perpetual frown that contracted 
his brows : his hair was grizzled, ana fell in a long lock over either 
dark and bony cheek : his mouth was particularly stem, grim, 
menacing, and even malevolent of character*— or so the captain's 
daughter thought All these things Cathoine observed in a 
moment ; yet, however unfavourably impressed by them, she oould 
not refrain from again imploring his assistance, saying with the 
most earnest accents, ** If you be a Christian man, do not leave us. 
We are none here but two feeble women, and en infirm old man ; 
and before we can procure assistance, the young gentleman may 
perish. We will thank you — ^we will reward — ** 

** Good heavens I " cried Miss Falconer, who had now reached the 
foot of the rock, and beheld the pale and bleeding visage that 
Catherine so falteringl^ supported, <<he is dying I" 

** Dying ! Who's dying ? ** echoed the captain, limping up to the 
group : ** Adzooks, what, my painter ? my handsome youngdog, 
ihat was to paint me my son Tom Loring ? my Herman What* 
d'ye-call-it, from Elsie Bell's ? Hark ye, Mr. Bed*hat, or whatever 
w/«nr name is, I intend to arrest you on suspicion— —Adzooks, I 
^ the young dog's dead I He looks amazingly like my son 



THK HAWKl OF HAWK-HOLLOW. 57 

Tom. Hark ye, Mr. Haimer WLal-d^e-call it, how do joa feel ? 
Why, adzooks, he^s clean gone ! Hark ye, Miller Bed*head, fetch 
him up the rocks. Well cany him to the FoUy.** 

While the captain thus poured fiirth his mingled wonder and 
lamentation, a surprising change came over the visage of the 
stranger ; he no sooner understood, from the mention of the lodgins;* 
place and profession of the yoang man, that he did not belong to the 
party before him, and had therefore no greater claim upon their 
humanity than on his, than he at once dropped his rude and dis* 
regardful air, saying, as he released the others firom the care of sup- 
portine the wounded unfortunate—" I am neither stock nor stone ; 
but I uought yon had idlers enough to bury your own dead. And 
so the younker is a stranger to you ? a bird of old £lsie*s, and none 
of your own roost ? And this young lady was trying to save his life ? 
I beg your pardon if I hare been rough wiUi yoa, voung madam." 
He pronounced these words with a tone mild, and almost regpretful $ 
then turning to the captain, he resumed — ** Well, captain Loring, for 
I believe that's your name, what shall we do with this broken hteded 
fool ? Ton see, here's an arm broke, and a gash on the head that 
mieht do credit to a tomahawk I How shall we get him to Elsie 
BeU's ? I can carry him, suro enough ; but 'tis a long mile off. And 
then for a doctor ? Here's a ehouTder slipped, captain. The fool, 
that must tumble doAvn this dog-hole waterfall. Captain, you have 
servants and horses — ^yon must send for a doctor. Poor boy, how he 
groans I** 

"Hark ye, Mr. Red-head," said Captain Loring; "we will carry 
him to the Fdly, and euro him like a Christian. Just get him up 
these rocks here, and I'll give him a lift myself ; and hark ye, Mr. 
Red-head— " 

" But the doctor, captain, the doctor?" cried the stranger. 

" He is at the house I" cried Catherine eagerly, "We saw him 
ride there ourselves." 

" Adzooks, to be sure he is ; so Sam told me. What a fool I was 
to forget it," exclaimed the captain. ** Come along, up the rocks, 
double-quick step — march I " 

The eyes of the stranger sparkled at the announcement of surgical 
assistance being so unexpectedly close at hand ; for he seemed to 
have conceived as sudden a liking to the luckless painter, as had the 
captain himself. He raised him tenderly, and with singular ease 
from the ground, and without a moment's delay, clambered up the 
rocky path that lead to the platform. Then striding rapidly to the 
treacherous bridg^ though encumbered bv a burthen at once so in- 
convenient and piteous, he crossed it with a better fate than had 
distinguished the attempt of the painter; and, aLnost before the 
others had reached the deserted grave, was making his way over the 
shaded path, at a pace that soon promised to carry him out of sight. 

"Haste, father, dear father!" cried Catherine, to whom the 
terrible scene of peril and suffering she had witnessed, and almost 
shared, had given a new energy, and, indeed, a new nature ; "haste, 
or the man will miss the paw, and the young gentleman die. Chr 
stay, I will climb the hill here, and run to the house for assistance, 
and Harriet will walk faster, and point out the way." 
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^'The pa^ u bioad— the wild feUovr pnmM it,*' cried Miii 
Falconer, giving the yeteran the impalae of her own actirit^. 
** What could have brought the joung man to the brook? Wbit 
eonld have brought this wild barbarian ? Nay, uncle, what eoold 
have farooght younelf ? ** 

*' Sam told me," muttered Captain Loring ; end of a thooiand 
broken and coofnied ezpreasiona that now fell from hie lipe, all that 
the maidens could naderataad, aa they hurried him alone, waa, that 
he had met one of his labourers at the park-gate, who had seen them 
take refhge in the wood, and was then engaged catching their poniesy 
which were running wildlv about ; that he had instantly left hia 
carriage, and was seeking them al<mg the stream, when he heard the 
shriek of his daughter. Something else, of mudi more importance^ 
he seemed to be labouring to |;ive ntterance to ; and this being 
nothing less than the feMfal intelligence in relation to Cokmu 
iUooner, which he knew not how to impart, his mind became so 
confounded betwixt fear of its effects np^ the lady, indignation at 
the outrage, and the thausand other emotions which were distractiag 
his breast, that the more he essayed to speak, the more mysterioua 
became his expressions ; so tiliat the whole gronp had reached the 
door of the mansion, before a single suspicion of his object had 
entered the mind of either Miss Falconer or her friend. He mingled 
the oft-repeated name of her fajLher with that of the dreaded Gilberts, 
and this again with Tom Loring's, and the painter's ; now he burst 
into a frenzy of apprehension lest Catherine, whose garments wen 
dripping with*wet, and in one or two plaees spotted with blood from 
Ihe pounds of Herman, should have suffered as many hurts as the 
youth himself, and now he fell into lamentations over the loss of 
*'that erand picture of Tom Loring dying I'' which, it seemed not 
altogether improbable death might prevent the poor painter ever 
attempting. 

But if the captain brought confusion with him to the mansion, it 
was evident, at the first glance Miss Falconer had of it, that the 
deranging iend had been there before him, and stiU kept possession* 
The sun was then setting— a multitude of persons, old and youag^ 
sallow and sable, were bustling aboot in the shadows of the porch, 
some running to and fro with burthens in their hands, others 
shouting and screamine, or staring about them in speechless wonder ; 
the carnage stood at the door, the ancient charioteer sitUng whip in 
hand, as if expectins; orders to start at a mo me n t 's warning, whue a 
smart mulatto in livery was engaged strapping a portmanteau 
behind it. Horses, saddled and brimed, were hitehed to trees, or 
held bjr servants ; dogs were barking ; pigeons flving about ; and in 
a word, it seemed as if the inhabitants of the Foliar, male and female, 
hnman and animal, were one and all pr^Niring, in some ecstacy of 
oonAision, to desert its troubled walls. 

'*Ia the name of heaven, uncle, what means all this ?" cried Miss 
Falooner, recognising in the livery-servant a personal attendant of 
her own father, and in the portmanteau which he was fisstening to 
the carriage, one of the repositories of her own womanly vanities. 

Before uie cwtain could answer a word, the confusion was doubly 
nded by toe clatter of hoois, and in an instant two borseraeoy 
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in militayy aivpavd, cune thmulttri^ up tke aTeane, as If the livw of 
a cammiimtrf depended i^Mn tbdr ipeed. 

'^ Mj l3cotber Heniy, as I lire I " cried the lady, ataitiiiff fiorwaid. 
**Cmp£uak, what is the matter? Stodier! heamiis, bratSerl wliat 
can all this mean ? " 

At this, one half of thehumaa elwnenti of the chaos lifted up their 
Toicesy aad gEoaned aloud — " Oh, the Gilberts ! ^e bloodj Gil- 

Siitar!" cried the foranost of the joaag soldiersy flinging 

firom his steed, catching Miss i^alconer in his arms* and 

ff^^^T?g in a manner strangely compoanded of honor and merri- 

mcBt, '* they have been at dad again ! but don't fiitll into a fit — ^there's 

no BEHarder diis time; ao^ egad, <»ly a few scratches. Don't be 

alarmed. Ah, Miss Loring ! my dear Miss Catherine I — yon look 

dreadful pale---d(m't be frightened — ^b^ pardon for coming in sach 

a condition. Heard of it, Harry ? — (my friend Brooks — lientenant 

Brooks, of ^ tnK^) — knew they'd send for yon — ^beat out of eoone 

— deflected, made a detour, as we say — to fetch you. Not a moment 

ta lose-^must be in town by sun-risei if hone-flesh can carry us. 

How d'ye do, captain ? All ready for marching? " 

''Yes, all ready," said the captain, recovering his tongue. 
''Xkm't be afraid, Harriet, my dear — ^Eate, bid yoar cousin good- 
bye. Ho great hann done— only a little flesh wound that you can 
stitch up with yoor needle — by the Lord, that's all ! Must send yon 
away — ^father sent a message after you — ^must haye you to nurse him. 
Be a good girl, don't ciy ; 't an't all bad wounds do damage ; saw 
many tomahawk slashes at the fatal field of Braddock, and some got 
weQ. Tell the eokmel I'll be down to see him, and hope to fetch the 
assassin along." 

** The assassin, captain ? " cried the young oiBcer, as he leaped 
opon his honw, his sister having been already, almost without any 
eocercise of her own will, thrust into the carriage, and the door 
secnred. "Quick, Phil— you scoundrel, will you never have done 
ampping ? — ^The assassin, captain 1 oh, yes, the assasain I— Re- 
BMmber the description — ^tall man, lantem-jawed, white horse, with 
a dam>^cl near fbrdeg, a black coat, and preadies I " 

^Hahl " cried Captain Loring, with a shoot of triumph, ''saw the 
zaoeal and meant to arrest him, but couldn't stand his sermons ! 
I couldn't, by the Lord 1 Your honse, Phil I your horse ! doctor, 
m take yours. Whoop, Harry, you dog, down to the old witch's, 
and we'll nab him yet I '^ 

While the captain gave utterance to these expressions, he seized 
opon the nearest hone, and mounted him — a feat that nothing but 
the frenzy of his enthusiasm could have urged him to attempt ; for 
his hifirmity had almost altogether incapacitated him from riding, 
save at the gentlest pace, but the recollection of the aealoos 
Nehemiah, the assassin of his friend, now sheltered undw a iDof 
that he fancied, in the ardour of the moment, he could idmost touch 
with his hand—and that holy impostor a villian so notorious and 
redoubted as the chief Hawk of the Hollow !-~the fiery c<mception 
aeattered lus years and infirmities to the winds, and in an instant he 
was astride the beast oi mettle, galloping over the park at fiill speed. 
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followed by the two soldiers, as soon as they comprehended the 
meaning of his words — ^by the coach, which the venerable Richard 
set in motion upon an impulse of his own — and by some half a dozen 
of the male loangers, some on foot, some on horse, and all fired with 
the prospect of capturing a foe so famous and so deeply abhorred. 

The pale gibbering ghosts, that start in afiright at the magical 
alarum of the early chanticleer, could not hare vanished from their 
doleful divan with a more impetuous haste, than did full two-thirds 
of those human beings from the mansion, who had given such life 
to it a moment before. In an instant, as it seemed, the hall was left 
to solitude ; and the rough stranger, who still sustained the mangled 
frame of the painter, and had stood staring in astonishment at a 
scene so unexpected and confounding, had some reason to fear he 
was lefb to relieve the sufferings of his charge as he could, and to 
relieve them alone. A dark frown gathered over his visage, as he 
beheld the crowd rush away almost without bestowing a look upon his 
piteous burthen, or upon him ; and he was about to mutter his 
indignation aloud, when it was pacified by a husky voice exclaiming 
in his ear — ''Hum, hah ! bless mv soul, what, drowned, eh ? is the 

fentleman drowned ? a case of suspended animation ? Hillo, 
inglenm, stop ! Come back, Fepperel I Ton my soul, 'tis the 
identical red-jacket we saw at the Rest Why, what the devil's all 
this ? Beg pardon, Miss Loring. Bless my soul, I hope you ain't 
hurt ? Blood about your sleeve, and look very pale and nervous ! 
A little wine, with—" 

" Think not of me, doctor," replied Catherine. " Attend to the 
young gentleman. Tliis dreadful surprise and the hurry of my 
father — it will explain all, and excuse alL Aunt Rachel will show 
you a chamber : command every thing — every thing shall be done 
that you order. Hasten, doctor, pray nasten, and relieve the young 
gentleman's sufferings ; gentlemen, pray give your assistance to this 
good man, and heaven, yes, heaven will crown your exertions with 



success." 



With these hurried expressions, and still more earnest gestures, 
the young lady gave an impulse to the group now gathered about 
the wounded man, and he was immediat^y carried into the home, 
and out of sight. 

** Oh, Miss Katy, beg pardon, that's to say, Miss Catherine," cried 
a buxom, blubbering damsel, whose quavering treble had borne a 
distinguished part in the late din of voices, and who had no sooner 
laid eyes on the young lady, which she did as soon as the tumult 
was over, than she ran bustling hysterically to her side — *' never saw 
you in such a pucker ; hope we shan't all be murdered. Such dread* 
fnl contractions were never heard of— the great big hole in your 
sleeve— the Gilberts all come to life again, and will murder us as 
sure as we live ! " 

**Be quiet, Phoebe; come with me to my chamber; I don't think 
he wiU die." 

*' Hope not. Miss Katy— that* s Miss Catherine ; but they shot him 

right through the head with a blunderbush, and slashed him to 

n with a baggonet. Oh, the cruel murderers ! And Fhilipv 

low boy, sayfr— Lor a' mercy. Miss Katy, what's the matter ? " 
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*< I am rick, Fhcebe, rery rick — it will be orer dinctl^. Dont call 
your mother ; don't disturb any one ; let them stay with the joong 
gentleman." 

With great difficoltj, airiited by the girl, whoee station in the 
houfle, without being altogether so exalted as {hat of an humUe 
com|>anion, was yet, at least in her own estimation, far remoTed from 
that of a menial, the yonng lady made her way to her apartment ; 
when the impolse that had supported her energies through a scene of 
distress for so long a time, passed away, and was snoceeSed by pos- 
tration both of mind and body — by shuddering chills and assaults of 
partial insenribility, that tenninated in fits of weepings and these 
again in deep dejection of spirits, such as of late yean had been a 
more prerailmg characteristic than any other. 



CHAPTER DL 

Wblther shall I ffo now ? O Ladan I— to thy rldlcolooa piuvatoiy— to And 
Alexander the Great cobttllnsr shoes, Pompey tagging points, and JnUos Cmar 
making halr-battooa, Hannibal selling blacking, Angostna erring garlic, Char- 
lemagne MlUng Hats by the doien, and King Fephi crying KpfUn In a cart drawn 
with one hone? 

Then here's an end of me ; fkrewell, daylight ; 

And, oh! contemptible physic l-^-WsBaTBB. 

CoNDuoTED by the old woman, an heir-loom dependent in the 
captain's family, whom Miss Loring had designated by the familiar 
and somewhat endearing title of Aunt Rachel, the grim-faced 
strsnger bore the young painter to a chamber, where he was laid 
upon a conch, breathing forth occasional groans, but still insensible. 
His bearer having thus finished what might have been considered his 
peculiar charge, lifted up his eyes, and looked around him, not how- 
ever, with any intention of departing. On the contrary, his rude 
indifference seemed gradually to have melted away, and been suc- 
ceeded by an anxions^wish to render further services to the youth, or 
at^least to be assured they should be rendered by others as capable as 
himself: he fixed his eyes upon the physician, as if to determine the 
amount of his professional ability by such outward manifestations of 
wisdom as might be traced in his visage and person : and the 
result was so little to his satisfiiction, that he resolved to remain in 
the apartment, to give the physician the benefit of his own counsels. 
The man of science, who bore the undignified name of Merribody, 
was a youth of twenty-five or six, though the gravity of his coun- 
tenance was worthy a practitioner of fifty. His frame was short, and 
roundest in the middle, and his limbs and neck of conformable 
brevity and dumpiness : his face corresponded with his body, being 
round as a melon, with features all highly insignificant, except his 
nose, which had a short and delicate pug, that gave it some im- 
portance : his complexion had been originally fair, and his locks 
flaxen ; but a few years' exposure to sun and sleet had communicated 
a certain foxy swarthiness to both, so tliat his eyes, which were of a 
light grey, were now visible : his eyebrows had maintained their 



19 THB 

originftl eresmy hne ; md beiiiff the onh^ part of tbe eounteiurace 
poMMsing my gteat mobility, t&eir emotiom up and down, uad to 
and fro, were always distinguishable ; and indeed they flitted abont, 
under the riiadow of hit hat, like two tnowy moths entangled in a 
oobwcib. Though no flgnre in the world oonld have been wone 
adapted to pnrpoeee of dignity, Doctor Kerribody had thought 
proper to assume an important air, which he ahrajs preaerred, except 
when irritated out of his decoivm-— a drranniHanee Aat not unfre- 
qnently happened, owing to a temper natnnlly teety and inflan^ 
mabk : his coantenance he kept in a perpetual frown ; and he 
cultivated an attitude he thoaght expreasiTe of professioiial dignity, 
in which his feet were planted a* far fnm one another as the leBsth 
of his legs permitted, his head thrown back, or rather his cSin 
turned up, for his neck was too short to allow much liberty to the 
temple of the soul, and his hands thrust into his breeches pockets ; 
in which attitude he presented a miniature representation of the 
Bhodian Colossus. He had even bestowed much cultivation upon 
his voice, which, being of a childish treble, and therefore highly 
incompatible with all pretensions to gravity, he forced it into 
artificial profundity, and spoke with a husky, catarriial tone, a sort 
of falsetto bass, exceedingly pompous, and, indeed, sometimes 
majestic. However, the same tes^ temper, which so often robbed 
him of his dignity of carriage, as frequently threw his roice into its 
hautboy alto ; and on these occasions he did not appear to advantage. 
At the present moment, the doctor certainly might be said to be in 
his glory ; for the sight of a patient threw him into the best humour 
in the world--and by the presence of his two friends, withont 
connting the stranger and Aunt Rachel, he was assured of witeesses 
to his skin, in a case which he declared, while tredging up stairs, 
to be '' exceedingly critical and interesting." 

Notwithstanding this favourable condition of things, however, the 
man of the red hat conceived but a mean opinion of Dr. Merribody's 
professional skill ; and having eyed him the second time, without 
finding any reason to alter his opinion, he demanded, in no ww 
respectful terms — ^'^Well, now, doctor, here's the man lying luJf 
dead, and groaning — ^what's to be done with him ?" 

" What's to be done ? ** echoed the doctor, taming np the cnfi^ of 
his coat, throwing out his legs, and looking important and com- 
plaisant together : ** Why sir, we are to— but hark'e, sir, who are 
you ? Don't know you — thought yon was Dan Potts, the raftsman, 
but see yon a'n't. who are yon ? and what are yon doias here ? 
Can't snfTer a crowd in the room ; it smothers the ah*. Maat beg 
yon to decamp sir.— Have plenty assistance, sir—" 

** Be content, doctor," said the man, drily, but not roughly. ** My 
name is Green, J<^n Green, the trader ; every body knowv Qreen, 
the York trader, as ther call me. I fished up the young gentleman 
— ^that is, I helped the lady ; and I must see him through his 
troubles." 

'* Never heard of you, Mr. Green," said the doctor ; ** but you may 
stay. Tou have something the matter with your eye ! Now I dooT 
boast ; but I believe I am good at tiie eyes— 1 will look at it 
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'< I don't doabtil^ doctor," said Ifr. Gnen ; **lmtmppoM^iBttaftd 
of talking of mv eyes, 70a nuike the best use of yonr own. fibra^s 
tike yooi^ man m great s nfferi ng.** 

'< Oh, aye," said Doctor Merribody. *< The first tUiig to be done 
ia te strip ^e patient, and see what's the matter with him. Metihod 
IB the sonl of business. Hnrrah, ^nngleum ! coaie, off with his eoat 
—strip it off." 

" Bip it off, 70a mean," said the trader, tondiinff Ae fi rac tui ed arm 
sigmficanth', and indeed somewhat angrily. '*0f all Ibols I etcr 
heard of, those are the neatest who break, their anna, when necks 
are so mnch less yalnahle. Here's hia ridit arm smashed like a 
a as a nfra s boi^ ; and, I reekon, slipped at Ukt shonlder too 1 " 

'^Ajlibit denoe ! yon don't say so ? a Inzation ! " cried the 

physician. ^Set die old -woman to work with her scissors. Annt 

Bacbdi, my good woman, rip np this sleere : and rip it as gingerly 

na if erery stitdi waa the nerre of a man's elbow. A comminated 

firaetore, I can tell by the feel ! Here, Fepperel, pour some warm 

water into the basin, chill it a thought from the ewer, and soak this 

rag in it. A very genteel-looking dog, I protest ? Jingleom, lay out 

any pocket-case, tear an old shirt into bandages two and a half inches 

irsde, and roll 'em np ; and yon, Mr. York, — that is, Mr. Green, 

hand me the crooked scissors there, till I shave some of the hair 

from the womid. A devil of a job, if it turns out a trephine 6we ! 

We nmst send off to town for Doctor Mnller, and his case of round 

saws — I don't object to consult with Doctor Mnller ; and if it comes , 

to trephining, why the sooner we are ready fcnr it the better. 

Method is the soul of business I" 

*^ The cot on the head is but a scratch," said the trader : '' Fve 
looked at it myself. Goody, rip up the shirt-sleeve hoe, or let me 
do it — there's blacker work to lock at." 

** Method is the sonl of business," cried the doctor, whose spirits 
were beginning to rise to a rapture, as business thickened on his 
hand, and who now raised himself a tip toe among his temporary 
assistants, like a generalissimo surveying the manoouvres of his 
subordinates on a Seld of battie, which is perhaps to determine the 
destinies of a nation ; ** there's nothing like method I" he ejaculated. 
** Aunt Bachel, scrape me a little lint — there are more scratohes to 
be filled. — Hah I what ! what the devil's the matter? " he cried, as 
the trader, groaning with sympathy at the sight, tore away the 
damp shirt from the shoulder, and displayed it deformed and 
riiapeless from Inzation. *' Bless my soul, what I a dislocation, 
really, under pedoroHs major, anteriorly luzed ! Oh, here's the devil 
to pay ! Method is the soul of business ; but what method is there 
in having at once an arm brc^e, a shoulder disjointed, a head 
cracked, and to be half drowned into the bargain ? Murdering 
work, sir 1 murdering ynxtk. ! Where the deuce can I dap my 
pnllev ? and where the denoe, now I think of it, am I to get one ?" 
** A pulley ! " exclaimed tbe trader with scorn and indignation ; 
^ a pnlky to drag a man's arm off I Why, where's your fingers ? 
Come, doctor, noVs the time." 

« <' Method is the soul of business 1" exclaimed the physician 
waziDg wroth. ** Are yon a doctor, a snrgeon, a gentleman of 
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prafesnon, Mr. What-d'-je-caU-'em, that joa take it apon you to 
instmct me what to do ? I tell yon, sir, a physidan is not to be 
prescribed his daty, sir : and I allow no man to interfere with me in 
myjpraetice, sir I '' 

Tne strength of this declaration was increased by its being 
delirered in the doctor's natural voice, high and shrill ; bat it pro* 
dnced little effect on the obdurate trader. '* Come, doctor,** said ho, 
** I know all about these matters of broken and disjointed bones, 
from the toe up to the top-knot, baring had a hand in making many 
of them, as a man who has been an Indian trader, in war times, may 
well say. So take the benefit of my advice ; for I intend to give it." 

*' Then, sir,*' said Doctor Merribody, with becoming indignation, 
''you may take the matter into your own hands ; I wash mine clear 
of it. Fm not to be ruled by any ignoramus Indian trader, who, I 
believe, is no better than an Indian mmself, and blind of an eye into 
the bai^ain ; if you are to dictate, you Mr. What-d*ye-call-'em, Fll 
have nothing to do with the case — ^if I do 111 be hanged. No, sir, 
work away yourself, and kill the patient as soon as you like : he is 
at death's door already." 

<< Not at all," said Mr. Green, with a bitter sneer $ *• if he had 
been in any danger, I should have taken the matter up myself. 
Come, doctor," he added, more civilly, " don*t be in a passion, and 
dont play the fool I tell yon, if it will be any satisfaction to yon 
to know, that I, John Green, simple as I stand here, have seen more 
wounds and broken bones than you and a dozen other such younkers 
will ever have the mending of ; and, for the matter of that, I have 
seen more mended than ever you will see hurt, ay, and helped in the 
mending too, as any man must who has traded among Indians ; so, 
come, look to your duty, the yonne gentleman wiU pay yon for 
your services ; and, as he seems to be forlorn-like, with no better 
friend at hand, I shall stand by him, to see he gets the worth of his 
money." 

The amazement with which the insulted leech listened to these 
contumelious expressions, was prodigious, and would have been 
expressed otherwise than by a simple common-place ** whew I ** had 
it not been for the dark scowl that clouded the trader's visage, at the 
first sign of explosion. It was a look of more than ordinary resent- 
ment or menace, and indeed expressed equal malignance with the 
grin of a wild-cat, preparing for the spring. The terror it struck to 
the bosom of the doctor was communicated to his friends, who 
betrayed at first some inclination to enter into the controversy, but 
ended in the heroic impulse of sundry grumbling murmurs. 

^ A devilish strange fellow as ever I saw," growled the doctor in 
the ear of one. ** A case of monomania^ sir ; he is mad, sir ; yes, I 
see mania in his eye ; he has been hurt on the head, you can tell by 
the knocks there, the scar^ on his phys'nomy ; and his eye shows the 
infirmity ; so we must humour him, sirs — ^we must humour him : 'tis 
the method, and method is the soul of business.'* 

Thus apologising for the surrender of his wrath and dignity, the 
surgeon betook himself again to his patient. ** Hum I hah ! " he 
criM, laying his fincers on Herman's wrist, ^ pulse irregular, inter- 
mittent ; the struggle between life and death— very low, sir, very 
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low. Annt Bachd, make me half-a-dozen mustard-plasterS) roast 
me a dozen bricks, and get me a coal of fire, to try if there's any 
feeling in him ; one dare not bleed with snch a pnlse* as this.*' 

Green listened with visible impatience to the physician ; and then, 
with as little consideration as before, exclaimed — ^* What needs ail 
these knickknackeries ? Clap this shoulder into place, and then 
think of them.** 

** My finend," said the doctor, his indignation supplying the place 

of courage, '*I don't like to offend the feelings of any man ; but you 

talk like an ass. Method is the soul of business, and there is no 

method in reducing a luxation for a man hoyering upon the brink of 

the grave, unless you may consider the act a method of helping him 

into it ; no, sir, the violence of the operation would do his business 

as expeditiously as a thump over the head with a tomahawk, which 

I think, as you are an Indian trader and fighter, you know something 

about: yes, sir, I'll allow you to be a complete master of the science 

of tomahawking, skinning, and scalping ; but when you come to 

talk of bones and dislocations, then, sir, I say, in the words of the 

Xiatin poet, ^Ne tudor ultra crepidam;^ 1 don't know whether it is 

swior or sutor, but it means, 'mind your own business.'" 

** I speak of nothing but what I know," replied Green impatiently; 
** and I say, now is the time to fix the bone with the least trouble. 
Peel the lad's muscles, they are as loose and limber as a girl's in a 
swoon ; wait till he opens his eyes, and you will find them as tough 
as ash-boughs ^ so go to work, doctor ; for if you don't, I will — I 
have clapped a bone in place before now ; so, doctor, you or John 
Green, the York trader ; and much good may it dcf you, when I teU 
the folks up the river how I out-doctored you ! " 

The argument was conclusive, and luckily it was given more in 
the spirit of persuasion than command ; Doctor Merribody con- 
descended to skdopt the advice of the rude philosopher. As he had 
intimated, the muscles of the sufferer were in a condition so relaxed, 
that it required but little effort to restore the bone to its place. 

♦* There, it is done ! " cried the surgeon, triumphantly ; " but it 
hurt him like th£ mischief 1 He groaned as if I had been cutting 
his throat Now for the mustard-plasters—" 

** Now, if you please," said the trader, " for your lancet ; and 
leave such things for the old woman." 

The doctor was again offended ; but the interference of his 
adviser had effected one desirable object, and he now thought him 
worthy of remonstrance — " This, my friend," said he, striking his 
attitude, sinking his voice to its most majestic depth, and stretching 
forth his hand, to give emphasis to the oration — **this is a case of 
concussion of the brain — ^that is, while considered without reference 
to other minor injuries, such as the wound, the fraction, and the 
luxation. In concussion, sir, I would have you to understand, sir, 
the practitioner has to contend, or rather to provide beforehand, sir, 
against two insidious and dangerous consequences, videlicet, de- 
pression and inflammation. Ehem, sir ! do you undert'.tand that ? 
If you don't sir, you are no better than a — ^I won't say numskull, sir 
— but something of the sort. Bleeding may undoubtedly prevp- 
tfae latter, but it may as ceitainly aggravate the former ; it r 
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mnk the patient into the gnwre-it may. Mad him to the devil— 

^TCn his eyes, and so w>b the doctor of a pati«t," said tiie 
traderV««^. " Do yon «e how the Wood be^ns %^^r^ ^ 
fl«e?~do ybnhear hiwhard he drawBhii bieath? Bleed hma, w^ 
he opens his eyes ; waim him with iMricks, and plaster, and BaA 
stuff, and he will have a brwn fever. Come, doctor, I'U take tlie 
bUune. If it ahoald hnrt him, why, a vein is easier stopped ^an a 
fool's month." ^ ,. .. ^ 

« Probatum eat,** mnttered the physician ; " for notlnng hnt a gag 
could do that for one that shall be nameless. The fdlow haa some 
gnmption, thourfi,'' he mnttered to himself. " Well, I 'U bleed him ; 
but I should like to put Dan Potts, the rafksman, on him, or scmte 
sneh two-fisted fellow, and have him drubbed for his msoieocel 
Tes, I should like it ! " And grinning with the agreeableness of the 
ftokcy, the doctor phlebotomised the patient. 

Tbe wisdom of the trader's suggeetion was ag aan sh own in the 
event. The blood, at first merely oozing in drops from the vein, at 
length gathered strength and volume, and the poor pamter opened 
his eyes, and rolled them wildly from person to person. The tradwr 
surveyed him for a moment with a much gentler visage thM he had 
hitherto displayed ; then turning to the doctor, he said softly, aa if 
to avoid disturbing the patient — " Now you can bind up the broken 
bone at leisure. Only keep him quiet, and the hnrt is nothing. I 
did not mean to offend you, doctor; I have a rough way with me. 
Treat the young man well, and he will soon recover.** 

With these woHs he took up his hat, left the apartment, and was 
soon heard stepping from the porch down to the avenne through the 
lawn. 

** An impudent, ignoramus, unconscionable, rascal, with no manners, 
and half mad ! " growled the doctor, giving his indignation fuU 
swing. 

'*A wasped-mouthed, sharp-tongued, malicions savage!" €k- 
claimed his friends ; and even the matron, who had all the time 
bustled about, seemingly regardless of all conversation that was siot 
specially directed towards herself, ceodnded the choms, by nntlenBg 
— ** And a man that never goes to meeting, I warrant me ! " 

"Let's have candles here, Annt Rachel 1" cried the doctor, 
ii^ulging his importance, in all the joy of liberation from restsaint. 
"It IS as dark as—oh! here they come, eh? Hark! there's 
horses feet in the park! They're coming* back from the Best, 
ness my sonl ! I fcnrgot aU about the murder and the aasassin ! 
Hope they don t bring hun here, slashed aU to pieces by the loldieTB ; 
work enoncrh #«n ho»^ «> ^ , *- . ip|e fractoie. after 

distressed sirt 




"^IS A ^ ^^ *r "^ ^ ^* possibly help," 

liZ A^^llSw^' ^ '"^^^ proceeded to tie up the fraetoued 

^; tol^^'i*"^ "^ far recovered as to be able to wince and 

^^ae A«^^ *-^''°*^* ^ ^^* practitioner. 

andW^HnL Sft^ S" ^"^ concluded. Captain Loring came pnflOng 

iter's SeSdi^ti?*'' ""^^ *^^ ^«i«& instantiy assailed bytbe 

\)Ctor B fnends with anxious questions lonoenmi^ the resoH A ihf 
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Iste assault upon the Traveller's Rest, answeved in his Banal hurried 
and broken manner— "Bird flown, adzookfr— beat retieat in time — 
sfemck coloars, crossed the rhrer ; young Brooks and a posse after 
him ; will hare him before moming—we will, by the Lord I Bat 
adaocdts, hwe's my yoimg painter tbat's to paint me that pietore. 
Hark ye, Harman What-d'-ye-call it, my boyl** he excUimed, 
taking a seat on the bedside, and speaking with rough hospitality ; 
'*gM to see yonr eyes open. Mean to treat yom as well as if yon 
were my son Tom. How do you feel now, hark ye, my lad ? What 
^e pli^e sent you tumbling down the rocks, hah ? A mighty 
stnpid trick that, adzooks I How d'ye do ? '' 

The yocrng man's wits were not yet dear enongh to comprehend 
tiie qnestion, or to digest a reply ; he merely tnraed his eyes, with a 
wild a&d ghastly stare, npon the interrogator, and then roiled them 
^»caiitly from one indiridnal of the company to another: he 
sighed hearily, and mnmbled a little, as the doctor proceeded to 
secure the splints, but made no resistance. 

**! don't like that stare,** cried the captain ; «" he looks as wild out 
of the eyes as a squeezed frog ; and that's no good sign. I re- 
member me, Tom Loring stared the same way, when the doctor was 
H^ing for the bullet among his ribs. He'll never live to paint me 
that picture ! He 'U die, doctor, w<m't he ? '* 

** Can^ venture to say, captain,** reined Merribody ; ** a very 
critical 8itnati(H9, sir, a very critical situation. But I never despair, 
sir ; for while there's life there's h<^ie. My preceptor, the late 
celebrated Doctor Bones, of Bucks county, used to tell his patients, 
•he never despamsd till he heard the jomers screwing up the coffin:' 
A very good rule, that, sir I We'll hope, sir, we'll hope. Pidse 
very full and vigorous— we'll take a little more blood, and remain a 
fow hours to watch him.** 
•• Stay all night,** said the captam ; "won't let you go, sir." 
" As to staying all night, captain," said the physician, with an air, 
I cant say. Must look to my patients in the vUlage— but will stay 
to tea with great pleasure. Jingleum, hold the basin I " 

The practitioner removed the bandage from the vein he had 
b«feire cpened, and (the captain in the meanwhile hobbling out to 
mqmre into the condition of Catherine), had soon the pleasure of 
seeing his patient recover his wits, so far as to be able to answer 
questions, though he displayed a much greater inclination to ask them. 
His first demand was—" What's the matter? What ails my 
head and my arm ? and who are you all here about me ? Oh, ay ! " 
he continued, "I remember^that confonnded brook 1 I vow to 
^ven, J thought I saw a ghost, though 'twas broad daylight I 
Heavens, how my shoulder aches, and my ann, how it twinges ! 
Ato you a doctor ? Where's Elsie ? ** 

*• Wen now, I warrant me, doctor," whispered Aunt Bachel, •* he 
begins to wander." 

•*My dear sir, said the physician, "I must beg you to hold your 
tongue. Take this cooling draiught, and go to sleep ; and, for your 
comfort, know that yon are now in much better quarters than you 
could have had at old witch Elsie's. You are now in Captain 
Lonng's house." 

£ 2 
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<«Iii Captain Loring'B! what, Arondale? Gilbeit*8 FoUy !" 
cried the painter starting up. 

<*Be quiet, sir," cried Merribodjr; **lie down, and keep yourself 
quiet, or I won't ensure jour life two hours." 

" Nonsense, sir," cried the patient, petnlantlj. ** I will dress, and 
get me to the Best forthwiUi ; and I warn you to take your hand 
from my shoulder, for, besides that, you hurt me insutferably; I 
don't choose to be treated like a prisoner of war, nor to be quartered 
on strangers." 

**I warn you," cried the physician — "■ There ! was there ever such 
a dolt ? — Hartshorn, Jingleum I " 

The painter's resolution was greater than his ability ; his struggle 
to arise upset the little strength he had remaining, and he fell biuk 
almost immediately in a swoon. When recover^ again from this, 
he seemed sufficiently sensible of his impotent and helpless condition ; 
but was still reluctant to remain were he was. Ue conjured the 
doctor to have him carried in a coach, an arm-chair, a cart, in any 
thing, but certainly to have him carried to the widow's hoveL Then 
discovering the physician to be inflexible, he lowered his tone, 
consented to remain in the captain's house, but implored so earnestly 
that he should send immediately for old Elsie to nurse hira, that the 
doctor's heart was moved, and he condescended to aripe the matter. 
•^-** 8ir," said he, ** I never saw a man with such ridiculous notions. 
Mrs. Rachel Jones here is the best nurse in the world. Old Ebie 
Bell is a witch and an ignoramus, and knows no more about nursing 
than she does about Greek ; and she would poison you with some 
quack weed or another. I never trust these old women that ramble 
about among the woods. And then, sir, what makes you think she 
will come to you ? Why, sir, it is notorious she never comes nigh the 
Folly ; they say she swore an oath, when the Hawks were driven out, 
never to cross the threshold again, until they returned to it. 8ir, 
a lady in this house has as much as admitted that the old hag 
refused to come to it point-blank a dozen times over. She won't 
come." 

** Try her," murmured the patient, eagerly ; " say, I conjure her to 
come to me ; tell her I am sick, dying, and will trust nobody's 
nursing but hers. And, hark'e doctor, where 's my waistcoat ? 
There's a key there — ^it opens my saddle-bags — ^that 's it — send it to 
her ; bid her fetch me some linen, and such things as she thinks I 
may want ; my life upon it the good old soul wiU come ; send it, 
doctor, and I'll take all your vile stuff without grumbling — ^yes, all 
you have the conscience to give me. It is an awful thing to take 
physic I " 

Having prevailed thus upon the physician to send his message and 
summons to the Rest, though no one perhaps, save himself, expected 
to see it followed by the widow in person, he swallowed with divers 
wry faces, the draught repeatedly offered to him before, groaned 
heavily once or twice, and then turning his face towards the wall, 
endeavoured to compose himself to sleep, while the physician and all 
his attendants, save the matron, Mrs. Jones, stole from the chamber. 
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CHAPTER X. 

The troat within yon wlmpUn bam 

Glides swift, A silver dart, 
And salb beoesth the shady thoni. 

Defies the angler's art: 
Jtfy li/b was ance that careless stream, 

That wanton trout was I.— Beam. 

To the surprise of eTery individual in the mansion, who had been 
made acquainted with the summons sent by die painter to his late 
hostess, it was answered in less than an hoar, by the appearance at 
the door of Elsie herself. She was followed by the little negro 
wench, bearing a bundle of linen and oUier appam ; and in a short 
time was inducted into the sick chamber, from which she contrived, 
before many hours, to expel dame Rachel, whom she had found 
listening veiT cnriously to die sleeping murmurs of the sufferer, as 
well as all the ofiBcious auxiliaries. Indeed, she betrayed some in- 
clination, at first, to be as free even with the physician, who had been 
easily prevailed upon to remain all night at the Folly, while his 
ftiends returned to the village ; but the young man became so ex- 
tremely ill in the course of the night, that she soon pretermitted her 
scruples, and was glad to receive the doctor's assistance, in quelling 
the threatened brain fever. 

This remarkable repugnance of the old woman to divide with any 
one the labours of watching over the stranger's couch, excited no 
little surprise among the domestics, and seemed to them to attach a 
degree of mysterious importance to his character, which none had 
dreamed of attaching before. Long and anxiously, in consequence, 
did the good Aunt ^chel, and her daughter Phoebe, in the dearth of 
all better occupation, apply their ears to the chamber door, and their 
eyes to the keyhole, in the hope that some mmmur of the sick man, 
some whisper of his privileged attendants, or perhaps some move- 
ment in the room, might give a clue to the enigma, of the existence 
of which every circumstance now left them still more strongly con- 
▼mced. Thus, they persuaded themselves, that in the delirium, which 
aU night long oppressed the painter's brain, he was betraying divers 
dreadftil serrets, not at all to his interest to be generally known $ and 
they demonstrated also, to their entire satisfaction, that Elsie Bell, 
who had acquired, by some witchcraft or other, a complete knowledge 
of the young stranger's history, was imparting it to the physician, 
coupled with many injunctions on the one hand, and as many pro- 
mises on the other, of honourable secrecy. Nay, they both aHirmed, 
in after days, that they distinctly heard doctor Merribody, in reply to 
some question or appeal of Elsie, say, with a manner highly cha- 
racteristic of his dignified sense of honour — '* The secrets of the sick 
room are as sacred as those of the confessional ; and as for a doctor, 
Mrs. Bell, why you must know, we are all as mum as black snakes. 
A snake was the ancient symbol of physic, you know ; because that's 
an animal which, if it don^t hold its tongue, never makes anv great 
noise with it." They observed, too, as they surveyed her through 
the keyhole, that Elsie's countenance was darkened and troubled in an 
unusuAl degree ; and once, they thought, they saw her shedding tears 
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Howeyer, they heard and saw little, except what inflamed their ca- 
riosity- to an intolerable extent ; and, in consequence, they came within 
an ace of being canght in the act of eayes-dropping by the physician 
himself, who came saddenly out of the room, to demand ice to apply 
to the patient's head. Lnckily, however, the degree of tmst reposed 
in him by the widow, as thoy stipposed, had filled him with un- 
common importance, so that he made no remark on discovering them 
so near at hand, except to express his pleasure — **For," said he, '*! 
supposed you were all sound in bed, and that there would be the devil 
to pay to get any out-of-the-way thing Aat might be wanted." 

** IxM'd love yon, doctor," said Aunt Bach^ ** why, we're all ke/epiag 
awake, just a-pnrpose to be ready and handy ; and besides, the yfiwag 
gentleman makes an awful groaning and taking on; and besides 
there's my young madam, Miss Katy, who can't sleep a wink, out of 
concern for the young man; and she told me to ask you, doetor, 
what you thought of the young man's case, and whether he*ll die 
or no?" 

To tiiis the doctor answered, with a look of great wisdom, **that 
everything depended upon circumstances." 

** And besides, doctor," said Fhoebe, emboldened by the giacioos 
reply vouchsafed to her mother, ** she is migh^ curious to know what 
' all these things is the young gentleman is talking about ? " 

" Sorry it is not consistent with the honour of the profession to 
gratify ifiss Loring in that particular," replied the physician, with 
extreme gravity. ** Must have ice, Mrs. Jones. Mighty fortunate I 
was able to remain all night Tou must bring me ice, Mrs* Jones ; 
and you must just scratch on the door to give me warning ; and tiim 
you must keep all quiet, and let none approach the room, unless 
summoned by myself. And if you can venture to disturb tiie captain, 
and tell him to turn over on his side, (the right side, mind you,) he 
. won't snore so hard. Yery prejudicial to sleep on die back, I assure 
you. It sets the Uver tumbling over the lungs, an4 so half nnotlHns 
one. But let me have the ice, d'ye hear ; and keep all tilings quiet 
in the house." 

Notwithstanding the skill, and (what was perhaps a less question- 
able virtue) the zeal of doctor Merribody, and the faithful vigilance 
of poor ELne, the patient continued to grow worse, and was indeed, 
towards morning, in an alarming situation, and so remained dnrin|^ 
the greater part of the two following days, not a little to the surprise 
of the physician, who phlebotomised him with extreme liberality, 
expecting on each occasion to give the coup de grace to the disease. 
The truth is, the doctor, from having witnessed its effictey at firsts 
had grown enamoured of the remedy, and now applied it, we will not 
say without judgment, but entirely without mercy ; and had not 
Elsie at last rebdled against his blood-thirsty humour, and lesolately 
resisted all further encouragemeint of it, there is no saying where die 
matter might have ended, unless in the grave. However, as the 
p&tient possessed a youthful and vigorous constitution, capable of 
withstanding disease and his tyrant together, he was at no time in 
afeaolute peril of death ; and being left a little to himself, he began, 
at last to mend, and in iha course of the fourtili day was, to the in> 
finite satisfaction of Captain Loring and his fair daughtei^ 
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noonoed «ntinlT oat of daoaer. U» convalefceaoe was mpm^ and 
would periiapi nave been fliU more so^ had it not been for tbe paina 
hie boipitable host took to expedite it ; for Captain Lmring betet his 
bed-side from tlie fint appeaiaaoe of a fovoarable symptom, mingUng 
many joyooa congratiilationa with a tboiuand exhortatioDa and i» 
atmctiona in rela&n to ** that gpraad picture of tbe battle of Brandy- 
wine, and Tom Loring dying.** 

From Ci^ tain Loring he also leaned some of the particnlan of 
those bnstlinf^ events which had taken place daring the evening of 
his insensibihty. He was mnch struck with the strange tranafonni^ 
tioQ of the sanotimonioQS Nehemiah Poke into no less a personage 
ihan the refu^ and assassin, Oran Gilbert, and was very canons to 
hear the partacalars of his escape. Tbev were told in a moment : 
the poxBoers, headed by lieutenant Brooks, (young i*alooner having 
proceeded on his journey with his sister, and the captain, much the 
worse for his gallops having been forced to return to the haU,) had 
followed across the river, and continued the search until nigbtfiEdl 
xendeied it useless to prolong it. They had, at one time, been close 
upon the fugitive's heels, having lighted upon a pedlar, (not, how- 
ever, Mr. John Green, the Indiim trader, who was safely lodged at 
the time in the wounded man's chamber,) to whom the pretended 
preacher had sold his old grey hocse, or exchanged it for a better ; 
and from this man they obtained instructions, which put them in 
good hopes for awhile of coming up with him. Night, however, fell 
upon them, and the lieutenant returned to the right bank of the river, 
to rejoin his friend and Miss Falconer, committing the whole diaige 
of the pursuit to his volunteers, from whom the fugitive escapMl, 
having oaffled them completely. As for Mr. Green himself, he left 
the little inn betimes on the morning afker the accident, and was seen 
no more. 

In regard to the outrage upon Colonel Falconer, Herman was in- 
formed that it had been committed in a mode especially dsring and 
audacious. He was entertaining certain gay and distinguished 
guests at his villa on the Schuylkill, and had stepped for a moment, 
in search of certain papers, to a little pavilion, which he had caused 
to be fitted up as a study, not sixty paces from the house, where he 
was presently found weltering in his blood by the guests, whom his 
sudden shrieks had drawn to the place. The assassin had already 
vanished, having added robbery, as Captain Loring averred, to 
murder. The suiforer had, however, recognised his well-known 
visage, and in the course of the following day some traces of him 
were discovered. It was found, at least, that a man answering the 
description had stolen a horse from a neighbouring farmer, and upon 
this horse, or one very like him, Mr. Nehemiah Poke, the parson, 
had been seen wending his way vLp the Delaware ; and as no one 
knew or had ever before heard of this reverend gentleman, it was at 
once supposed that the assassin had assumed the character as a 
disgaise. Before this second discovery had been made, a courier, 
whom the captain stumbled upon in the village, was dispatched to 
Hawk-HoUow, to recall Miss Falconer to the city. His intelligence, 
therefore, thoi4;h it oansed the captain to arrest the true offonde*' 
was not suAeient to legalise die capture, especially when this 
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oppofed 10 strongly hy the xealoni exhortntiont of Ncfaemffth, and 
the discreet remonstrances of the painter. When Captain Loring 
remembered the agency of Hunter in robbing him of his prey, he 
barst into a towering passion, and reproached and railed at him with 
u little ceremony as no would have done with his own son, or near 
kinsman. It was in vain that Herman pointed out the improbability 
of a wild hunter of the hills, like Oran Gilbert, being able to usnme 
the character of a ranting preacher, and preserve it so well, and 
endeavoured to convince him, that if Nehemiah were really not tlie 
assassin, ho roust be s^me other, and some secret enemy. The 
captain swore that Colonel Falconer had no other enemy in the 
world, and therefore, of course, Nehemiah, the parson, must be the 
identical Oran of the Hollow. This opinion he maintained with such 
fory, that the painter, if indeed he had no stronger reason for holding 
his tongue, did not choose to meet it with an arffument derived from 
his own previous acquaintance with Nehemian. He suffered the"" 
ca} tain to have his own way, and believe what he liked ; and, in 
consequence, the captain soon dropped the subject altogether, to take 
up another that now occupied his brain, almost to the exclusion <k 
every other. This was the '* picture of the battle of Brandy wine, 
and Tom I>oring dying,'* the consideration of which, and of the 
painter's ability to execute it to his liking, was the main cause of the 
extraordinary affection he conceived for the youth." 

Another piece of information, which the young man obtained from 
the captain, was an account of the agency of Mi?s Loring in his de- 
liverance from the brook, and perhaps from death. Heliad turned 
upon her a despairing eye, at the moment when, as he was pitching 
over the fall, she had cast out the end of the shawl to him ; but of 
this circumstance he had retained not the slightest recollection $ and, 
indeed, it is more than probable that his faculties were at that moment 
in a state of torpor. Not content with this deed of daring humani^ 
(for if he hod clutched upon the mantle, the chances were that she 
would have been jerked into the torrent after him), she had plunged 
among the boiling eddies below, and thus preserved him from a second 
and perhans greater peril, and all the time with imminent risk to 
herself. Iiis emotions upon making this discovery, mingled surprise 
and admiration with the gentler sentiment of gratitude. 

** Is it possible," ho cried, ** that a young lady should have such 
spirit, such presence of mind, such courage ?*' 

** Adzooks," said the captain, setting the matter to rest at once, 
** isn't she my daughter ? By the Lord, sir, when my son Tom wae 
but a bov of ten years, he could trounce all the boys of the Brandy* 
wine of his own age, and two years older." 

** So heroic I" ejaculated the painter ; ** instead of committing me 
to my destiny, wiUi a pathetic scream, to run at once to my assist- 
ance, like an angel rather than a woman," 

** Adzooks/* cried Captain Loring, ** it was no such thing when I 
carried Tom Loring home, for then she fell to weeping and bewail- 
ing } and hark ye, Herman, my boy, that's the way you must paint 

noble, so benevolent, so humane," continued Hunter. •* Noble 
1 are only produced in noble spirits ; and I really then owe 
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ray escape, periiaps mj life, to the hnnumity of this jaaag lady, to 
wb<un I wag but a stranger,— captain, it was the noblest act in the 
world." 

** Adzooks," cried the captain, '^ do joa think so ? Why, then, by 
the Lord, we'll paint that too. And, now I think of it, 'twill make 
a most excellent picture ; why, yes— what a fool I was not to think 
of it before ! 'twas veiy braye of her, and it shall be painted : yon 
shall stick yourself at the bottom of tJie brook, and my Kate Loring 
fishing you out, with Harriet and me on the top of the rock ; and as 
for that rusty £^ow, the pedlar, why you may leaTe him out." 

'^I am yery curious about that man," said Hunter; "but 'tis no 
matter." 

Theu he fell to musing, and in spite of the noisy rapture with 
which the captain danced about his bed, filled with the new concep- 
tion of immortalizing paint, of a picture which was to perpetuate the 
heroism of his daughter as efiectually as the other was to record the 
glorious death of his son, the painter indulged his meditations for a 
considerable time. The result was, first, a perfect conyiction that the 
sooner he made a due acknowledgment of his gratitude the better ; 
and, secondly, that he felt himself strong and well enough to under- 
take a duty so pleasing, without further delay. In Siis opinion 
Captain Loring coincided with great satisfaction ; and neither the 
physician nor his nurse being at hand to restrain him (for so soon 
as he recoyered his wits, and began to amend, they deserted his bed- 
side, returning only at stated periods), he got up and dressed himself 
as weU as he could, the captain haying in the meanwhile descended 
to apprise his daughter of the meditated yisit. It was indeed lucky 
that the captain did so ; for after the young man had risen, and 
caught a yiew of himself in a mirror, his resolution melted away like 
wax in the fixe. " Heayens," said he, ** how yillainous I look I such 
lobster eyes, and such lantern-like jaws ! That confounded doctor 
has bled me like a Turk : I wonder he did not make a Turk of me 
in earnest, and leaye me with a poll as naked as a peeled yam. 
Truly I am now the CabaUero de la Triste Figura, Don Quixote in 
good earnest, as far as looks go, and truly I had better get me to bed 
again, and wait a month or two, before showing myself to any 
handsome young lady." 

His objections, howeyer, to descend were oyermled by the captain, 
and haying been announced at his own instance, and the young lady 
haying expressed great satisfaction at the happy change in his con- 
dition, as indicat^ by a renoyation of strength so unexpected, he 
was eyen forced to do as he proposed, and suffer himself to be con- 
ducted into her presence. 

Miss Loring was eyidently surprised and shocked by the change in 
his appearance, which was still odiously yisible, notwithstanding the 
great pains he had been at to arrange his battered person to adyan- 
tage. The hair, massed oyer his forehead, to hide an enyious patch, 
added but little ornament to his bloodless yisage, nor did the splint 
on his right arm, which the riband ties of his sleeye could not wholly 
conceal, and the black silk sling that supported the arm on his 
breast, impart any peculiar elegance to a person of ghostly tenuity 
Howeyer, the surprise of the young lady, though confirmatory of Y 



nod paipoM cf dTMring wiuS blood «•■ left in ha boi^ into fan 
Sweki, aiid thna; lor mn ■"*'*"*. remoTOd one item of defonni^. 

the litda ooiAmm into iMdi he wu thrown b^ tba toMwpidoiis 
Mmtian, ma InckSf d riwi to Bight b; the boiitBroiii Md in- 
■■Itfant intwdtlioti JmmHiitiilr coauMoced bj Captun Lodng. 
"Lo(A]'e,CathtnnB,mjgiri,"heCTied; "heie'iaijniiu^ Heraua 
Hunter, ths punter, that jod Behed n finelj ont of tiw watec ; and, 
adMMk^ he aaje hell pwnt the metitm fat yon, ai well ai joor 
brother T«m mi the BludTwine, and Genoal George WashingtoD 
on the htsl field of Kaddock t Yon see how qnicfc we are curing 
him — begin to h&>e quite an npiuitin o( that fellow, Henibodj I At 
MOn u we get hia arm out <^ tbe etocke bent, he 'a to begin. Don't 
intend to let him go bmck to Ebie'i ; bet Blue 'a a good nocae-^wiU 
toj that for her. Uktb taauitodj to talk to now I Wilt luive couein 
Hamet back a* mou at pouible. 80 be eiril to mj yoai^ HenoM 
Whal-d'Te-call-it. Hunk he looki TCty moeh like m7 poorToml" 

With mch cbaracteriatic expieaaioD^ the ancient soldier di^wUed 
the young man'a embwiaaament ; and Hennan now toraing bit ena 
npon the maiden with a di^waitioo to be pleaaed, he fonnd in her 
countenance aa much to admire of beamj, both fdijsical ^d 
apiritoal, that hli ^iprobaticHi added a doable emphaaia to hia ez- 
pmnioni. Indeed he spoke of her act of heroism, and his own 
gratitude, with a warmdi and eaogy of feeling, tha^ to her own anr- 
^iie, neariT startled the tears into her eye*, while they filled the 
captain with a new aense of hia danghter's merits. " Adiooka 1 ' be 
cned, in a nptnre, "he tdla the trnili, and he ipeaka like an honen 
fellow ! 'Twaa the noblest deed in all the world, aod't shall be 
painted." 

Anxious poliaps to escape the praises of har father, which, aa he 
had B whimsical docilit; of temper, might be obtained at any moment, 
rather than to avoid thoae of the goeit, which strnck her aa b^nc 
nnnaually ^resable. Hiss Loring hastened to protest against all 
panegyrics, by referring to (he more efficient aid rendered by tbc 
trader ; and then, with an attempt at pleasantly, to lead (he convo'- 
satioD stili further fpom herself, she reqaired to know "to what 
■nyitei'ious cause of alarm on Mr. Hunter b part ^e owed the bap{^ 
opportnnity ahe had enjo;«d of playing ihe heroine?" 

"Ton will be sstoniahed. Miss Loring," he replied; "but yon 
''^positively ihe cause yourself." 

"1 f" ^i.irl '.ir- ', 1 ! I underetaud," she contiaued, with a anule 
°' '"''' wsm thinking of the assault made by Ae cwv 

""K" ' .Inji'g habitation, which wewerc so near taking 

' I ' ikiid for nothing less than a repetition ef the 
v'li u I I .it a djaadvantage on the nanow bridge 1 " 
1'', ^.:i| Herman, sharing somewhat'trf her aninU' 
'"K,: 'I nially took you for a spectre: and being of 

y rrn'l Captain Loring; "doe* my Catherine look 

toe 1" re-echoed Miss Loring, Ihongh with a dmtc 
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''I had heard,** aaid the yonng man, ''that there was a gnwe 
beyond the fall* " 

** Adzooks ! '* exclaimed Captain Loring, ** I nefer heard of it> 
Who's bnried there ? One of the Hawks, hah ? By the Lord, I'll 
root him up—have no snch viUain's-bonea lying about the place—" 

''Father," said Catherine, "it is a woman's grave. Which 
answer instantly checked the veteran's riaine indignation, and some 
little disgust with which Hunter heard him threaten the lowly sepul- 
chre with violation. 

" In truth," resumed the painter, " my mind was alfected by the 
solemn sceneiy that conducted me to the burial-place ; and when I 
had reached the bridge, and lifting up my eyes, beheld a figure 
rising, as it seemed, out of the earth, and to all appearance com- 
mandhig me, by menacing gestures (for such, Buss Living, was 
your appearance), to retiie, you may judge how much mj imagina^ 
tion was excited. I assure you, such was the hallucination or my 
mind that I beheld, even in your countenance, the pallid hues of 
death, with tears too, dropping from your eyes, and such an expres- 
sion of mingled sorrow and displeasure, as I thought could exist only 
on the visage of a disembodied spirit. In the sudden alarm produced 
by such an impression, I forgot entirely where I was, and so stopped 
off the narrow bridge into that malicious toirent, and thereby, as I 
may also add, fell under the obligation of owing you a life-Hin obli- 
gation which, I assure yoo, is of so agreeable a nature, that " 

" If you say so," cried Catherine, perceiving that her father was 
preparing for anodier burst, and interrupting the speaker with a smile, 
" I shall undoubtedly expect you to give occasion for some second 
display of my heroism, by leaping into the brook as;ain, as soon as 
you have recovered your strength. Ton have indeed lowered my own 
vain estimate of the obligation confierred, by showing how much I 
was the cause of your misfortune ; and I now perceive that I diall 
not have entirely atoned for my fault, until you are wholly i «> t o red 
to health. AUow me, therefore, to work out my pardon, by assuming 
the character of a mentor and governess. Tou are yet unfit for the 
toils of a courtier, and the exerdons of the risit have already ex- 
hausted your strength. I must command you back to your chamber 
to rest and recruit your spirits ; and to-morrow, if Doctor Merribody 
consents to such unusud grace, I will, perhaps permit you to enjoy 
another half-hour of liberty. Tou must obey me, Mr. Hunter ; my 
fiither is a soldier, and in his house you are under martial law." 

The painter would willincly have disputed the orders of the 
"Lieutenant-Commandant," (for such Captain Loring, transported 
with her military spirit, immediately pronounced his daughter to be,) 
but Miss Loring spoke as if she had assumed (he command in earnest ; 
and Hunter admired how so much firmness could be expressed with 
so much pleasantry, and how both these qualities could be mingled 
in the same spirit, with the maidenly gentleness becoming her youth- 
ftil age. But, indeed, the young lady had found it convenient to put 
on both the former appearances to tenninato an mterview, irksome 
to herself and, perhaps, prejudicial to the convalescent : for no sooner 
had he taken his leave, and her fother with him, than she immediately 
walked into the garden, the supervision of which was the chip' 
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delight and, indeed, passion of her existence ; and, sitting down 
under an arbour of honeysuckle and trumpet-flowers, indulged her- 
«elf in a long fit of weeping. 



CHAPTER XI. 

Ladles bonoars 
Were ever, In my thoaghtSf unspotted ermines ; 
Their good deeds boly temples, -where the Incense 
Burns not to common eyes. Your fcoTB are virtuous, 
And so I shall preserve them.— Beaumokt avd FhwtcBxm. 

Thb happy constitution which had empowered the young artist to 
contend saccessfully with fever and phlebotomy, soon enabled him to 
exchange his quarters under the captain's roof, for those he had oc- 
cupied so short a time in the cottage of Elsie. This was a change 
he made with co little reluctance ; for, independent of the superior 
comfort of Gilbert's Folly, there was a charm in the society of the 
captain's daughter, which, with all the drawback resulting from the 
addition of the captain's company, was not to be replaced by the 
attractions of the melancholy widow. Nevertheless, a consciousness 
that his presence at the mansion, however welcome to its inmates, 
was at best an intrusion, soon forced itself upon his mind ; he felt 
that it was highly improper to take advantage of the affection of a 
whimsical old man, and the kindness of a solitary and almost unpro- 
tected girl ; and accordingly he revealed the determination he had 
made to leave them, upon the third visit he made Miss Loring. His 
resolution was, however, combated with such violent hostility on the 
part of the veteran, who commonly devoted three-fourths of his time 
to expatiating upon the subjects of the three great pictures, and with 
such agreeable dissuasives on that of the lady, that his resolves easily 
melted away, and his sojourn was prolonged for a week or more 
beyond the period of his first visit. At last, however, he g^w 
ashamed of bis effeminate abandonment to an enjojrment which he 
had no right to consider his own ; and one morning, having surveyed 
himself in the glass, and discovered, with peculiar satisfaction, that 
his cheek-bones were burying themselves in their former insignifi- 
cance, and tiiat his eyes were twinkling again with their natural sun- 
shine, he took the sudden resolution of retreating to the Traveller's 
Best that day ; and this design, maugre all the furious opposition of 
the captain, he was strengthened to put into immediate execution, 
by the frankly expressed consent of his fair governor. 

" Yes, I will go," he soliloquised in his chamber, to which he had 
ascended for the purpose of collecting liis scattered moveables : ** it 
is plain enough, tne girl is vastly delighted to get rid of me. ' You 
are now well enough to be released from captivity.' These were her 
very words ; and she smiled as she uttered them, as if my discharge 
were a deliverance to herself. Well, and why should it not be ? " he 
muttered after a pause j " why should my presence be a pleasure to 
her ?— and why should my departure afliict her ?-— and why should 
T care whether she be pleased or not ? A girl, engaged— betrothed 
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— and betrothed to a Falconer t Tosh, I am a fool ! I was a fool to 
conie hither too. The devil take the wars, and the king's commis- 
sion into the bargain. I will leave the place — I would my arm were 
but sound, and I would leave it to-morrow — ay, I vow I wonld« 

' Ob, thtt bonny bright laUmd-' 

I wonder she don*t sing : for a speaking voice, she has the richest 
soprano — a mezzo soprano, I think, I ever heard ; it is a positive 
music, mellow, rich, and wild, like the hum of a pebble in the air, 
darted out of a sling — a most delicious, wondrous, incomprehensible 
voice. And then her eyes — ^Death ! what care I for her eyes ? 

* Oh, the bonny bright Uland— ' 

Pshaw 1 I would I were home again. Home I homo ! " he muttered 
with long pauses between each interjection, and nodding his head 
the while, as if surprised at his own reflection. Then as if these 
silent comets of the brain had returned to the orbit in which they had 
so lately vapoured, he resumed — " At all events, old Klsie^s is not far 
off; and in common civility I must call and see her two or three 
times — And, besides, I don't see how I can get off without painting 
the captain * that grand picture of the battle of Brandywine, and 
Tom Loring dying.* What an absurd old fellow \ A precious pic- 
ture I should make of it ! Yet I must do something to requite their 
kindness. Kindness I There's no doubt she saved my life, liie 
captain swears nothing living that gets into the deep eddy under the 
fall can get out living. His cow lay under there three days. To 
think I was so near my hcad-and-foot-stone 1 and to think this gurl, 
this Catherine Loring, saved me from the destiny of a crumpled horn. 
The roost remarkable, fascinating — Ah ! the island 's the place for 

me, after all. 

* Oh, the island I the bonny bright island !* 

Well, now she's in the garden among the flowers, and the captain's 
taking his siesta. A little medicine, with some of its concomitant 
starvation, is quite a good thing for the voice." 

During all the time of this soliloquy, the young man had ever and 
anon, sometimes insensibly to himself, been humming the refrain of 
a familiar air ; until at last, being seduced by the sound of his own 
voice, and betrayed into a mood of melody by his reflections, he gra- 
dually fell to humming with more confidence ; and, finally, supposing 
no one to be nigh, he even began %o sing, though in a low voice, the 
following idle stanzas, that had been all the time jingling through his 

brain : — 

Oh the island I the bonny bright island! 

Ah ! would I were on it again, 
Looking oat from the woodcover'd highland, 

To the blue surge that rolls from the main. 
How sweet on the white beach to wander, 

When the moon shows her flEtce on the sea, 
And an eye that is brighter and fonder, 

Looks o*er her bright pathway with me* 

Oh the island 1 the bonny bright ls]and ! 

l^ever more shall I see it again, 
Kevor Itok from the wood-cover'd highland, 

To tbe blue surge that rolls from the main. 
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Sew more ibaa I walk irUb Itae nuAlai, 

On the huueh I Kcmanber w w«a : 
Fwewdl to mj hop^s vanisbed Eden— • 

Oh mj bomqr tar^t laland, teewell. 

"Pdiaw, nonsense !" he went on, pnrsaing his reflections ; " the 
island, the bonny bright iriand, is a ^ery fine thing, but what do I 
care about it ? I wonder if Elsie spoke the truth about the match f 
If I thought the girPs heart were not in it— Pshaw again ! she is the 
merriest-hearted creature I ever saw, onlj of quick feelings, and 
strangdj attached to the memorj of her brodier : her eyes always 
fillwben the captain talks of him— &e very name makes the tears 
start ; and, good heaven ! how superb her eyes look, with tears in 
them ! But then the captain is poor, and she knows it : bent upon 
the match— and she knows that too ; and young Falconer is a soUiar, 
and a handsome fellow— and she knows that too. And he was here. 
I wish I had seen him. He has wealth too— so have L Heiagayand 
handsome— I am neither sour norngly. 'SdeathI whereamlgettbig? 
I will find out at least what are her fediags towards him : if her 
heart be not in the nuUt^ why then— conld an^ man stand by and 
see such a saint of heaten bartered away — sacrifieed ?" 

Here he fell to musing again, and again his spirits seeking that 
Yent to melancholy, he began to hum an air, extremdy mournfuly 
the words of which were in unison with his reflections. 

]>axtl7 tlie wretch tluit in prtem to pining. 
Terns to Ite Am dtomal grattaf htoeye; 
DarUy he tooki on the Aaj-ttat that 'a ahtaiiag, 
The fiir-9oarlng eagles tliat float in tlM sky. 
In the pale cheA so fttrrow'd and wet, 

Ihe story of angnish to spoken ; 
The san ofhto hope It to set. 
The wing of hto spirit is broken. 
DarUy the wretch, fcc. 

Heart ! in thy dreary captiTity heaving, 

Ttoe Mb of the poor helplesB pffls*ncr to fliiM» 
To look throogh a grate at the world ttum art lea:viQg, 
And slowly the long rilent sorrow resign. 
Bnt the vial to emptied at List, 

The bolts hare been shot tnm the qtdTer, 
Jiad tlie totore has borlcd the past. 
With the tears of the captive tea ever. 
Heart I hi thy dreary, ftc. 

Haying dispatdied this second madrigal and his preparaftiaDS toge- 
ther, he descended into the little apartment in wUdi Ifiss Lonng 
was wont to wile away the time in reading, cr plying her needle ; 
which latter employment she often followed m company with the fpri 
Fhoebe and the matron. On these occasions thoe commonly pre- 
vailed a proper degree of female noise and ehatter ; for which reason 
such convocations were strictly forbidden during that portion of the 
afternoon which Captain Lonne devoted to napping— not indeed 
because any sound short of the blast <^ a trumpet, or the roar of a 
musket, could disturb his slumbers, but because his brain was of too 
excitable a nature to sink into repose, so long as a sin|;le vocal mur- 
mur came to his ear. Herman had chosen this period to take his 

Darture, for the sake of avoiding any altercation with his violent 
'. ; and he now stepped into t& parloor, which opened into the 
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gaxden, where lie expected to find tlie ciqitain's daa^iter. Howerer, 
he had no sooner entered the apurtmenty than he mw her theran, 
aiiting bj herself, i^dng her needle with nnwcnted indnstry, md hw 
ejes filled with tears. ** Grood hcwrens, Mim Loring,** 8«^ he, **! 
hope nothing has happened ?" 

'*Bj no means,** we replied, displaying her countenance fhmklj, 
with a smile, and then im)ceeding, without anj embamasment, to 
wipe her cjes. ** Ton must know, in the first place, that I come of a 
tearltil tribe, a Tery lachxymose stock, and shed tears very often for 
no comprehensible purpose, except to pass the time; and in the 
second place, I have been paying the aa(titor*s tribute, and rewarding 
yoor mnsic with the ntmoet stretch of sentimeDtality, that is to say, 
by crying. I w<»der where yon conld light upon soch melanchoiy 
tones ? But I like the lost song extremely : that release from c^h 
tiyity — ^that ending of 

* Tbe teaxB of the captive fbr ercri* 

I dionld suppose you would haye sung that line to the gay whistle of 
a blackbird." 

**I assure you. Miss Loring," said the painter, **my delirerance 
comes to me with no such spirit of rejoicing. I am ashamed you 
overheard me — ^I thought you were in the garden ; I would not have 
otherwise presumed to hum so loud." 

** Oh, I like your singing, I protest ; and if you remain long enough 
in the valley, I shall chum a iuture exertion of the fiu^ulty, perhapa 
even a serenade. But beware of my father ; if he discovers this new 
virtue in you, rest assured you will have to sing him Yankee Doodle 
and God Save Great Washington all day long ; and this too," she 
added, with a mirthful smile, ''witfaomt any hope of escaping from 
* that grand picture of the Battle of Brandy wine and — and Tom Loring 
dying/ Ah, Mr. Hunter," she said, apologetically, for her eyes again 
glistened, and her lip quivered, as she pronounced the familiar name, 
" you have perhaps laughed at my father, perhaps you vrill laugh at 
me, when you behold our usual insanity on the subject of mybr^w; 
but he was one whom it was not easy to forget — one long to be 
remembered by both sire and sister. But I see you are displaying 
your generalship ; you intend to beat a retreat while the enemy is 
sleeping; periiaps you are wise. Bichard will have the carriage 
ready in a few moments." 

^ Not so. Miss Loring : I will depart oa foot, Uke a pilgrim, as 
will be best. An unlucky jolt in the carriage over a atone, might 
bring me under the tender mercies of the doctor again;" and he 
touched his wounded arm significantly. 

** Yon are right," said Catherine, after a pause. *' The distance is 
short ; Bichard shall escort you for fear of accident ; and Fhcebe and 
myse^ will add to yonr retinue as £ur as the park*gate. Do you 
really consider yonrself equal to the walk ? " 

*' I do," replied the young man ; '* but pray be not in such a huny 
to dischflJTge me. In a very few days, perhaps as soon as I am al^ 
to resume the saddle, I must take up my tine of march (to borrow 
yovtr military illustration) from Hawk-Hollow, with but little expec- 
tatiKm — that is, I thmk so— of ever seeing it again." 
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'* Must yoa indeed ? I thought yea were to explore erery clifF 
and brook in the county ; however, I cannot blame yon. I am afraid 
my father's strange conversation about 'those grand pictures' must 
annoy you ; and you are right to escape." 

''On the contrary. Miss Loring," said the painter, ''I am sincerely 
desirons to gratify him in that fancy ; and, though sorely convinced 
of my inability to paint him any picture wormy acceptance, yet, 
were my arm well, I should do my best to paint him something ; and 
if I had but a portrait or miniature of your deceased brother for a 
few hours, to secure a likeness — " 

'*You must not think of it seriously, Mr. Hunter; it is but a 
whimsical fancy, which my father will soon forget. There is no 
portrait of my brother ; he was bnt a boy of eighteen, and his like- 
ness was never painted ; indeed I wish it had been, for mv fathei^s 
sake." 

. •* Perhaps I can yet gratify him," said the painter. " I owe you a 
deep debt of gratitude — ^I have some skill in taking likenesses, and 
sometimes obtain them, even with but little aid of the sitter. The 
captain has averred that you yourself bear an extraordinary re- 
semblance to your brother. Perhaps — perhaps. Miss Loring, if you 
were to honour me so far — that is to say — ** 

"Ah I" cried Catherine, with sparkling eyes, "I see. Do you 
think it possible ? I am indeed like my poor brother, if I can trust 
my own recollections. Do yon think it practicable, from my visage, 
to construct a likeness of my brother's ? Then indeed I would sit to 
yon, and gladly." 

" With such a resemblance to begin upon," said Herman, greatly 
pleased with the satisfaction of the young lady, " and the help of 
your recollections and criticisms, I do not doubt of success ; and 
then the pleasure of presenting such a portrait." 

" Of presenting, Mr. Hunter," cried Catherine ; " we cannot per- 
mit you to think of that. We will not convert your gratitude for a 
slight hospitality into an excuse for taxing your professional ex- 
ertions." 

"Professional madam," said the other, with some little petulance ; 
** I hope you will not consider me a mercenary, hireling dauber ? " 

** A dauber we hope not — ^mercenary assuredly not ; and hireling 
is a word not to be applied to one who receives pa3rment for any 
generous labour," said Catherine. " If you insist upon painting ' the 
grand picture' for nothing, Mr. Hunter, you will certainly escape 
from all trouble in relation to it. Not even my father would think a 
moment of imposing such an unrecompensed task upon you, or such 
dishonour upon himself." 

" Yon mortify me. Miss Loring," said Herman : " I can scarce call 
myself a painter, by any thing more than inclination. If I have 
adopted the profession, it is not to make my bread by it ; and indeed, 
I can scarce say I have adopted it at all — ^that is," he added, in some 
confusion, for Catherine regarded him with a look of surprise — ** In 
short. Miss Loring, it has been my good fortune to be put above the 
actual necessity of adopting this profession, or any other, for my 
support. I paint because I love the art, and have nothing better to 
do ; it suits my idle habits. I never have received a recompenoe for 
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mj Iftboor (jcm ahonU liave called it mj wmiaenwt, £or «ieh it is), 
aad peibafw I nerer will: not that I seora lecompeiioe at being 
degrading, but beeaate I need it not. The pkamre I feel in the 
labour is my reward; and I am donbly reworded when my poor 
sk«tches alibrd pleaaure to thoee whoae good opinion I covet. You 
have thrown me under an obligation, ICisa liOnng ; and I daim of 
jour gencffoaity, or if that wonl will not be permitted, of your juaticet 
an oppoitaiuty to oblige in return." 

'* Your argument is singular* yet almost conclusiTe,'*8aid Catherine, 
with a pleasant accent, yet with a more distant aic ** And so you 
ave no poor painter — a wandering son oi genius, after all; but a 
knight of rDmanee, roaming the world over, with palette for buckler, 
and brush and maul-stick in lieu of lance and sword ? ReaUy yon 
have lost much by the transformation : it was a great pleasure to me, 
to think I could .patronise you— encourage an unfriended genius. 
Bot now— Ah, my folly offends you I I beg your pardon ; I will 
trifle no more." 

^ I am not offended. Miss Loring," said the youth, who had coloured 
deeply while she spoke ; ** but I did think your tone satirical, and 
indicatiTe of a suspicion Uiat I was not what I profess myself to be. 
Suffer me then to be a poor painter, as I really am, though not a 
man in very restricted pecuniary circumstances. I confess that I 
was presumptuous, to think vou — that is, your father— would accept 
any gift at my hands ; yet the pezsnasion that I bad it in my power 
to give you — that is, lum — a particular gratification, emboldened me 
to think I might presume to attempt w£at I thougliit a mere simple^ 
allowable compliment." 

"■ Fray Mr. Hunter," said Catherine, *' say nothing more about iL 
I believe you are right, and I wrong. We act here" — and here she 
smiled as memly as before — "entir^y upon impulses and instincta ; 
and if impulses and instincts be conformable, as doubtless some day 
they will, we will accept the picture as freely as it is oflRsred. But I 
see you are imfiatient to go ; " — ^this was a discovery authorised by no 
particular symptom of dissatisfaction on the part of the painter, who 
on the contrary, seemed well pleased to continue the tete-^tete; 
^'you are impatient to go, and here comes Phoebe. Phoebe, my dear, 
httve the goodness to call Bichard, to attend Mr. Hunter to Mrs. 
Ball's. I am glad to see you waJk so firmly, and look so welL I will 
positively be your escort to the gate. It becomes me in my function 
of lieutenant -commandant; and I will dismiss you wiUk all the 
honours of war." 

Thus speaking and wiling away the walk with light and joyoiui 
conversation. Miss Loring conducted the guest to the pai^-gate, where 
her eye suddenly caught sight of a little bush, of no great beauty 
of i4>pearaaoef but exhaling an agreeable odour. This she instantly 
began to rob of its branches, expressing pleasure at the discovery. 

** It is sweet-fem," she said, in answer to the painter's question) 
** not v^y rare, to he sure, but the lirst specimen that has cbme into 
the paddock of its own accord ; all the rest I planted myself. Kow, 
sir, this is neither myrtle nor sweet-grass ; but it is good to smell at ; 
and in token that my extreme hurry to drive you out of my father's 
house proceeded from no ill will, but from true benevolence, and as 
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much friendship as one can feel at a week's notice, I present yon this 
same odoriferous plant, and advise yon to make a medicine of it. It 
is said to be a fine tonic and cordial ; and, I warrant me, Elsie will 
know all about it." 

" I shall apply it to a better use/' said the painter, ftailr. ^ You 
know, it is ferh-seed which enables a man to walk invisible. Now, 
as a knight of romance, I may have need of such a magical aaxiliary.'^ 

" Oh, if you laugh at me for that," said Catherine, ** I see there is 
peace between us." 

** You could have added but one more injunction," said Herman, 
'* to make the gift agreeable. Had you told me to follow its example 
— ^you know it came into the paddock of its own accord I — ^I should 
have — " 

'^Thought me immensely witty," said Catherine. ** Certainty, 
Mr. Hunter, I shall expect you to call upon my father if yon remam 
in the valley ; and certainly, if he do not fetch yon to the Folly to* 
morrow, I shall be vastly astonished. But pray, sir," she added, 
observing that the gentleman looked mortified and abashed, ** do not 
consider such an invitation necet'Sary. A visit at Gilbert's Folly is 
too much of a phoenix — a rara avis, I think you scholars call it — to 
be turned lightly away. I wish you, sincerely, a happy and speedy 
recovery. Good day, sir — ^I commit you to Richard's keeping." 

With these words she turned from the gate, plucked another branch 
from the fern-bush, and then, with Fhoebe, pursued her way back to 
the house. The painter received her valediction with ranch less 
satisfaction than had been produced hy the fragrant present He saw 
her return to the bush, and then, looking once back, and waving her 
hand, resume her steps, walking on towards the mansion; and he 
was himself astonished at the feeling of melancholy that instantly 
came over his spirit. " Wliat is there in her," he muttered within 
the recesses of his bosom, **that should interest me so strongly? 
Why should I be gladdened by the wave of her hand ? why darkened 
at once by the turning away of her face ? She is unhappy after all, 
whatever skill she may have to conceal it ; and, by heaven, it is a 
piteous thing to ponder on. Well, well — such an admirable creataie! 
so gentle, and yet so firm ! so frank, yet so modest ! so merry, yet so 
dignified I so natural in numners, yet so refined I so sensitire, yet 
sensible! so kind, nay, openly affectionate of disposition, jet m>- 
womanly in all ! — sure I shall never more see her equal I '* 

Thus the young man mused, remaining so long with his eyes 
following the retreating figure of the young lady, that Richard, the 
venerable coachman so often mentioned before, thought fit to presume 
upon the arguments of his age and standing, as a faithful and highly- 
prized servant, and interrupt the meditations of his charge. He iirst 
scraped his feet over the gravelly road, then coughed, then hemmed, 
and at last opened his lips, and spoke : — ** A-well-a massa Hantat** 
he said, *'werry bad practice this here, 'sposing broken bones in the 
open air, 'specially when gemman are sickish-like. No ofiTenoe* 
massa, but why we no go down to Missus Elsie's ? " 

^* Right, Richard, let us go," said Hunter, walking down the hill, 

but ever and anon casting his eye over his shoulder, as long as Miss 

oring was visible, or a single flutter of her garment ooiUd be 
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detected among the green shades of the avenue. ** How long hare 
you lived with Captain Loring, Richard ?" 

**Eber since he wa* bom. Wa' a mighty fine boy, Massa John 
Loringl" 

**Ohy then you were in the family long before Miss Catherine was 
born?" 

^ Lorra-golly, yes I*' said the negro with a triumphant grin; 
*' Massa no s'pose young missus bom afo' her fader : Lorra-massy, 
yaugh!'' 

'* An excellent, lovely young mistress I" said the painter. ' 

** liorra, massa, yes ; a lubly young missus ; and makes lubly fine 
hoe-cake, if massa cap'n would let her. Old Nance' taught her, 
when she wa* no bigger naw my foot. Massa must know, old Nance 
wa* my wife Nancy. So't o' nuss'd youn^ missus Katy, for all what 
ntissus Aunt Kachel say ; always liked old Nancy betta, 'case how ? 
Why old Nancy lamed her all she knew, make hoe-cake, com-cake, 
johnny-cake, short-cake, hominy, pie, pone, and cream-cheese.*' 

** Well, Richard, and so you are to marry her oiF, and see her no 
more?" 

■* GoUy, massa, yes ; what for she young lady, if no ? " 

** And when's the wedding to be, Richard ? Merry times you 11 
have!" 

''Lorra, massa, don't know. Some says one day, some anoder. 
Wa' to have been married soon, but faw the white nigga Gilbert, 
what cut the colonel's throat !" 

**What, so soon?" said Herman, feeling a sudden thrill run 
through his frame. " Why, Richard, they were in a hurry, for such 
young folks. Miss Catherine is only seventeen — a very great hurry I " 

** No, massa $ long standing 'fair that ; and put o% put off, Lorra 
knows how long ; 'case young missus says she too young. Lorra- 
goHy ! old Nance wa' but fo'teen o' so ; and I reckon there's more 
naw aU that. An old nigga man, what's brought up a gemman, 
knows what's what 1" 

**Eh, Richard ! you don't say so ? You have the secret then ? Come 
now, my old boy, here's a doUar. Come put it into your pocket." 

**• Baddy, massa ; God blessa massa ! " 

'* Well now, Richard, what's the reason the marriage has been put 
off?" 

** GroUy I massa gib me the dolla' to tell ? *' cried Richard, looking 
alarmed. 

*• Certainly; Richard. It is not a long secret, I hope ? " 

'* Lorra, massa, can't do dat. Gib back a dolla' if massa call him 
back ; but no tell on young missus. Brought up a genmian, massa ; 
and no tell secrets out of the house." 

** Oh, well, never mind Richard ; keep the money ; I did dot want 
to bribe you to tell any thing improper on your mistress, and I am 
glad to see you are so honest. It makes no difference ; but what's 
the reason your young mistress does not like the colonel's son ? " 

** Not like massa Harry ? " cried the coachman, in great dismay ; 
** sure old fool Dick no tell massa dat ? " 

•* Oh, no ; you kept the secret very well ; but it is quite odd the 
young lady should not like so fine a young man ? " 

T 2 
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** Tes, massa, werrj itnuige ; but womea'f women, mafSsa. Maasa 
Harry worry fine young man." 

** Well I " muttered the painter to himself, " I am playing an honest 
gcntleman'8 part with this old ass, truly ! I'll befool him no more. 
It is fane, then ! even this dolt can tell that his mistress is sacrifioed. 
So young, so fair, so good ! I would I had never seen her." 

With sneh reflections as these, and many others of a painful nature, 
the young man continued his pat^ and finally, haring come witbin a 
short distance of the hovel, he discharged his attendant, and bade 
him return to the mansion. He then pursued his way akme, and 
reaching the solitary cottage took possession of his fonoer quarters 
with a sigh, a saddened brow, and a spirit no longer composed and 
nurthftil. The bunch of fern he placed betwixt two leaves of paper, 
with as much care as became the first tribute to an herbarium. 



CHAPTER Xn. 

Oh, now I lee wiMre yoor amUtton points. 
Take beed you steer your vessel rlgbt, my son ; 
This calm of heaven, this roerniaid's melody. 
Into an unseen whirlpool draws you fast, 
And, In a moment, sinks you.— Dktdbv. 

Tmm summer had just set in, when the painter retnined to the Tra- 
veller's Rest, with the prospect, so rapid was his convalescence, of 
being able to leave the valley within the space of a fortnight. But 
week came after week, June eiuhanged her green doak for £e golden 
mantle of Jjoly, the laurels bloomed on the hills, and the fire-flies 
twinkled in the evening grass, and still he lingered among the pleasant 
so l it u des of Hawk-Hollow, as if unable to tear himself away. This 
faintness of purpose — for weekly, at least, he vowed he would depart — 
he ezcuied to himself, by pleading the strong necessity he was under 
of delighting Captain Loring's heart with a picture, which he eouhl 
not begin until his arm was released, not onlvfrom the wooden bonds 
of splints, but from the weakness resulting m>m the fracture. Until 
that happy period arrived, he was a frequent and indeed a welcome 
visitor at the mansion, his society being not less agreeable to Cathe- 
rine than ir was absolutely indispensable to her father. Young as 
she was, and with a spirit so gay and frank, there was much good 
sense in all Miss Loring's actions; and this had been doubtless 
sfiarpened by the necessity, imposed upon her so early, of playing the 
matron in her father^s household, and guarding against the conse- 
qnences of his many eecentriciti£& It was this ^lod sense which 
taught her the propriety of gettiug rid of the stranger guest, as soon 
as humanity would sanction his expulsion ; and this she had, in part, 
indirectly confessed to the party herself, with her usual good- 
humoured openness. This being aooomi^ished, and Herman now 
assuming his proper station at a distance, and visiting the house as 
an avowed favourite of her father, she felt herself delivered from 
restraint, and received him without reserve : his manners and oon- 
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Temtioii were at aU liaiet tlioee of a geDtilemaii ; and thia k alwa^B 
cnongh, in America, to eodlle a itnmger, of whom bo eTil la known 
or nupeded, to hoipitality and refpeetfid ooniideration, ospeciaOY at 
a diarano from the larger citiea. That coriotBtj, which tvafeUan 
have choaea to aaddle «pon Americans as a natimial charaeleristis, 
akmg with the two or three forms of speech thathave beknged to the 
Biotto4and sinee the dajB of Quraeer, k in no ooontiy less reallf 
iatmsiTe than in America. Ifiiheirksomeyaad,attame%lndieroaBl7 
impertinent, it is easily satisfied. It springs, indeed, not from a sat- 
pidoos, so much as an inquisitive, disposition ; and is the resoU of a 
certain openness of character, saeh as arises mnder everj denacntte 
gOTemment, and is well known to hare psevatled toan ezlraordiaaiy 
cslent among the old Gredc republics, notwithstanding the proverbial 
craftiness of indiridnal character. Wkh this coriositj ia assoriatsd 
an eqoal quantity of credniity ; and Americans are very eonteai to 
reeeive the stranger, whose deportment is at aU ptepossessing, 
entirely npon his own self-reeommendatioos. Ko jealoosy aeeoos- 
paaies an introdnction made oidy hy accident ; and the same generous 
confidence is reposed in the new acqnaintance, which the bestowv 
will expect, under similar drcamstaaces, to hare larished npoa him- 
self. 

It did not, therefore, eaier into the thoughts of Ifiss Loring to 
question Hunter's claims to such friendly courtesies as were aecoided 
to him ; and if any donbis of tlie propriety of continuing his acaaini- 
ance had occurred, they mast have been dispelled by a rememDraace 
of the circumstances under which he was intiodnced. Her hsffigr 
instrumentality in rescuing him from a dreadful perils had given lisr 
aright to be interested in his behalf; and the great pleasure the 
young man's society afibrded her ftither, was an ad^tional argument 
to bMLish reserve. The risits of Hennan were therefore received and 
encouraged ; the young lady's spirits, animated by such oompsouoA- 
flhip, became more elastic and joyous ; and Ci^>tain Loring rejoiced 
in the painter's acquaintance as nmeh on her aeeonnt as his own. 
" Adsooka, Kate," he was used to exclaim, ** the young dog is as good 
comfMny for you as cousin Harry," so he often called Miss Falooner, 
as well as her brother ; ** and tlie Lord knows how much better for 
nw I And then the pieture, Kate— adaooks, isn't it a channer— that 
is to say, it will be ;- but the young dog won't show it to me," 

The picture— ** the grand picture of the Battle of Brandywine, and 
Tom Loring dying," had been at last begun, or rather a drawing in 
water cotonrs, meant to repre se nt that double calamity ; and from the 
lew samples ci proficiency in his srt whidi Herman had already 
shown, the expectations of the daughter were almost as agreeably 
kindled as those of the parent The painter bad presented Catherine 
with a fewfittle sketdtesfrom his ponfolio— landscapes, represei^i^g 
views of southern seeaery, which to her appeared highlv rairited, 
while to the captain they seemed sublinie--only that he had a per- 
verse facility at seeing rocks and stumps of trees in groups of kine on 
the meadows ; and in distant flocks of sbeepv nothing better than so 
many rambling kiU-deers on the barren upland. Notwithstanding 
these unlucky mistakes, be conceived so hdgh an opinion of the artist's 
r, that he strsnuouslf uiged him to begin the battle of F 
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wine, upon a scale of magnitude comnienBurate with the grandeur of 
the subject. " He would have it," he said, *• done magnificent! j. He 
would go down to the village and buy Ephraim Gall, the tavem* 
keeper's big sign, that had the great Black Bear on it ; or he would 
have another made just like it ; and, he had no doubt his young dog 
Haman," for the captain could never fall upon his prot6g6*s true 
name, ** would beat John Smith, the sign-painter, hollow;" a flight of 
paneg3rric that somewhat nettled the artist, but vastly diverted Mim 
Lodng. 

But the greatest accession to his reputation was obtained, when 
Herman, as the only means of securing a likeness of the captain's 
deceased son, prevailed upon Catherine to sit to him for hers, and the 
radiant features beamed at last from the ivory. The delight with 
which the captain seized upon this happy effort of art, was not merely 
boisterous; it was obstreperous— nay, uproarious; and Catherine, 
laughing and weeping together, acknowledged, that in thus enrap- 
tnring her father's heart, the painter had made her his friend for ever. 

•* Now, captain," said Hunter, with a beaming eye, ** now, all I 
liaye to do, is to take that sketch home—" 

** Shan't let it go out of my hands!" cried Captain Ix>ring. 
*• Whjr, it 's my Kate herself ! Give up my heart's blood first.** 

** Tou shall have it again, captain, I promise you that ; it is only to 
■copy it, you know — ^tbat is, to paint the likeness of your son fi'om it." 

" Shall do no such thing— must do another," cried Captain Loring ; 
and it required all the arguments of the painter, backed by those of 
Catherine, to prevail upon the obstinate old man to surrender the 
sketch, that it might be devoted to the purpose for which it was 
executed. 

Thus passed the time of the painter, in an employment which, as 

f*Tf T^^^ conversation, recommended him to the friendship of two 

isolated beings, simple-hearted, guileless, and unsuspicious of any 

commg lU. Thus he passed his time, confiding and confided in— the 

gjyest, the merriest, and perhaps the happiest visitor who had ever 

Dcim admitted to the privileges of Avondale: yet, all the time, 

wnetner rambling with the frank maiden in search of summer flowert 

con w!IL !f ^ ^*' garden, whether listening to the gay music of hey 

i^Z™"®?» <>r gazing, in the exercise of his art, upon her beauttfiit 

lmowi«« S?"?'"^ *n a Poiwn which he felt and feared, yet without 

craA ofL!r®. ®®P ^old »t was taking upon his spirit, until the sudden 

He WM Mith"^ ®^*^^' ™*^« ^"* dreadfully aware of its infloence. 

«npression m!^'^^ y<"ing nor too short-sighted to be ignorant of the 

maiden so bewif\?'* ^ feelings by each daily interview with a 

<5onsciousneM ♦if ^^ ' "°' ^*^ ^® attempt to repress the humiliating 

another he wiiT^'' ^^ ^^^ ^^*°8 his heart to the affianced bride of 

tence, and perh ^'^P'^'^g for himself a retribution of pain and peni- 

covered himLlf £? ^ a^n^e. From the moment in which he dis- 

withering fem a k*****"^* *^*y ^^^^ *^^^ jealous care the gift of 

•only given by CaSf^**®^^® ^^ compliment, which, he well knew, was 

■iw that he w ® ^ remove a mortification she had inflicted, 

Knae such ^i *^'***"^ ^^^ *^® '^""^ ^^ * precipice— trifling 

let, frog. ^iV^^ bridge as that of fatal memory over the 

^Aicli his folly might at any moment hori him. 
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With this conadoiunsss before him, he perceiTed the necessity of 
flight, yet fLid not, deeming that the power of escape at the rii^ht 
moment conld not be denied him — of taking some antidote with the 
poison, bat touk none, resolving it should be swallowed thereafter ; 
and, in fine, while still thinking that he resisted, or was prepared to 
resist, when the peril should become urgent, he gave himself up to the 
intoxication of the new passion, and, in reality, sought every means 

to augment it. 

When the flame of love li kindled lint, 
Tls the flre-fly's llgbt at eTen— > 

the flash of an insect, which one can admire, without fearing its power 
to create a conflagration. A vague impression that Catherine's want 
of affection for the licensed lover would prevent the completion of the 
marriage contract, gave a sort of encouragement and hope to his 
selAshness, which he interpreted into the more generous sympathy of 
one who lamented her hard fate, and desired only to shield and pro- 
tect her. In this delusive thought, in this romantic willingness to 
watch over the safety of another, he lingered around the vortex of 
fa^e, until the ripple became a current, and the current an impetuous 
tide, from which there was no escape, except by exerting his remain- 
ing strength to the utmost. At the yery period when the exertion 
should have been made, he bore to his solitary chamber the idol 
lately completed by his own hands, and as he gazed upon it, felt that 
the moment of salvation had passed by. ** Yes, it is now too late/' he 
muttered, apostrophizing the miniature : *' I have fooled myself a 
second time into the whirlpool ; and who, Catherine, will pla^ thy 
part with me again, and again save me ? It is too late — ^it is too 
late to retreat, and now therefore I must so on, yet with what hope 

fo on ? With none. She heeds me not, she dreams not of my folly. 
he cares not. Friendship is the grave of love ; and in her friendship 
mpr love is entombed, before it has breathed twice its existence. I 
will speak to her, and be derided; I will confess myself, and be 
driven from her presence; and this is honourable of me too; to take 
advantage of her unsuspicious frankness, her anxious desire to gratify 
her father, and steal a portrait from her. I saw she doubted the pro- 
priety of sitting ; and yet I, by base dissimulation and affected indif- 
ference, cajoled her to consent. Well, if I can copy, I can destroy : 
and if this fool, this slave, this Falconer, wed her, whv then good bye 
to the knavery and folly together. I will tarry, at least, until I see 
the privileged wooer : and then, if she likes him not, if she recoil, nay, 
if she shed but a tear of repugnance, may heaven forsake me if I do 
not — Well, what ? Kill him ! there has been enough of that among 
ns already.'* 

Thus murmuring to himself, and expressing invectives against his 
folly, with the usual arguments for continuing to indulge it, he sat 
down before a table, and, despite his convictions of the impropriety, 
if not the meanness of the act, began to copy the miniature. He 
laboured assiduously until he had completed the outline, and then 
excUimed, with a species of reproachful triumph—** Now, foolish 
father of the best and loveliest, though you rob me of my labour, yet 
have I secured its counterpart : send me a thousand leagues away, 
and within this dim outline shall my hand reproduce the image of 
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jam Merifice. Bnt here eoroe tbe fools tugun : now far a smooth 
face, A marry Toiee, and a froMe with my joHeihead admiven.** 

Tht row which tho painter had made, when the doctor and his two 
fHends passed hy the widow's cottage, and smiled at his cfaoiee of 
lodgingpi, that he woaM make liiem fonder fjf the TrareBer's B^st 
than their own village qnarters, he had in part fiilfiUed. Wfaaterer 
was his secret and growing care, it was yet confined to his own 
hosom ; and he was altogether of too joyons a temperanient, had he 
even desired to nourish ms melancholr, to hear a sad spirit in com- 
pany. He was one of those who snror most, and suffer longest, by 
cricfing only at interrals, and enjoying themselres heartilj anioiw 
mends. The idea of a eontinnoiis grief, of anr duration at least, u 
preposterons. The body can lire upon the racK only a fow boon or 
days, and the spirit's powers of endurance are not much greater. 

flis gay and agreeable mauners had strongly recommended him to 
the trio ; and the two lawyers, having nothing better to do, were wont 
to momt their horses, and accompany the doctor on his profeasiOBsl 
visitations, which he continued for some time after the patient had 
taken reftige within the Travefler's Best ; and even after he insisted 
upon being cured, they wasted their tedionsness upon him at least 
twice or tlmce a wedc, in the way of friendly calls ; and he was wont 
to entertain them as well as he could. Of the doctor he had made a 
conquest by asking for his bill, and pi^ng it in good £ngUsh 
guineas, a handfol S( which cmn gave Doctor Merribody mote sensible 
delight than could the bushel of paper with which he expected to ffll 
his saddle*bflgs : the amount charged against the unlucky aumteui 
being some few thousands of dollars —continental currency. 

One c^ the doctor's friends, whom he usually addressed by the 
familiar title of Jinglenm, but whose real name was Jackson cr 
Johnson, or some such unhappy dissyllable, was the poet of the 
village, and a bard of renown for at least ten miles round. Him 
the painter won by praising his verses, and what was still more cap- 
tivating, by singing them, and what was yet more enslaving', by 
requesting permismm to cull all the stanzas of a cantibile nature 
from the long blue-covered log-bodu in which Mr. Jinglemn had 
carefully recorded his labours. Seeing what a congenial soul he had 
found in the painter, Jinglenm freely supplied his wants, and wrote 
divers madrigals at his suggestion, with which Herman charmed the 
ears of Wm Loring. The poet soon became his intense admirer and 
perpetual visitor ; they grew fast friends, and soon came to regard 
eacti other, the one as the divinest poet, the other as the most finiahed 
singer under the moon. 

This peculiar friendship betwixt the bard and the singer it is, 
perhaps, necessary here to mention, in order that it shoidd be under- 
stood to whom should be given the credit of those cansonets sung by 
the painter, which seem to have any peculiar ref^erence to his own 
eonoition. He did not carry his affection so far as to bestow any ii^ 
his private confidence on toe bard ; nor did the latter ever suspect 
that any call, however urgent, for a ballad especially sad and amatory 
was to be understood as mdicating a passion deeper than that of the 
mere songster. Tliete was litlle suspieiousness m tbe poet* s frame, 
and no scandal-mongers in the nelghbovrhood. It was, indeed, the 
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golden age of that port of the world, altlioiigfa the eoimtiy was 
aouMwfast oferflowed with paper moiiej. 

It was o»e retiilt of tliifl genero ug spirit, donbtless, thai eansed the 
slofy of the renneitation of a Hawk of Hawk-H<^o>w to be bo soon 
forgott e n. The aecovnt of the ovtragevpoBColoiielFideoner, as baring 
Ibeen perpetrated bj Qran Gilbert, did indeed at first create a consider- 
able semation : and maa^ excitable indiTidnals, hearing of Ae chase 
after the fugitive Nehemiah, mounted their hones, and resomed the 
trail the next day with the resc^ntion of sifting tiie mystery to the 
botton. Bat the trail ended where lieutenant Brooks had left it ; 
the raw-boned white horse had passed throngh dirers hands, and was, 
in coarse of time, sopposed to have been recorered by the rightftil 
owner ; but the rider had yanished, as if swallowed npby the earth, 
or melted into the air, and was never more heard of. J%e story died 
sway, or was remembered obIt as a jest, wfaieh finally expired in the 
yapoor of its own siUiness., Toe reasonable men langhed at their late 
fears, and fcnrgot them. 

About the present time, however, there arose a mmonr, no one 
kaew how or why, which created a new sensation among the credn- 
loos and foreboding. It was whispered that a band c? Tories was 
secretly fbrmiBg among the hills, bat where, or for what pnrpose, no 
cme pretended to say. It was a vagoe and mysterions apprehension, 
that spread from person to person, hy virtue, perhaps, of its enigmatic 
character ; for no inquiry coold detect a be^er reason for its preva- 
lence. As it carried its contagion farther and finther, men began 
again to talk of the Hawks of Hawk-HoQow ; the refngees, in imagi- 
nation, rose acaitt from their tombs, and the scalp-hnntef sUde anew 
throwgh the forests. The r am our had reached the Traveller's Bort, 
but it made little impression on the spirit of the painter. 

He laid ande his drawing in haste, as soon as be heard that clatter 
of hoofs in the oaken yard, which, he thought, betokened the coming 
«f his friends : and haring seeored it beyond the reach of any prying 
eye, he descended to meet them. 



CHAFFER Xin. 

"Unto yon/* qaod I, "with all my whole assent, 

T Tdll tell tronthe, and you will not bcwrave 

Unto none other my matter and entent." 

** Nay, nay/' quod be, *« y«u shall not see that day : 

Tour whole afflannoe and trust well ye nay 

Into me put ; for I shall not yary. 

Bat kepe your conndll as a secretary.*'— HAwn. 

I]rfliEAX> of the bard or the pbyssrian, Hunter discovjored that tiie 
clatter which bad interrupted his secret laboors, was caused by the 
arrival of a pessoaage entirely unknown^ and, as he soon began to 
belreve, aanwortky hia notice. He was a stovt bat ffl-looking man, 
wkh a soldier's coat and hat, both worn and shabby, and Hermsn 
JBtened at once that be was aome private from a disbanded regiF 
latumiag to the lifo of indostry and ofoseority he had left for the 
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Aj he reached the porch, Herman eaw that Dancy, the farmer, who 
happened to bo about the house, wae showing the new guest the way 
to the stable ; and, however unprepossessing his appearance, he soon 
perceived that he had already struck up a friendship with Dancy, 
who talked and laughed as they jogged together round the crag as if 
with an old acquaintance. Tliis set the painter's heart at rest f and 
he soon afterwards discovered that the man, being as humble in his 
desires as prospects, had visited the Traveller's Best, less in search of 
entertainment than employment, and had agreed with the^ widow, or 
rather with Dancy, who aisnmed the privilege of striking the bargain, 
to remain and assist the hireling in the labours of the approaching 
harvest, in consideration of receiving free quarters and forage during 
that period. 

In the conversation of such a man it is not to be supposed the 
painter could have looked for any source of interest, and, accordingly, 
lie merely gave him a glance as he strode away with Dancy, leading 
a sorry eeldinff in his hand, and then took a seat on the porch by 
Elsie, whose inieel, as usual, was droning out its monotonous horn 
near the door. Though hand and foot plied their accustomed ta«k 
with accuracy and effect, it was evident that the poor widow's 
thoughts were not with her employment $ on the contrary, she wai 
engaged in profound and sorrowful contemplation ; and, indeed, for 
a se'nnight past, Herman had observed that her fits of abstraction 
were unusually deep and frequent. 

He sat down at her side, and addressed some few questions to her 
in relation to the stranger, but received such vague and irrelevant 
answers, as convinced him her meditations were too engrossing 
to be easily broken. He proceeded, therefore, without delay, to 
seek some other means of amusing his mind, and casting his eyes 
towards the distant liaJl, he was in a few moments plunged in reflec- 
tions as absorbing, or even more so, than her own. Indeed, his 
Interrogatories, though they did not immediately rouse the old womaa 
from her lethargy, served the purpose of interrupting and distracting 
her thoughts a little, so that she, by-and-bye, woke up and recovered 
herself so far as to look round her and perceive slie was not alone in 
the porch. She surveyed the young man very eamestlv, until, at last, 
tears gathered in her eyes, and her wheel stood stilL The sudden 
ceasing of the sound at once broke the spell that enchained the 
painter's spirit, and, looking up to Klsic, he di8|)layed a countenance 
on which the turn on some darker thought had imprinted a character 
of sternness and even fierceness. 

Elsie rose up, and stepping towards him, laid her palsied hand 
upon his shoulder, sayinff, in tones both solemn and impressively 
sopealing, ** Drive these tnoughts from your bosom, and now depart. 
Why should you rest longer iu this place ? Your limb is sound, yonr 
Jtrength is restored \ and now begone, ere the calls of others, and the 
anger of your own heart, shall drive you into acts of blood, which, if 
yon die not among them, vou will live only to repent." 

^Eear me not, mother,'*^ said the youth, with a faint smile. ** On 

*^ subject I have told you my resolution before. I am, at the least, 

lod an American as yourself, and whatever may have been my 

lal loyal and subjugating propensities, I have now not a wish* 
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DAf, not ft thought of playing the enslaver. Nothing on earth shall 
draw me into the matter you think of." 

**Ay, bnt revenge though!" said the widow, wamingly. '*You 
are dnaming of hmi whom you think you should hate, and thirsting 
perhaps for an opportunity to shed his blood." 

** You are deceived, Elsie. I will never lift my hand against him, 
nnless in self-defence. God is the avenger, and one day he will 
avenge. I hate, Elsie, but I will not shed blood." 

** And why, then, do you remain ? If he, whom neither knife nor 
ballet can destroy, looks upon you again, as surely he will, and that 
perhaps sooner than you dream of, he will entice vou into his bloody 
schemes, and though he escape, yet will you perish." 

^ Into his schemes I will not be enticed, said Herman ; ** and I 
rather hope, by argument and persuasion, to draw him from them." 

** Argument and persuasion ! and these to be tried on him ? " mut- 
tered Elsie, looking around her as if in dread. " When you can 
argue the wolf from the neck of the dying deer — when you can per- 
suade the rattlesnake not to strike the niUced foot that is trampling 
his back, then you may think of turning him from his purpose, or 
changing his wild and dreadful nature. He wiU have revenge, and 
I know that he will obtain it. Years have passed by — (how manv 
and how bitter I) —the grey hair has joined with the black, the smooth 
brow has turned to the furrowed, but the purpose of his heart has 
not grown old and fainted ; all is now as it was, and so will be till 
the end. Think not of drawing him to your opinions, bnt be certain 
he will draw you to his. Go not near him, avoid him, let him not see 
you, or speak with you." 

" Fear me not, Elsie " 

**! do fear you. Alas I young man, trust not yourself in his 
power ; if he touches you with his hand, you will fall. God forbid 
yon should be joined with him in the matter that is coming ! I had 
rather you were struck down by lightning where you stand ; better 
were it for you, had you slept under the Fall of the Grave." 

** Sure, Elsie," said the young man, ** there is nothing so criminal 
and horrid in the enterprise, after all. The rescue of a poor captive 
—a boy too, of nineteen years, and the only son of a dotine and 
noble mother, condemned to death unjustly and perfidiously, (that is 
a harsh word, Elsie I) to expiate a crime committed by another — 
sure this is an enterprise of humanity rather than iniquity." 

** And do you think this is all ? " cried Elsie. ** A darker project 
is in his mind, and a darker deed will be soon accomplished. Why 
then do you stay ? Have you not seen enough, and mourned enough ? 
I tell you, when the marriage day comes, the wronger will come, and 
after him the avenger ; and who knows what dres^ful deeds will be 
4one before all is over ? " 

** If it be a marriage of blood," said the youth, ** why so let it be. 
They are, I firmly believe, leading Catherine Iioring like a sheep to 
the shambles. If they mean to wed her to young Falconer against 
her will, why then, though there should be no other man in the world 
to befriend her, I will stand by her myself~I will, £lsie,*i hff 
exclaimed, impetuously i ** and, if Falconer do not at once surren ' 
ius claims, 1 will compel him I " 
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** What I" cried the widow, ttuting from him in dimutv : ** What 
is this I hear ? What I you— have 76a looked at Catherine Lormg, 
then, aa a creature to he loyed ? Hare 70* dared — ** 

^ Nonaense !" cried the jotmg man, with a vitage of flame $ " I 
am enslaved to her by gratitude, and I wish to do her a senrice. I 
owe her a life, Elsie ; and I will yield it np ten times over, before she 
shall be driven into a marriage she abhors, and which, I believe, is 
breaking her heart.** 

** Miserable, iasane, cruel yoimg mant" cried the widow, with 
wnexpected energy ; ** and it has come to this then ? You have 
repaid her hmnanity and kindness by stealing away her affections 
from her betrothed faasbatnd, and so making a lot, sorrowful enough 
before, still more wretched t Yo« have — *" 

** Hold, Elsie,** «GKclamied Hermaa : ** it is yon who are insatna. 
Ton told me yovrself she was atterse to the match. And, as to 
stealing her affections, I have done no such thing — they are not so 
Kffktly come by. If they were, Elsie — nay, if they were really mine, 
Elsie, why shoold I not make my daim to them as well as another ? 
I am neither poor nor lmmi>le, neither degraded nor corrupted ; in 
aU things of worldly good I am young Falconer's eqnal, and, perk* 
haps, in some his soperior." 

^ Ay !** cried the widow, with increasing vehemence ; ** and if she 
smiled, and if that wonld win her, yon would shoot Harry Falconer 
through the brain ! Is it not so ? This is dreadful ! Oh, young 
nan, begone t remain not a moment longer in the valley. Yon wifi 
commit a crime w<Mve than self-destruction, and one more hard to 
pardon I ** 

*' I will commit no crime, Elsie ; and none have I vet committed. 
Tour anxiety is absurd ; and so is your suspicion. That I have the 
most friendly regard for Miss Loring, the most ardent friendship, is 
true ; but as to loving her, Elsie, that—why that is all nonsense. 

** Perhaps it is,** cried the widow, ** and Heaven grant it may prove 
so ! But go not near her again ; do not expose yoarself to the 
intoxication of her society. If not wrong to yourself, it is an unkind- 
ness to her. If yon talk to her of escaping from the marriage f he 
hates, and she finds she has a friend left in 2ie worid to aid her — ah, 
that would min her! The desire of escape may madden the 
wisest" 

'* Fiddlesticks !'* cried the youth $ ** I have no such coarse asd 
meddling ways of testifying my regard ; and a presmnption of that 
kind would Imnish me from her presence for ever. But, Elsie, I tell 
you, I cannot bear the thought of her being married against her 
wflL*" 

**And how can you prevent it? By wedding her yourself? 
That cannot be. By breaking her heart ? Yes, there yon may sue* 
eeed— it is breaking already ; and when yon have added one more 
pang to it, it will soon cease to suffer. Hearken, yomg man ; if yon 
persist in this thing yon will he a villain. . Go vp to the grove— ^et 
Tov to Jessie's sleeping place ; andconsiier how net yon are treading 
in the steps of him who slew her." 

^ \ Elsie 1 This is extraordinary I " 

^s true. Both of you were carried, sick and dykig, into tha 
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haiue of a stranger ; both of yoa were recetfed by gnildfiM and open 
heartB ; and, when you have gone a tittle further in your foUy, it caa 
be perhaps said that both left sorrow and death behind them.'* 

** Elsie, this is diocking I Do yoa think ne sodi a TiUain as that 
man?** 

** I do not," said Elsie ; ^ if I did — ^if I thonght yoa were now, like 
faim before yoa, plotting, eren in conceit, a wrong to that noUe 
girl — if I thoaglut thisy" she added, with singalar asperity, " I wonid 
pat hemlock into yoar food, though yoa were the child of my own 
sister, and yon riioold die before morning ! " 

** I commend yoar seal in the lady's caase,and will aTself eadeap 
Toar to imitate it. Bat there, an end, Elsie ; we will talk of Uiis no 
more. Yoar fears are eren more groandless than injurions. I wiU 
leaTe llie valley soon — perhaps very soon ; and I will murder no one 
while I remain in it" 

So saying, to end a discossioD which was becoming disagreeable, 
he left the noose, resolved to make his way to the scene of his late 
disaster. In this resolution he continued, until he reached the pack 
^ate ; when, suddenly observing the fiutter of a white garment under 
3ie trees near to the mansion, he turned fixnn his path, and again 
found himself in the presence of the captnin's daughter. 

And flius it happened with him on the next day, the next, and 
again the next, until the Uttle thread that tangled his spirit had 
become a web from which there was no escape, unless by rending 
away some of the vital limbs it encirded. He sang and painted as 
before ; nay, he assailed the Battle of Brandywine with zeal and 
industry, and had advanced so far with the work, before tiie oecnr- 
rence of unlooked-for events chilled his enlhusiasm, and palsied his 
hand, that he was able to carry it to the mansion, and exhibit it to the 
father and daughter, that he might derive all the advantage of their 
remarks on the most difficult feature of his subject, that is to say, the 
figure of the captain's deceased son. 

In the meanwhile, he confirmed the good impression he had long 
since made on his two friends, and was indeed admitted to such inti- 
macy with both, as marked, not only their sense of his merits, but 
their own simplicity of character. ' In the case of the captain, he 
certainly began to ^11 up the gap made in his affections by &e death 
of his son ; and as for Catberine, she soon appreciated the value of a 
friendship based upon grateful recollections, and, what seemed to 
her, a delicate and purely disinterested regard for her weal and hap* 
piness. 

The situation of this unhappy girl, for such, ia truth, she was, was 
of a nature to engage her feelings warmly in favour of any one 
approaching her with real friendship, as it was also to touch the 
syrapatines of the discerning and compassionate. 

Naught is Uiere aniler heaven's wild hoUownesse, 

That moves more dear oompaaeioD of mind, 
Than beautle brought t* unworthy wrefechednesae. 

Through envie'a aoaraa, or fortuna's flreaka uiikhid. ^ 

She was still very young, yet old enough to feel the desolation of 
her fathei^s house and fortunes, and to be willing to sacrifice her o^ 
happmess to secure that of her parent. At the very moment ^ 
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her father became a beegar, an outcast from the home of her natiritj*, 
her charms had won the heart of the young Falconer, *^ a hid," as 
Captain Loring was wont to say, *' after a man's heart, ai^d a woman's 
too :" and the enamoured youth, with his father's fullest approbation, 
and indeed warm encouragement, claimed permission to throw him* 
self at her feet, and received it. Perhaps the consideration of her 
father's misfortunes had greater weight with Catherine than the 
temptation of wealth and splendour ; and perhaps the indifference of 
a young and wholly unoccupied heart had also its share of influence 
in determining her decision. It is certain, if she did not consent with 
alacrity, she did not refuse so earnestly as to make the captain belieye 
the proposal was otherwise than vastly agreeable to her; and, in 
truth, it was some considerable time berore she began to lament her 
easy consent, and to feel that there was merit, because pain, in the 
sacrifice. The great youth of the pair (for at the time of betrothal 
the lover was yet in his minority) had (paused the nuptials to be 
deferred until the close of the spring of the present year, but a short 
time previous to which the attempt was made on the life of Colonel 
Falconer; and that occurrence had necessarily produced another 
postponement. In the meanwhile, the maiden had grown older, and 
reflected more deeply ; and the regrets that began to wake in her 
spirit, though at first she scarce knew why, became more frequent 
and painful, as fame, or scandal, brought to her ears stories of wild 
frolic and dissipation on the part of her absent lover. These reports, 
to be sure, were combated by Miss Falconer, and the excesses ^ey 
proclaimed made to appear, as they always are in the case of the rich 
and happy, only the natural outbreakings of a joyous and generous 
spirit. But Harriet's skill could not prevent her friend discovering 
that the young soldier had little beside a comely face and a meny 
temper to recommend him to her favour ; and perhaps no circum- 
stance will sooner prejudice a woman against a lover, not previously 
adored, than the discovery that his mind is inferior to her own. The 
passion of love is a material instinct ; the sentiment is a particle of 
the divinity, and can only exist when called into action by the breath 
of spirit. Woman's love is only deserving the name when it is 
purely a sentiment, and based upon reverence for the idol of her 
afiectioni. In a word, Catherine found she was to be wedded to a 
man she could never hope to love ; and it required her constantly to 
keep before her eyes the situation of her father, himself wholly 
incapable of retriering, as he had been of presenring, his fortunes, to 
prevent her openly repining. To him, therefore, she could not look 
as a friend in her diiSSculty ; his affection could be indeed counted 
upon, but it could be exercised in her favour only at the price of his 
ruin. As for Miss Falconer, though she loved her well, she knew that 
her spirit was entirely ^vith her brother, and that she encouraged and 
did all she could to promote the match for his especial benefit, as a 
means of weaning him from a gay and dissolute career, which threat- 
ened, if not speedily checked, to terminate in confirmed profiig^y. 
A circumstance occurred — and it was the only one— ^which seemed 
' to threaten a speedy interruption of the good understanding 
>w subsisted between herself and the painter, but which served 
d even to strengthen her confidence and ficiendship. Jn an 
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Qiigiiarded moment, and while under a strong impnlse, the jonng 
man alluded to the approaching nuptials, and that in a manner bo 
plainly indicative of his knowledge of Catherine's feelings, and of the 
sacrifice she was to be compelled to make, that she was justly alarmed 
and offended. 8he felt, as a woman, that this was an indecorum and 
presumption of the most unpardonable nature ; and the reproof it 
brought upon the offender's head was the stronger for being mineled 
with the tears of humiliation. But even this was forffiTen, ^en 
several days elapsed without bringing the youth back to the mansion, 
and she reflected how much his offensive intermeddling must have 
been caused by the sympathy she was ever so glad to possess. She 
was really rejoiced, when her father, astounded and concerned, and 
finally enraged at the unaccountable absence of his favourite, sought 
him out, and dragged him, almost by force of arms, to the mansion, 
and she heard his footsteps once more sounding on the porch ; and 
Herman soon perceived that she had discharged from her mind all 
anger, if not all remembrance of his ungovemed zeal, and was dis* 
posed to treat him with as much confidence as before. In truth, she 
was one of the few we meet in the world, and perhaps as seldom even 
in woman as man, of that ange^c quality of spirit, which mingles 
inaptness to take offence with the greatest readiness to forgive it ; and 
as all he had said was made offensive, not so much by its nature, as 
by the position of the offender himself, and would have been proper 
in the case of a near kinsman, <ft old and familiar friend, she eadlv 
persuaded herself that the ver^r rudeness was an evidence of regaro, 
which she did wrong to pumsh with severity. She never perhaps 
afterwards smiled with the same gaiety, or conversed with the same 
unreserved freedom ; but she treated him with much confidence ; one 
proof of which, from its singular nature, and the important though 
secret influence it had upon the young man's conduct, i\ is necessaiy 
to mention. She took occasion one afternoon, when her father was 
sleepmf?, and her female companions were occupied afar off in various 
d«imestic duties, to call his attention to the subject of the outrage on 
Colonel Falconer, with which, as an intimate at Gilbert's Folly, he 
WAS, of course, familiar. ** She had," she said, '*a letter from Miss 
Falconer, in relation to the unhappy and mysterious affair, and to 
certain steps that lady was taking in consequence of it. These," she 
added, ** though of a singular nature and questionable propriety, she 
would not perhaps have presumed to communicate to another, aa thev 
were in a degree confidential, were they not accompanied by a call 
upon herself for co-operation, under circumstances so perplexing and 
emi)arrassing, that ^e felt herself at liberty to ask Mr. Hunter's 
aKsintance and advice— the former for her friend, the latter fi>r herself. 
She judged, from many expressions he had let fall, that Mrs. Bell 
had made him acquainted, m part at least, with the history of the 
Hawks of Hawk-Hollow*, for which reason he would be able to 
understand the letter without comments from her. He had seen one 
individual who figured prominently in the letter, and his opinion and 
recollections of him would undoubtedly be acceptable to Miss Fal* 
coner. On the whole, she was persuaded he could assist her in wh' ' 
she felt to be a difficulty, and perhaps he might be able to suf 
something for the benefit of her friend." 
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With thk prelimiiuiy explaaation, ahe proceeded to need Mim 
Felooner's letter, not stopping at tboie parte which alliided to the 
painter himaelf, ftnd of which she nade diyertiog ufe» though hew 
and there, for obviocts reaaona, altering aoaae of the expreaabna, and 
apologiaiag for others in a humoroua way* It may be supposed, and. 
with jnatiee, that she carefully ahstaiaed from reading all thoae 
passages in which she was lierself spoken of, in connectiott witii her 
affianced lord ; and, indeed, the occurrence of these always cauaed 
her lips to qoiver, aad her finger, tracing the lines as they occurred* 
to hasten onward to the next fitting paragraph. 

The letter was to the following emct :— 

*' And so Monsieur Bed-Jacket is alive and well, and handsome, 
and paints, and has a good singing voice, and is altogether a geoteel 
young personage ! Well now, thMigh I detest his very memory, aad 
never see a scarlet waistcoat without thinking of two galloping foola, 
and another atanding on a porch grinning, I am quite glad you fished, 
him out of the river, since you have thereby got such a comfoicaUe 
weU-behaved young man to keep you company, for lack of a better 
^4iie doctor and the reat of those village noddies being all inanffev- 
able, aa I always agreed. If he can really succeed in obtaining yous 
likeness, retain him in the HoUow hv all means, even if you have to 
break an arm for him over again. We must have at least two copies, 
one oi which will set our beloved Hany frantic, and the other I wiH 
keep myself. The man may fix his own price, and beaides, I'll 
patronise him, though I do detest him ; Hany shall sit to him, I 
assure you ; and perhaps I also-^just as I happen to like him — that 
is his painting, not hunsdt I>o you remember, as we sat at the 
sycamore tree, I wished him * a harder sleep that night than he 
ever had before?' There's something odd m the coincidence; a 
hard night he had of it, from your own account, poor rogue. I only 
thought of an old bed and damp sheets, such as I supposed it likely 
enough he would find at that old witch's. I will wlah bad luck no 
more, bdieving I have some magical power that way, which might, 
sooner or later, lead me to commit murder $ however, I have move 
important matter for discoursing on. 

*' Papa is recovering fast ; indeed, he was pronounced out of daager 
befcMre i reached him, and he already talks of banishing me again to 
the green fields. To tell the truth, I have grown more inquisitive 
than ever $ and it is plain he is tired of me. That story, Kate, has 
set my brain spinning ; but blessed be thou for telling it 1 There will 
such good come of mv knowledge^ bm will perhaps astound yon, a&d 
him too; but yon shall bear. 

** The fliSftssin is wrapped round about with mystery, a most singu- 
lar doubt. My father is, or rather wa^ (for he never pronounced the 
wretch's name, except in the first moment of confusion and terror,) 
positive that the blow was struck hj the Hawk of the Hollow ; and 
who should know better ? Yet, I can tell you, there are circum- 
stances pointing so strongly at another man, that every body pro- 
nounces him guilty, except myself and, I auppese, papa ; aad tbeae 
they are. Thm was (I speak of the man as if he were dead, for he 
seems to have killed and buried himself), a certain vagabond in our 
town, called Sterling or Starling— a man of much shrewdness, some 
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talent, and possessing a degree of rough humour and wit, which 
made him a farourite with many of our citizens, some of them qoite 
respectable, and delegates in Congress. Nobody exactly knew now 
the man lived, though it was generally supposed by gambling. An 
accident of no great importance in itwlf, revealed the fellow's true 
character and occupation to my father, who forthwith acted as honour 
and patriotism conmumded hun to da This Sterling was a spy-^a 
pensioned spy, whose duty was to reside at our congressional head- 
quarters, and by cultivating acquaintances among the honourables, 
pick up as much intelligence in relation to secret legislation as he 
could ; and there is no doubt the villain has laboured so well in his 
vocation, that tJie British commander-in-chief has been often apprized 
of our intentions as early as our own leader. It is said that Sterling 
was once an actor ; they say he has strong comic talent, but has a 
mad conceit he was made to shine in tragedy. He once got up a 
sort of company in our town, with the expectation of establishing a 
theatre. However, his friends all turned upon him the fii'st night, 
the piece being tragedy, and laughed and ridiculed, and finally 
carried the matter so far as to hiss the poor wretch off the stage. 
They say, my brother Harry (I believe it was before he entered tiie 
anny) was a ringleader among the hard-hearted censors. An ex- 
emplary youth, he I He was ever a most incorrigible mischief and 
plague, notwithstanding his excellent heart ; and the duel he fought 
with his captain last winter (a warm friend of his own), was caused 
by one of his freaks of humour. But marriage cures all that, you 
know. However, I must speak of Mr. Sterling. 

** My father obtained such proofs of the treason of the lord of the 
buskin as might have brought him to the gallows, and he was thrown 
into prison ; from which, however, he escaped as soon as wiis con- 
venient. I think it happened eleven days before the outrage was 
attempted ; and long before that he was supposed to have succeeded, 
by verifying Shakspeare's words (that is, by esteeming the world at 
large the lx>ards of a theatre, and playing many parts thereon), in 
passing the lines of the army, and reaching New York in safety. 
Indeed, he was, in a week's time, almost forgotten. But now comes 
the marvel* 

'* My father had entered the pavilion (as I wrote you before) to 
get certain papers. They were the very documents in relation to 
this man's case— the proofs of his treasonable practices, &c., which 
were put into papa's hands when he volunteered to conduct the 
prosecution. The man was really such a favourite, that all others 
were quite cool in the matter, and rather disposed to let him off, than 
to push matters to extremity, especially as hostilities were almost over: 
even Harry interceded for him. Papa, however, was determined to 
bring him to justice ; and therefore volunteered in the case : he had 
these very documents in his hands, when the assassin (whoever he 
was), who had previously concealed himself in the pavilion, or stole 
into it after him, suddenly assailed him ; and, what is curious, it was 
found, when they came to examine afterwards, that these papers had 
all vanished, together with my father's piurse, and a smaU-r' 
which he always kept hanging up in the study. 

"The next thing discovered was, that a certain horse, the ] 

a 
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0f tibis Sterling at the time of his anest, but wiridi some one had 
seised upon and sold to satisfy some claim or other, had disappeared 
frsn a neighboaring farm, where it was at pastm'e. The animal 
Mng traced, it was found that he had ambled np the river, sapporting 
the weight of so indiridiial, who, althoogh assuming to be a fanatieu 
panon, had so many points of resembUince to the original owner of 
Ae horse, that it was immediately affirmed he could be no other than 
Sfeerling himself, playing off a character of which he was notorionsly 
ted ; a ranting, canting parson, bm Harty says, being one of die 
impersonations with which he was wont to set the table in a roar. 
Ton know the rest of the man's story ; his sadden appearance at 
Slsie Bell's, at the rery moment vHien we were disconrsinii: of the 
I£awfcs vndee the sycamore ; his flight over the river, and his sadden 
disappearance. I snppose he assomed some new disguise that 
decayed the pnrsaers. 

^ These things favour the opinion of the mass, who win believe 
ootliing less than that Ihe murder was attempted by Sterling, in 
revenge of my father's zeal in bringing his villany to light But now 
lemember, that papa was the only one who saw the assassin; that he 
knew the faces of both parties, and that he affirmed the villain to be 
Oran Gilbert, without so much as mentioning Sterling's name. Con 
ttwre be any striking resemblance betwixt the two traitors ? Might 
act a course of extraordinary coincidences have assisted the Hawk 
in adopting (even without Imowing it himself) the appearance and 
manner of Sterling in disguise ? Nothing should be thought too in- 
credible in such a case, for the whole matter is a wonder. 

** I have not space to mention all I wish, or all I have learned, that 
eonfirms my father's words. This, however, is certain : Onui Gilbert^ 
is not dead, bnt alive, and is engaged somevvliere, upon some villany ; 
but where and what— «y, there's the rob. I have received intoBi- 
gence not to be doubted a moment, that he was in New York, and 
that he left that city about two months since, on some secret 
enteipnse. 

^Aow, Kate, I have litde more to tell you, except that I have 
tnmed thief-taker ; that I am convinced Onm Gilbert was tliffi mid- 
night assassin, and is, at this moment, lying in wait at a certain 
place, with the expectation of renewing the attack on ray father's 
life ; and that I, weak woman as I am, have laid a trap for the crvtA 
and remorseless villain, which mar bring the doom he is projecting 
lor anotber upon his own head. Don^ stare, and don't say anything 
of Ihe matter. Ton cannot comprehend die spirit that now inspires 
Bie ; I am playing the part of a man, but in a very lady-lfte way, 
and all to guard my Mher from the knife that is still outstretched 
•gainst him. Ton shall know all in good time — sooner perhaps than 
ytm imagine. It is necessary to my purpose that I should have a 
mimrte descriptiim of Gilbert, his height, flgure, eyes, hair, nose, 
mouthy his age, &c. ; get it of ELne BeU, and don't let her suspect 
you haive any object beyond mere ffimple curiositv. If we cooM 
make Hie old creatore speak, I warrant me she could tell us enoogh 
of th^ villain. I intrust this matter to you — don't scruple ; you can 
deceive as well as any body, when the spirit of woman seises yon ; 
^ the end we have now in view will excuse a mountain of dupli- 
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cit3r. Ton can ako make inqairiet (bat, maik joa^ not of hei^— 4oii^ 
let hut mpect raipieion), in rdaftioa to the appearaiioe of the 
freaeher Poke. To«r fooiuiy Bed-Jecket, the dwioer, ean doobtlew 
answer latiafaetonly on this point, painten being commonlT goo4 
observen. A» tor yomr fiither, I interdict ail cosneelling witt him ; 
f»r, first, his memory is not to be rdied npon, being somewhat de- 
pendent upon his imagination, jon know ; and seooi^x, becanae we 
nnat take no moreoonSdants into Hie eonfederaej than we can heto. 
Bvery thing depcaids npon secrecy. I long to teU yon the whole 
matter, but dare not yet — no, not eren so mnch as the names of my 
oouBseilors, auxiliaries, agents, &;c. By the way, did yoo observe 
lieutenant Brooks f He is very genteel and agreeable, i assure yon 
—and Ae shrewdest, boides^wittod brain for nis youth I have ever 
seen : ho will attend upon Harry, and yon will adore him. Bnt me 
third sheet is out, and aa I must conclude. 

*^Am for yonr fourth of Jnly jollification, that yon talk of so 
sentimentally, I hate all such meny-makings. What do I care about 
Jingleum, and his oratiens ? Gould th^ find no more reasonable 
Demosthenes? And then the folly of dragging up drums, and 
cannons, and militia oompanies, dogs, horses, and women in their 
Sunday clothes, to the sacred solitudes of Hawk-Hollow ! Sure yon 
are all gone eniiy ; it is profanation. I diould not wonder if the 
martial din of tiMjnhilee should bring a regiment or two firom the 
Hues upon you. We shall see what wm come of it. 

' Addto—THi mj bidding, and iMSp my oomifld. * 

< Mem.^It Is ¥«r7 odd, I fcrgot the posltcrfpt.' " 

The contents of this epistle, as Catherine saw, greatly surprised, 
and indeed confounded the painter ; and it was some moments before 
he could shake off his embarrassment, so far as to comment npon it. 
'* He esteemed it rery singular," he Mid, ** and very improper, that 
Hiss Falconer should engage in an enterprise, such as she so signi- 
ficantly hinted at ; and he thought she was impelled by a species of 
frenzy. Her suspicions, that the assault npon her father had been 
eomn^ted by a QMbett, were ludicronsly absurd. How was it poi^ 
vble her father should, in a single glance, and ahnost in darkness, 
lecognise a countenance he had not seen for moiethan twenty yean? 
How could it be believed that such a man, a refugee captain, long 
since formally ontlawed, diould force his way into the very strong- 
holds of his enemy, commit a crime of unexampled daring, and then, 
with andacity still more astonishing, direct his steps towards the 
district where he was so well known ? How incredible, that a man 
of his wild and stubborn habits could adq^ a disguise so ouiri as 
tiiat of Nehemiah I How much more incredible, having takra such 

Kins to shed a foeman's blood, ^at he dionld have d(me his work so 
nglingl^ ! The idea was preposterous. Every thing went to show 
that Sterimg was die assasnin ; and it was quite probi^e, nsT, it was 
almost eertun, tihat Nehemiah and Sterling were one and *^ 
person. He couMl not pretend to say, or to know, or 
certain, of course; but he was sure Nehemiah was i 
much more familiar with tags from play-books than scr 
Bible, and so he had told the man himself, though i 

o 2 
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words ; the contoquonce of which was, that ho iiuiUuitly took the 
alarm, croased the river, anil escaped. As to the request nuule of 
Miss Lorinfl^y in relation to the lofbrmation she was expected to 
obtain of Mrs. Bell, that was as unworthy of Miss Falconer as com- 
pliance would be on the part of Miss Loring. It was auite proper, 
indeed, she should ask Elsie for information, but not without appris* 
ing her of the object in view. But oven this was needless ; ho had 
heard Elsie speak of Oran Gilbert's appearance, and he oould assure 
Miss Loring that no two persons could bo more unlike than he and 
the ranting x^ehemiali, the one being a man of middle sixe, the other 
A ^ant : no would advise Miss FiUconer to adopt two measures, 
which would go farther to oiTect her objects (which, no supposed, were 
to protect her father from future danger, and to punish his onemy), 
than all the wittv and masculine stratagems in the world. If Oran 
Gilbert were ronlly olive, and within the Amerioan lines, then let her 
pcrsuado her father to remain in the ci^, afar from his dreaded 
vengeance i there ho most cortainl v was safe. To punish the assassin, 
a>pprication should be made to the British commander«in-chief at 
New York { and, as the atrocity was purely of a civil nature — a case 
of malicious, inexcusable violence— it was highly probable he would 
be at once brought to iustico." 

With remarks of this kind, which appeared to her to be founded in 
good sense, he satisfied Catherine that hor oonfldence had not been 
misplaced or unprofitable ) and the time waxed on, without causing 
any abatement of her good opinion, or any interruption of an inter- 
course highly agreeable to her own feelings. 



CHAFfBR XIV. 

I colled on Vengoiinc« i st tlio word 
Bho ciunc.«-HiB EuiTAOi Obit. 

The letter of Miss Falconer contained an allusion to an ap- 
proaching festival, which she characterisod as a ** fourth of July 
jollification." This day was already rendered sacred in the aflfoetions 
of Americans } and the prospect of a speody and suocessfitl close to 
the battle of independence had disposed Uiem, throughout the whole 
confederacy, to signalize its rccorronce with all the pomp and glory 
of observance. Tlie spirit had awakened, oven in the precincts of 
Hawk-Hollow ; and the villagers, taking advantage of the patriotic 
offers of Captain Loring, nad made extensive preparations to 
celebrate it among the solitudes of that lovely valley. They assem- 
bled in public meeting, appointed committees of arrangement, pur- 
veyors, manhals, and masters of ceremonies ; and that the occasion 
might not pass without a due share of national glorification, thor 
■elected an orator, who it was universally supposed by all his frioncu 
would electrify the souls of his anditoiy, by a display of impassioned 
and heaven-inspired eloquence. It happened, however, that the 
ointment of Mr. Jingleum to this nonour had disgusted the 
nts of another candidate i and the consoquence was that, in 



TEB HAWK8 OF HAWK*HOLLOW« 101 

th« ead, there were two difierent celebrations, held at different 
pUces, one in the village iteelf, which, being more convenient to the 
mass of citizens, was much more numerously attended than the rival 
Jubilee in the .Hollow. Indeed, the spirit of faction running very 
high, there were found so many arguments against holding the 
convocation at the latter place, that the current of public opinion 
loon set decidedly against it, and it promised to be quite a failure. 
It was indeed but thinly attended ; dthough circumstances arose to 
give it an iclat entirely wanting at the other. 

The sentlemen of the committee, finding how matters were going, 
redoubled their exertions, and by adding preparations for a j^te 
champHre to those for the more public object, succeeded in awakening 
an interest on the side of the female portion of the community; so 
that, as the day drew nigh, they began to hold up their heads and 
boast aloud, that, go the day as it might, the beauty of the country 
would be found dispUyed only in the valley. The scene of festivity 
determined upon was the little promontory at the mouth of Hawk- 
Hollow Run, and the river-bank at its base, where were such green 
fpots as might have enticed fairies, as well as mortal women, into the 
joys of the dance. A small piece of ordnance was dragged upon the 
promontory; the venerable habitation of die fishing-hawks was 
tumbled about their ears, and the tall and naked trunk that sup- 
ported it converted into a gigantic fiaff>staff, from which the striped 
banner was seen waving as early as the afternoon of the third. A 
scaffold, some five or six feet in heisht, was also erected around the 
trunk, and a tribune, or orator's desk, with seats behind it, con- 
structed thereon, the whole forming a rostrum suitable to the 
occasion, which the good taste of the supervisors caused to be 
canopied and adorned with branches of laurel, that were also wreathed 
around the tree almost to its top. The whole of the day preceding 
the celebration was occupied with these and other preparations, in 
most of which the painter contributed his personal assistance with 
great zeal. He had consented, after first flatlv refusing the honour, 
tendered him at the instance of his ifriend the poet, to accept the 
appointment of reader of the Declaration, with the pronouncmg of 
which sacred instrument the exercises of such a celebration are 
always begun ; although, on many occasions, when his auxiliaries 
were all as busily occupied as himself, he betrayed a strong disposition 
to desert, and bietiJce nimself to the distant mansion, there was no 
one, when all were assembled together under its roof, sharing the 
hospitality of the captain and the smiles of his daughter, who ex- 
hibited a more disinterested anxiety to hurry all back again to their 
dutieiV 

The evening came, and the preparations having been completed, 
the bustling committee-men mounted their horses, and retreated to 
the village, leaving Gilbert's Folly to solitude ; for not even Herman 
returned to it that evening; but an unexpected guest made her 
appearance an hour after night-fall. As Catherine sat musing in the 
porch, perhaps moralising, as she watched the spark of *^ 
now strugghng in the moist grass, now fiitting amor 
boughs, and traced the resemblance it seemed to figure 
life of man — a tissue of linked light and darkness,— a 

o 3 
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flashed along the park, the roll of wheels was heard on the gtwrelM 
areniie, and before she had time to wonder or tnrmise, a eaniags 
tUfpped at the door, and m a moment she was ehwped in the arms of 
Miss Falconer. 

"Brara for mj dear s^!" cried the lady; ''my generalship is 
complete— I take eten my friend hy surprise. Wo, thttofore, to my 
enemies, for this is a part of raTpractice. Bmrdmt Eunka^ Kate ! as 
the old philosopher said, when he discorered what the little fishes knew 
before him ; I have discovered the enemy, and to-morrow I will 
take him ! Nerer trast me, if Congress do not order me a TOte of 
ttmki for my dooghty serrioes. Whett*& year fStther f " 

"Sleeping in his nrm-diair,'' replied Catherine, co nfoun ded by tha 
riTacity of her friend's expressions ; ** tired with enterttafaung so many 
people, and being so much on foot ; and I believe lie would haiw 
gone to bed, except for Mr.—timt is to say, Monsiear Bed-Jacket." 

<* Hang Monsienr Red-Jacket 1" cried Harriet, qnick)^. ** If he If 
here, get rid of him — ^I*ye a thousand thmgs to till jcm. Not here^ 
then ? but coming ? Shnt up the house, and fasten the doors— 4W 
admission to any superfluities to-night And pa 's sleepy, too f 
FtKk him off to bed, dear Kate ; tefi him 'tis ten o'clock ; or wait 
till we get the carriage away, and all quiet, and don't let him know 
of my arriral ; we'll surprise him in the morning. I tell you, y<m 
ttneonscionable girl, I hare such a secret to relate ! a secret so big 
and mighty, that I hare been more than half dead with keeping it 
etreadT!'* 

Ardent as were the lady's desires to escape the welcome of tha 
return for that night, she was doomed to disaj^oinCment. Tka 
bnstle of antral broke the captain's slumbers, and he rushed into tlie 
porch, after a host of domestics bearing lights, expressing Us 
rapture that his dear Hany had arriyed at such a lucky time— 
** For," said he, ** we 're laid in two hundred and fifty charges for the 
six-pounder, and we'll bare such a roar racket as has never been 
heard this ten yean ; and there's Tom Terry, the trumpeter, wm 
regularly brou^t up in the troop school, and blasts a charge to make 
your blood bou ! and there's the drums and fifes ! and there's nir 
boy Haman to read the Declaration I and, by the Lord, now I think 
of it, there's the Battle of Brandywine and Tom Loring djdnrt 
There nerer was such likenesses painted by mortal man." "Ae 
captain yawned fearfully while he spoke ; but the enthusiasm was 
fast dispelling his drowsiness. 

Miss Falconer groaned in spirit ; but woman's wit came to her 
assistance. She imitated his example, opened her lovely mouth, with 
an expressiveness his own could not resist, exclaimed — " Oh, how 
tired I am !" and concluded by rowinff she oonld not keep her eyes 
open, but must retire to rest forthwith. In this manner she suc- 
ceeded in escaping to Catherine's chamber, whence she immediately 
expelled bodi Ilicebe and her mother, charging the latter, as tlw 
captain had also signified his indisposition to retire, to lock up die 
iKmse, and admit no visitor to disturb her or her companion. Am 
soon as these instructions were g^ven, she turned to Catherine, and 
'' with extraordinaiy eagerness — ** The man with the red hal I 
How that helped the painter out of the brook— what has 
of him?" 
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*'I know not»** replied Ga&erine, surprised at the qoflstiM. 
"* What 1 has he never been seen m Hawk-Hollow again ? " 
''Beallj, I know not—I have never heard : I sappose not'* 
*'0h, you pocMT owls! blind birds that yon are I** exclaimfid 
Harriet, laughing, yet preserrmg an earnest air: "I believe, if 
Beelzebub himself came riding into the valley nobody would t/asffoct 
him to be a bad Christian, provided he kept his tail ia his eoat 
pocket As for the cloven hoo^ he might wear that naked ; no one 
would think <^ looking at it. And Gilbert, the Hawk oi the 
Hollow ! have yon heard of him no more ? " 

*' Oh, there is acooe idle mmour among the people, bat I think it 
foolish. Bot, Haniet, yon got my letter, wUii the advice I gave 
yon ? Tou most know, I had that from a sensible person I was 
obliged to take into the secret — " 

** Good heaven 1 " cried Harriet, in alarm, ^ you have not told anj 
one ? Catherine, how conld you ? l^iis may ruin all." 

**! do not know what it is to ruin, Hal ; but it will not ruin by 
betrayal of the secret. Mr. Hunter is—'* 

*^ Mr. Hunter 1 ** exeUdmed Harriet, in as much wonder as dismagr. 
^What I Bed-Jacket ? a strange, a vagabond daaber, to be made 
the reposkory of such confidence I Beally, Kate, you will drive me 
mad. How could you be so insane ? ** 

** These are severe rebukes, Harriet," said Miss. Loring, '^ and 
perhaps, in my case, they are jnst and well deserved ; but you will 
not be so harsh with Mr. Hunter, when you know him better. He is 
a gentleman, Harriet, in every particular, a high minded, honourable 
man. On his good will and friendly co-operation I knew I could 
rely: he was wrewd, sensible, and had seen one individual yoa 
inquired after ; I had no other person to look to for .advice. I 
acted with my best diser^on, Harriet, and for your sake.'* 
" Well, don*t pout now,** cried Miss Falconer, throwing her arms 
3 round her neck. *' Soldjers^— that is, generals — as Harry vows, are 

'^ ever pestilent scolds ; and you mast lay my shrewidmess to the dow 

« of military impulses. The thing can*t be helped ; I don't blame 

^ you ; if Bed-Jacket be really a sensible fellow, why there is no harm 

1 done ; and, as I said before, 1*11 patronise him ; and if the mattu: 

^ be not blown already, in good truth, he wiU not have time left him 

to do mischief. But now for my story — and know, Catherine, in the 
first i^ace, yon are surrounded by cut-throat tories — ^by skulking 
« refiigees — ^by the Hawks of Hawk-Hollow.*' 

<< Sure, Harriet, you are raving I** cried the captain's daughter in 

* affright. 

• t '* It is as true as that the stars are shining above us>" said Miss 
^ falconer, her eyes flashing with a soldier-like fire ; " and to-mwrow, 

when you look only for mirth and merry-making, you will perhaps 
^ see— ay, Kate, see them fight their last battle. It is well you had 

me to watch over you, you poor cowardly mouse ; or you m^ht 
' liave been scalped and murdered, a week before your wedd^***^ 

Bat all's safe, Kate ; so leaving trembling, and put yoo' 
my protecticm. To think we hi^ that blood-stained de? 
to us, when we were talking about him I Nay, to think 
in iit» house here^ and my brother and myself standii 
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Tnilr, Kate, had I known him, and conld hare laid mj haiida on a 
pUfcol, I should have fired it at the audacious monster — though I 
nave no doubt I should have hit some one else. That vagabond, 
malignant-mouthed villain with the red hat — ^who would have 
dreamed that blood-coloured covering was on the head of Oran 
Gilbert ? " 

'^ Impossible, Harriet ! Bemember that he was in the house here 
nearly an hour — that Green, the Indian trader; and at that very 
moment, the party waa chasing the true murderer beyond the 
river." 

*^ Nonsense I ** cried Miss Falconer, ^ nonsense and ignorance 
together. Listen to mv story, and talk no more of impossibilities." 

She then proceeded to relate, that, having recovered from the 
shock and confusion of mind produced by the sudden intelligence of 
her father's mishap, she began at once to gather all the information 
she could in relation to the outrage, and rack her ingenuity to 
penetrate the mysteries that attended and followed it The infor* 
mation communicated by Lieutenant Brook», in relation to the 
fbeitive of the white horse, though it added to the perplexities ot 
others, threw a gleam of light upon her active imagination. It ha« 
been mentioned that this young officer, while in full pursuit of 
Nehemiah, had lighted upon a certain pedlar, who had, out a few 
hours or moments before, exchanged horses with the parson— -a 
piece of traffic which the trader was then bitterly lamenting ; for 
though he confessed he had received a reasonable ** boot," or con- 
sideration, he declared he was never more cheated in his life, the 
horse being knocked up and almost wholly worthless, as any one, he 
said, might see ; he had been thrown off his guard by the holy 
character of Nehemiah ; " for who," said he, *' would think of being 
cheated by a parson ? " He was very desirous, so ereat was his rage 
at the imposition, to guide the party himself after the cheat : but Ua 
horse beine incapable of keeping up with the others, they were fain 
to receive his instructions, and leave him behind. 

Two suspicions instantly entered Miss Falconer's brain ; first, thai 
in the indignant pedlar, the pursuers had found and suffered to 
escape the very rogue they were seeking ; or, (and the second con» 
jecture seemed to her the more rational,) that they had lighted on 
some a^ent he had dispatched across the river for the purpose of 
misleading the aveneers, he himself assuming a new disguise, and 
boldl V remaining in tne Hollow, until the hue and cry were over. She 
could give no particular reasons for turning her suspicions upon the 
Indian trader, save that his fierce countenance and savage beanng had 
made a strong impression on her imagination ; and as she did not for 
a moment dream that the assassin could be any other than Oraa 
Gilbert, she waa as ready to discover his identity in the person d 
Green as in that of Nchemiah. In all this there was evidently, aa 
Catherine in fact perceived, a degree of confusion and hallucination 
in Miss Falconer's mind. The idea had seized upon her, and it waa 
impossible to shake her faith in the conception. It was in vain that 
Catherine uiiged the impossibility of merging the gigantic bulk of 
Nehemiah into the more moderate proportions of the trader : her 
mind was made up ; on that persuasion she had governed all her 
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by ** boping m before, that her honauMit madaoi wai wcU^ aad 
begging her pardon for angiag a goUHer's aong—- 

**<iod btaM Ctoorge WftSliliiftoD, God d-s ttw Klaf t " 

and was dated on the " tirentj-ohith June, if I reckon rights ^ the 
jear of onr Lord, anno Domini 1782.** 

It waa itated in this preeioiu bpiatle, that the different squads wen 
to meet on the fourth it Jnljr, at a graeral rendezrons within seven 
miles of Elsie Bell's tavern ; hat for what pnrpose he eonld not 
dirine ; the^ were, howerer, to meet their captain there. The place 
he coaid not describe ; hot as he was ordmd, with six otbos, la 
take post in it two or three da^ before the foorth, he pomised, om 
the night of the third, to deposit a letter containing a fhU deseriptioH 
of the place, together with his ilnal instmctions, at a certain spol 
near w park-gate, which he described with a soldier^s predsioo. 
There was nnich other matter in the scrawl, which Catherine onfy 
read so far as to satisfy herself that this bold traitor had laid a 
scheme for snrronnding the whole Inrking party ; and Harriet 
assured her that bis advice had been followed to a letter, that, at that 
very hoar, a strong force was marched thitherward from the armjr, 
and wonld be bjr sunrise, perhaps earlier, in command of all me 
escapes from Hawk-HoUow. ** Besides tbii,'' she cried with triomph, 
"rou will see some visitors among the feasters yon have not dreamed 
of-^Harry himself, Mr. Brooks, and Captain Caliver, at least, to 
receive the instmctions of the last letter. That, Kate, we will seek 
at the dawn of day: see how methodically my martial swaht 
discourses of the place of deposit. 

'' ' It's a spot yon can't miss, but to be certain yon shall start from 
the middle of the gate, facing right towards the house— maroii 
nineteen steps, then halt, face to the left, dress, and fetch five steps 
and a half more, which fetches you to a bush that has a sweet smelly 
with lonff leaves, notched like a saw*—' ** 

'' My bush of sweet fern, as I live ! " cried Catherine, in whom the 
revealments of her friend had produced an agitation bordering on 
terror. 

''Do yon know it then t Good luck to my trusty Parker, knave 
though he be. I have promised him a hundred guineas for his 
services ; and, o' my word, I'll make papa double them. Can't yon 
lead me to the bush to-night ? But no, he may not yet have sought 
it out ; and the sight of persons stirring in the park might fHghten 
him away. Come, Kate, out with the light — ^we nnist sleep fast, and 
be up early : I will rouse you at the first grey streak of the dawning, 
I warrant me. for I shall be dreaming of the matter all night. Oh f 
that letter I that letter ! if a maiden adoring, looks for the billets of 
her swain with more anxious impatience than I do for honest 
Parker's greasy hieroglyphics, sure am I, I should myself soon die of 
expectation, so soon as I got me a wooer. Oh, lack-a-day, Kate, 
kiss me, and good night ; for I think we have talked evening into 
midnight." 

Anxious as was the lady's desire to fall instantly asleep, she was 
doomed to a disappointment. Scarce had she murmered out the last 
ffood nf^bt in the arms of her friend, when a sudden strain of muMr 
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woke in the outer air, mingling the jangling of strings with ihe hut 
of a thoasand nocturnal insecti, flitting among the tieei. Sorivifled, 
nay, ahnort startled at the soimd of a guitar (lor inch her practiMd 
ear instantly knew the inatniHieiit to heX in a region so remote and 
msentimental, she raised her bead from the pillow, and had soon the 
satisfaction of hearing an agreeable Toice, msnfy, yet capable of 
much tenderness of expression, added to the instmment. 

'' Oho, Kate," said she, *' do yon hear that ? Kow suppose my 
mad confederates should have stolen a mardi upon me, and, in their 
zeal, made the dawn of the fourth out of the midnight of the third ? 
They say, Mr. Brooks sings well and plays — but foh ! I never heard 
that voice before — I was dreaming. Listen !'* 

She held her peace, and hearkening with no little curiosity, was 
able to distinguifii (a window of the chamber having been left open 
to admit the balmy night-air) the words €i the following little 
serenade : 



Taa waxpFooftwnx.. 



Sleep, dMp! be thine tbe sleep tlut 

throws 
Elyvlum o'er the soul's repose, 
Without a dream, save such as wind, 
Like midDlKht augels, through the mind ; 
While I am watdhing on the hill, 
I, and the wailing whlppoorwill. 

Ob whlppoorwlll, oh wfalppoorwill. 

Sleep, sleep I and ooce again I '11 tell 
The oft-pronounced, yet vain* fkrewell: 
8a<di should his word, oh maiden, be, 
Who litts the flited eye to thee; 
Soeh should It be, befbre the chain 
That wraps his spirit, binds his brain. 
Oil whlppowwill, oh whippoorwni. 



Sleep, sleep! tb« Alp has left ttM dum^ 

The steed awaits his kwd no mofe; , 

His lord still madly lingers by. 

The flttal maid he cannot fly. 

And UirldB the wood, and cUmte AM 

hm. 
He and the wailing wbippoorwilL 

Oh whippoorwQl, oh wbippoorwilL 

Sleep, sleep I the morrow hastens on : 
Then shall the wailing slave be gone. 
Flitting the hin-top far, Ibr fbir 
The sounds of Joy may reach hia car ; 
The sounds of Joy I — the hoUow knell 
Pealed from the mocking chapel-bell. 
Oh whippoorwill, oh whlppoorwflL 



" Vighty well 1 '' exclaimed Miss Falconer, so soon as the 
roundelay was finished. ** That is one of Jinglenm's madrigals, I 
dare be sworn ; for there 's the ' ship' and Uie * steed' in it : and I 
never yet saw or heard of one of his compositions that had not a 
touch of salt water and the saddle. And so the dear ape has got 
to singing, has he ? and he mourns the merry marriage-bell, Sie 
goose-cap ! Beally, I had no idea the youth had so good a voice." 

^ You are mistaken," said Catherine, who Miss Falconer almost 
suspected was asleep, for she did not lift her head from the pillow, 
and rather muttered out the words than spoke, "It is the young 
gentleman, Mr. Hunter." 

** Hah, Indeed ! " cried Harriet, quickly ; " and he has got to 
chains and chapel -bells too ? But, pho, I forgot you told me about 
his singing. This serenading, though, is somewhat presumptuous. 
Well now, good youth, get you gone, and let us to our slumbers. 
I'll rouse you, Kate, I warrant me. Why, good Heaven, what is the 
matter ? Crying again, Catherine. Sure, tf I spoke roughly to you, 
Kate, I did not mean to offend you ; and you must remember, it was 
on my father's account I became so suspicious, and adverse to 
strange advisers and confidants." 

She did not doubt that Catherine was brooding over her former 
hasty and reproachful expressions ; and she knew her too well to be 
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fttrprisedy when the nuuden replied to her apology only by flinging 
her arms ronnd her neck, and sobbing on her bosom. Before she 
could attempt to soothe her, the serenader again struck his in- 
strument, and began chanting a melody of extreme sadness, but to 
words of such mystical purport, tliat they instantly en^ged her 
whole attention, in an eager desire to penetrate their meamng. 

Shall I speak it to the night-wind? 

Shall I hreathe it to the sky ? 
It ifl spoken in a whisper, 

It is uttered in a sigh ; 

And the sigh shall be the saddest, 

And the whisper shall be low, 
Like the sonnd of hidden runlets, 

In their melancholy flow. 

There's a sigh comes on the west wind—* 

Hark 1 it rustles through the leaves, 
Like the moan— — 

But here the artist abruptly ceased singing ; his voice and the 
sonnd of the instrument were as suddenly hushed as if annihilation 
had on the instant rapt him into the world of spirits. Miss Falconer 
sprang from bed, and ran to the window, hoping to discover the 
cause of so extraordinary an interruption, but without any success. 
A sable cloud, gradually stealing up from the west, and at intervals 
glimmering with faint flashes of lightning, had invested the heavens, 
and all was darkness, especially under the lime-trees near the 
window, from which the music proceeded. She thought, at first, 
that she heard the murmuring of voices, as if the singer had been 
arrested in his task by the coming of a second individual ; but they 
were low, and so mingled with the rustling of leaves, that she doubted 
if her ears had not deceived her ; she peered through the curtains 
and the vines that encircled the window, into the darkness, without 
being able to detect anything like a moving figure ; and she listened 
with as little effect for the sound of voices or footsteps. Whatever 
had brought the serenade to so abrupt a close, it was certain that it 
was over, and that the singer had departed. *' Perhaps," she said, as 
she again threw herself into the couch, ** the tender youth is afraid 
of the rain ; and in truth, there was a drop fell upon my hand. So 
much for spoiling a lady's rest, good Red-Jacket I I hope he may 
get a duclung before he reaches the hovel. This is rather an odd 
sort of a man for a painter. Good night, Kate — now we will sleep 
in comfort and quiet.'' 



CHAPTER XV. 

I do not like thee. Doctor Fell ! 
The reason why I cannot tcU, 
But I do not like thee, Doctor Fell. 

Ahxiett, expectation, and perhaps an unusual degree of restlessness 
on the part of her friend, who soon fell asleep, kept Miss Falconer 
awake until a very late hour ; and when she opened her eyes after a 
short and uneasy slumber, she found a atxeak of sunshine playing on 
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the window-curtains. She started op hastily, yet so softly, as not to 
discompose the captain*8 daughter, with regard to whom she seemed 
to have altered all her resolutions : she arrayed herself with such 
celerity and silence, as indicated a desire to escape while Catherine 
yet slumbered ; and indeed it appeared, fJiat so far as the sleeping 
maiden was concerned. Miss Falconer had changed her feelings as 
well as designs. She eyed Catherine occasionally with a countenance 
on which suspicion seemed struggling with anger ; and when she had 
completed her toilet, she stole up to the bedside, and surveyed her 
with a look of anger ; which was the more extraordinary, as Cathe- 
rine at that moment presented an appearance of the most attractive, 
and, in fact, seraphic beauty : her hands were clasped together under 
her chin as if some thought of rapture were sMning through her 
spirit ; a smile of such defight as can only come from a heart both 
guileless and happy, beamed from her visage ; her lips moved, as if 
breathing the accents of joy, though no sound came from them ; and 
the tears that stole from beneath the closed eyelids, were evidently 
shed in pleasure, not sorrow. Miss Falconer's countenance darkened 
as She gazed ; but she gazed only for a mcnnent ; and soon stealing 
from the bedside, she crept out of the chamber. 

The rattling of the latch as the door closed dispelled the dream of 
delight, and Catherine instantly arose and prepared to follow her 
friend, whom she had in vain called after to return. Miss Falconer 
had already left the house, and long before Catherine reached her, she 
saw that she had found her way to the memorable bush of fern. She 
saw also, without explanation from her friend, that some singular 
accident had defeated, at the veiy moment of its accomplishment, the 
plan 80 subtilely laid and so zealously pursued. No letter or scrap 
of any kind was found in the appointed place ; yet it was evident the 
bush had been visited by at least one, perhaps by two persons, in the 
course of the night. It was deranged and torn ; two flat stones were 
found lying at its roots, which Miss Falconer did not doubt had 
been designed to protect the paper from the dews of the night as well 
as the eyes of passers-by, and there were foot-prints in the grass, 
«ome of which were venr distinct, having been left since a light rain 
that had fallen during the night 

The chagrin and dismay of Miss Falconer at this unlodked-for 
terou'nation of her hopes, entirely drove from her mind the recoUec* 
tion of her late displeasure, together with its secret cause. She 
wondered and lamented, and devised a thousand suppositions for 
explaining the phenomenon, but without satisfying herself. Was it 
possible the treachery of her agent could have been discovered by his 
comrades, at the very moment of its consummation ? Could such a 
discovery have been made by accident, and in the dead of the night ? 
What now was she to do ? how supply the information of which she 
had been robbed ? how act upon that already received ? how avert 
the ridicule of the coadjutors she had drawn into her schemes ? how 
propitiate her brother ? For sure he had not ceased laughing at her 
from the hour he was let into the secret, and would make it thethome 
of raillery to his dying day. 

To the latter questions Miss Loring could frame no answers ; but 
in regard to the former and more important, she expressed her 
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donbU wtMBAa the aceat had reaUj Timtod the appoioCed plaee at 
all. It was not probwle he oonld himielf haye foand his wqr to the 
hash at nMjht, or that another should have followed him to it The 
maiks of rooteteps were, in all likelihood, left bj some of the patrons 
of the jubilee ccdlecting shmbs and flowera to adorn the Tostmni'^ 
her garden had been thrown open to them for the purpose, and, she 
doubted not, ihtj had alreadj despoiled it. What was more probable 
liiaa that some oif those persons, returning from the boose to the pro- 
montorj, should have nosed the sweet-smelling dirub as the^ passed 
by, and appn^atod its leafy honours akmg with those of other 
plants discorered on the waj ? Parker might yet oome and deliver 
his communication in penon; or perhaps he found it impofisible 
to escape the Tigilance of his wild comrades, now rendered doobly 
watchful by the gathering of so many people in their neighbouhood. 
It was plain that ELarriet must now give up the prosecution of the 
scrutiny into ^e hands of more fitting agents. If there were refugees 
in the nad, a single word eoold convert the assembled revellers into 
soldiers, who would instantly scour the hills in every direction, and 
rid thmr peaceful solitude of snch dangerous intruders ; and if the 
companies and officers Miss Falconer had spoken of had taken posi- 
tion in the woods, a general rising of the people must result in the 
eaptare of periuips we whole gang. It was plain, at least, that the 
wisest plan to be followed was, to remain in tranquillity until her 
lulitaiy friends arrived, when it would remain for them to deter- 
mine what further steps were to be taken. 

The frustration of her sanguine hopes threw a shadow over Miss 
Falconer's spirits, and {dunged her besides into a fit of peevishness, 
whidi ^e before long indulged to aa extent that bodi surprised snd 
pained her friend. Thus, her father making his appearance the mo- 
Bent they returned to the house, and so soon as he had expressed his 
joy at seeing her, declaring she should see ** his excellent young dog. 
Hunter, the painter, the greatest genius and most capit^ ^'^ 
soonndrel in the whole worid,"* she let fall certain expressions of 
.aQocn that might have stirred the captain's cholera had his mind not 
been wholly occupied with ** the grand picture,** irfuch it was now ia 
his power to exhibit. The painter had laboured with much zeal, andy 
tiiree Olr four days before, had brought his sketch to the mansion to 
receive the father's and daughter's criticism on what had been done, 
as well as to introduce the captain's figure ; and he was easily p*^ 
vailed upon to accept his patron's imitation, and continue his labours 
until the sketch should be com];deted on die spot. 

Notwithstanding her dissatisfaction of mind, lifiss Falconer could 
not deny, that so far as he had gone the artist had exhibited no little 
skill in the design and execution of his piece. It represented the 

Sang hero lying across the knees of his father, while Catherine 
dt at his side, her hands clasped between those of her dying bro- 
ther. A dead horse, a young oak-tree shivered by a cannon-bal^ * 
broken gpun-carriage, luid two or three other characteristic obyeotf, 
made up, with this ^roup, the fore-ground of the picture ; while the 
back-ground, to which little had been yet done, was skebdbeA over 
with hflls and trees, and a confused medley of conteBtion--braken 
columns of men, flying horses, and wroaAs of smoke. 
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With the three portraits lnCss Falconer vns very much struck: she 
had the vehement testimony of Captain Loring, and the melanelioly 
assent of his daughter, in regard to the likeness of the expiring youth ; 
and she could see with her own eyes how well the painter had suc- 
ceeded with both the others ; though, as Captain Lonng averred, ** he 
did not like so much red on his nose ; and as for the tears .that the 
young fellow has put into my eyes^" he exclaimed, blubbering as he 
spoke, " why that's all nonsense, for I never shed a tear in my life — 
adzooksjldidn^t!" 

While the three were engaged surveying the dcetch, the painter 
himself entered the apartment. Piercing, and almost fierce and me- 
nacing, was the look with which Miss l^coner regarded him ; and 
her recognition of his salutation was haughty in the extreme. She 
observed too, with high displeasure, with what frank and almost eager 
haste Catherine extended him her hand, and how her voice tremMed 
in the uttered welcome, as if it were bestowed upon one endeared by 
long years of friendship; and she turned upon Catherine a look that 
almost frightened her from her propriety, when the latter, leading 
Hunter up. to present him with a more ceremonious form than her 
father had thought fit to use, said, as if to bespeak her good-will at 
once — ** This, l^ss Falconer, is mv good and iialned friend and con- 
fidant** (she strove to pronounce the word archly], •• Mr. Hunter." 

'' It is very well,** said Harriet, turning coldly away, and fixing her 
eye upon the picture. " I am admiring his work, and striving to 
understand it.** 

** I do not pretend to be very perspicuous," said the painter, disre- 
garding the mortifying reception, and the perhaps equally ungrateful 
sarcasm. " Mystery is said to be an ingredient in the sublime ; and 
as that is m^ aim, of course (it belongs to the aspirations of aU 
youthful candidates for immortality X I luways contnve to be' as full 
of mystciy as possible.** 

To this speech, which was uttered with an air of pleasantry. Miss 
Falconer onlv replied by a second penetrating stare, and then fixed 
her eyes agam upon the sketch. 

The painter, determined not to find ofience where it was palpably- 
meant, resumed his discourse, saying — ^ I am afraid that my fooUsh 
music last night may have distuibed Miss Falconer. I forgot she 
had a right to be fatigued after her journey, until the plac& of a rain- 
drop in my eye, as I lifted it romantically to heaven, brought me to 
my senses, and ludicrously enough, in the very middle of one of Mr. 
Jingleum's best pieces.** 

•* You knew, then, that I Oh, certidnly I the carriage rattled by 

IBsie's door. I am sensible of the compliment, sir, and return you 
my thanks.** These expressions Miss Falconer uttered with much 
vivacity, and began the question which she ceased so abruptly, in a 
voice of eagerness. Indeed, she felt that she had been almost thrown 
off her guard ; and she therefore, without any purpose, except to 
divert the attention of those present to another subject, and certainly 
with no definite object in view, said, laying her finger at the same 
time on the sketch — ** I do not well understand this tree, sir. What 
kind do vou call it ?" 

** Oh,*'^ said Hunter, with a smile, ** that is a palm." 
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" A palm !** cried MiM Falconer, ereing him with titrpriM ; ^'and 
pray, sir, how came a palm on the hills of the Brandjwine ?*' 

The question threw the painter into confusion, which was increased 
br the keen and searching glances of the critic, over whom this third 
YioUtion of propriety seemed to produce as strong an effect as the 
detection of it did on the unlucky artist." 

^ A palm ! good heaTens," he stammered, with a laugh, ** and I 
did not mvself discover the incongruitj before J Ah, Miss Falconer, 
Tou are the verjr princess of censors ; and I am glad you saw the 
fault before it might ^ve been too late to remedy it. But ' use doth 
breed a habit in a man/ as the great poet says ; and painters are only 
flesh and blood after alL This comes of taking my first lessons in 
painting among the lagoons of Carolina. I must look close ; I war- 
rant me I have stuck a live oak into the picture also." 

** Beally, sir,** said MiRS Falconer, whom the opportunity of playing 
the critic seemed to have put into a better humour, ** I must beg 
pardon for my is:norance. I thought that in Carolimi we had no 
palms except cabbage-trees ; and this has a marvellous soaring, long- 
leaved, cocoa-nut appearance, judging from the prints I have seen of 
that tree, for of the tree itself I am quite ignorant." 

'* You are right, madam," said the painter *, '* the cocoa-nut is in 
every way a much finer pdm than the cabbage-tree ; and for that 
reason I have always been accustomed to take a painter's license with 
the latter, to make it as graceful and stately as possible. Fainting, 
you know, b a sort of palpable poetry ; and one must not be tied 
down too closely to nature." 

*'The cocoa-nut has an immensely long leaf, has it not?" de- 
manded Miss Falconer. 

**Full fifteen feet," said the painter, warming into enthusiasm; 
** and each one so much shaped like a great waving feather, that yon 
might deem it a plume plucked from the wing of Lucifer, or some 
other colossus of demons. One can never forget its majestic appear- 
ance who has once looked upon the tree." 
* ^ Tou have been, then, in the Islands ? " 

^ Certainly, madam, yes ; that is to say, in mv early youth, when 
the tree mode a great impression on my mind. You nuiy judge, 
therefore, how natural it is that I should amend our inferior palms, 
by adding somewhat of the beauty of those that belong to the 
tropics." 

** Oh, very natural," ioid Harriet ; ** but it is quite droll you should 
put one upon the Brandywine." 

And with this indifferent remark she closed a conversation that 
seemed, even to the unsuspicious Catherine, to be somewhat embar- 
rassing to the painter, though she was glad to find how quick it dis- 
pelled her friend's peevish humour. 

They wore soon summoned to the breakfast-table, to partake of a 
hasty repast previous to visiting the scene of celebration, towards 
which several merry-makers were seen directing their way, even at 
this early hour. Miss Falconer appeared surprised that the young 
man did not instantly take his leave $ but she soon discovered he was 
^or the purpose of attending her kinswoman to the promontoiy, 
having been expressly delegated to him by the captain, who 
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iiad accepted the honourable and highly respondble commaad of the 
w-poander, and the three or four vagabonds who were to serre it» 
and had therefore duties of his own to look after. He soon deserted 
the table» saying he left his young painter " to look after her and his 
Kate ; his rogues were «coming after the powder, and he knew they 
would shoot off some of their legs or anns, adzooks, unless he accom- 
panied them back to the hill.'* 

In the meanwhile, Miss Falconer, discharging her hauteur and 
petulance altogether, talked freely with the captain's guest, and 
Appeared much interested in his conversation and many obvious good 
qualities. But it was observable, that as her ease and fnmkness in- 
creased, those of Hunter prc^rtionately fell, until he became visibly 
reserved and almost silent. This mood, however, did not last long ; 
and by the time the little party was on its way to the scene of festivity 
he was as gay aad spirited as ever. 



CHAPTER XVI. 

Then came the felon on his sable stecA.'-Tfuodore end Honaria, 

Thb festival, so far as events allowed it to proceed, was rather a 
picnic of a somewhat patriotic character than a true national celebra- 
tion ; and such, indeed, it might have been esteemed, had it not been 
for the occasional roar of the six-pounder, and the ambitions din 
kept up by the muskets and the drum and fife of a small company of 
volunteers, the only portion of the county militia who could be 
induced to honour Hawk-HoUow with their attendance. Few, how- 
efer, as were the persons present, they claimed to form in themselves. 
ihe flower of the district ; and rather rejoicing in than regretting the 
absence of the great multitude, they proceed^ with ze^ to dispatch 
what was esteemed the business of the day, in order that they might 
the sooner advance to its pleasures. In fact, all interest in the proper 
business of celebration was soon found to be confined to Captain 
Iioring, the officers of the day, and their immediate adherents and 
partisans ; the greater number of revellers, both male and female, 
preferring to ramble about in groups along the river shore, rather 
than to sit in solemn expectation on the promontory awaiting the 
beginning of the proceedings. 

In the meanwhile, those who were most zealous in the cause which 
had brought them together, remained on the top of the promontoiy, 
wiling the time in conversation until the moment should arrive fixed 
on for opening the rites of the day. The prospect from this ele- 
vation was extensive, and, at one spot, it comprehended a view of 
a horse-path sloping down the hills on the further bank of a river 
which, in seasons of drought like the present, was there fordable. 
Xt looked besides over a part of the valley, and afforded a clear 
glimpse of the public highway, at a place near to the park-gate, 
where it ran over a hill. Both these roads possessed, on the present 
occasion, a peculiar interest in the mind of Miss Falconer, and she 
had chosen ner resting-place with the viev^ of keeping them always 
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in her eye. She was followed to it by a select group, eonasting, 
besides we captain's daughter, of the painter, the orator of the day. 
Doctor Merribody, and a few of that immediate coterie. Her vivacity 
on this occasion was remarkable ; but it was observed by many that 
there was a degree of restlessness and even uneasiness in her deport- 
ment, which were displayed in her frequent changes of conversatioii, 
and the piercing looks she occasionally bent on all {Nresent, as if in 
some sudden and short-lived fit of aostraction that rendered her 
unconscious of them herself. These glances she bestowed more fine- 
qnently upon her friend Catherine than any other person present ; 
wough some supposed they proceeded from solicitude ; for it w&s 
now remarked, that the captain's daughter was thinner aad paier 
than of dd, as if suffering from some hidden or not yet fully deve* 
loped indisposition. 

The individual who shared her piercing looks in the second degree 
was undoubtedly the painter, with whom she carried on a conversa- 
tion frequently veiy animated, and distinguished by a kind of mali- 
cious ambition, no one knew why, unless it proceeded from sheer 
good-will to betray him into inconsistencies and contradictions. She 
took occasion to recur to the subject of the serenade, and requested 
him, with many compliments, to resume ** the pretty little ditty of 
the Sigh and the Whisper," as she called it, which had been so 
abruptly terminated on the preceding night by the rain-cloud ; and 
the request being backed by that of others, he verv good-naturedly 
consented to sing, objecting to the lay in question, that being entirely 
of a serenading character, and therefore unfit for chaunting by day- 
light. ** Instead' of that," said he, ** I will sing you the song df 
* River, O river 1 ' which always brings back the dear Fedee to my 
recollections." And so saying, with but little of that hemming and 
coughing, which we have good authority for esteeming the " prelude 
to a bad voice," he immediately sang the following little roundelay: — 



Blver, river of light! whereon 

The eyes of my youth were cast, 
And many an Idle hour and day 

In mirth and joy were past ; 
Still bright and quiet thou flowest on, 

As flow'd my earlier years. 
Without a ripple, save those that rise 

Beneath my dropping tears. 

Hiver, river 1 the trees still shake 

Their leaves In thy passing tide ; 
And the nodding flowers the glassM 
flowers see, 

That mock them as they glide. 
'Twas thus, even thus, in ages gone; 

But others, alas ! all flown, 
Were wont to sit on thy grey old 
rocks, 

Wliere now I rest alone. 



River, O river ! thy charm is gone. 

For those that gave It are fl4!d ; - 
And the thoughts thou wakest are dtA 
and sad — 

Tlie thoughts of the distant dead. 
None of them rest where they should rest. 

By the waters they loved to see ; 
And thy green banks a grave shall yield 

To none unless to me. 

River, river I my lady yet 

Walks on thy verdant shore ; 
But though she smiles on thy bright blue 
waves. 

She smiles on me no more. 
I will not look on thy happy tide, 

Kor list to thy breeze's stir, 
When knowing, however she sighs by fliee, 

Another sighs with her. 



A deep sigh came from the breast of Jingleum ; but before it had 
reached any ear but his own, Miss Falconer fixed her eyes on the 
singer, and asked him, with much inquisitorial emphasis — *' I*ray, sir, 
how came those ' grey old rocks * into the Pedee ? " 

** How ?" echoed Herman. " Truly, I know not ; that is a ques- 
tion for a geologist.*' 
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Really, sir," nid the lady, malicionslj, "I am sarprised they 
shonld be found in the Pedee, which, I have heard, rolls through a 
quagmire." 

**Yoa are right, Miss Falconer. The Fedee proper is without 
rocks ; but the Yadkin, which is the upper portion of it, and moun- 
tainous, has as rugged a bed as any other river. Bat allow me to 
say," this he uttered with a smile of triumph, as if aware of her desire 
to catch him tripping, ** yon appear to suppose the song com- 
memorative of my native river ; whereas, if I can believe the poet, 
my friend, Mr. Jingleum^ it relates entirely to the Delaware be- 
fore us." 

*' Ah, I forgot I I thought yon were speaking of the Fedee ; and 
I longed to show my knowledge of geography," said the lady. ** But 
hark, sir ! there is the roll of the drum ; the volunteers are cocking 
dieir pieces, the captain is just priming the artilleiy, and now we 
shall have the signal for beginning the ceremonies. I hope, sir, you 
have well studied the Declaration ? " 

** I have, madam," said the youth, who seemed to discover some- 
thing offensive in the bantering question ; ** and, however incompe- 
tent to the task of pronouncing it with eloquence, or even effect, I 
believe there is no one present who has given it more thought than 
my own unworthy self." 

At the signal thus indicated, the various truants on the river bank 
were seen thronging hastily up the hill ; and the orator, reader, and 
officers of the day, immediately ascended the rostrum. 

Before the preliminaries were all completed, an exclamation from 
Captain Loring, who had mounted with them, drew the eyes of all 
across the river. — "Soldiers, by the Lord ! adzooks, soldiers!" he 
cried ; and the patriots beheld three horsemen, in military attire, 
riding down the horse-path on the opposite bank of the river. 

** hook, Harriet, my dear, look ! " continued the captain, eagerly ; 
** 'tis your brother Harry, I'll be sworn I Could tell him among ten 
thousand. Sits his hor^e like a general ; and a wonderful handsome 
dog — and see, he is waving his handkerchief I" 

But Miss Falconer was at this moment staring at another object in 
a contrary direction, of more attraction even than her brother. She 
beheld a single horseman, riding slowly along the road by the park 
gate, wending his way towards the cottage of Elsie Bell, and ap- 
parently too much wrapped up in his own reflections to bestow a 
glance, or even a thought, upon the scene of commotion presented by 
the promontory. The distance of the road was at least a mile j but 
it was easy to perceive, first, that the man was mounted on a white 
horse, and secondly that his head^gear was of a flaming red colour — 
two circumstances that tilled both the eyes and the heart of the gaser 
with Are. She turned her face to the rostrum, on which Hunter was 
already displaying the record of a nation's enfranchisement ; but 
interrupted his proceedings without ceremony, crying eagerly— 
'* You have a painter's eyes, Mr. Hunter— do you know that man on 
the road yonder? A red hat, I think? a raw-boned horse? An 
acquaintance of yours, Mr. Hunter ? " 

" An acquaintance ? " echoed the painter, with a look of surprise. 
" At this distance, it is impossible—^" 
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** Mr. Jingleam, what say yoi^ ^ cried Hiianriet kastity ; " or you, 
Mr. Pepperel?" 

'* The midnight oil, Miss Falconer/' murmnred the modest bard ; 
but was interrupted by the lawyer saying, " It is necessary, before 
arriving at a conclusion, to examine into the premises ; and, before 
deciding upon this matter, I should like to have, not only the eridence 
of niy own eyes, but the evidence of the eyes of other persons—** 

When he was, in turn, silenced by the sudden exclamation of 
Doctor Merribody — " I know the fellow as well as I know my own 
patients," he cried, pursing his eyebrows together ; " 'tis that scoui- 
drelly quack fellow, John Green, the Indian trader : and I hope that 
he may come here before night, that somebody may get drunk and 
trounce him." 

** Bravo r' cried Miss Falconer; and, turning towards the river, 
she waved her handkerchief, as if to hasten the advance of her 
martial friends. 

** Nonsense ! " cried Hunter, eagerly, but manifesting some little 
agitation. ** What I Green, the good fellow that pulled me ftom the 
brook ? Nonsense, doctor ; that man is twice as tall ; and beiideii^ 
he rides quite a different horse." 

** I'll stand up to it," said the doctor, with dignity. ** As for his 
horse, why these traders are always buying and stealmg ; and there's 
his red hat, as clear as a bunch of sumach, the red-headed villain t 
Bat never mind any such vagabonds : read away Hunter, my boy, and 
let Jingleum begin, for I am as hungry as a horse-leech, and I long 
to be at something more substantial than all your confounded ora- 
tUms." 

'*Hang the reading," cried the painter, petulantly, ''let as see 
iHiat's in the wind first. We should at least be civil to the militaiy 
officers : yon see the;^ are regulars, and there, they have given ap 
their horses to old Bichard, the coachman, and are running up the 
hill, like three hounds after breakfast. Bogues, yon will be sorted ! 
and fair Britonuirt, yon shall this time wave the lance of cunning in 
vain I " The last expressions were muttered within Uie recesses of 
his own heart. 

In the meanwhile, the three officers, ascending the hill quicldy, 
were met by Miss Falconer, who flew to meet them, ciying, '* To 
horse, gentlemen, to horse ! the game is riding into yonr very arms." 

These words were heard even at the rostrum, and filled all present 
with surprise, which was not much allaved when the youngest of the 
three martialists, seizing upon Miss Falconei^s hand, exclauned, with 
a langh — ** Egad, sister Hal, we have resolved to convert yon into 
prince Hal, and make you toxy-taker general. Here's my. friend 
Captain Caliver, who admires yonr abilities at strategy immensely; as 
for Brooks, why, gad's my life, he is your Grand Vizier. But where *s 
oor dog Parker ? and what news of those vagabond Hawks of the 
Hollow ? Where's the chief, Jonun, or Chiam, or what d'ye call it ? 
Ah, Captain Loring, my excellent friend ! Ah, Miss lioring t ah, 
Ifiss— ^" 

''Brother," cried Harriet, with an energy that startled all present, 
^ITOU have no time for compliments. Accident has repaired the 
injuries of accident, and fate has thrnst him yon seek into yonr 
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vei^ hands, Mount, gentlemen, mount I Monnt, all who have horses, 
and ride np the ravine to the witch's cottage : the volnnteers, and all 
our friends here who are on foot, can mn across the fields and secure 
the road, so as to previmt retreat The man in the red hat, and with 
a white horse — the canting Poke, or the sonr-monthed Green — all is 
one for that ; seize him, and yon seize Uie most audacious of traitors, 
the most ferocious of assassins !** 

•« Adaooks ! " cried Captain Loring, « what's all thia ?" 
** It means, captain, egad/* said joung Falconer, grinning with pnae 
delight, ** that Hal here has been hnntittg your famona Hawks till aho 
haa found them ; and now, egad, if we can believe her, she is abont 
ti> nab them. Aa for the road, sister, we hare that safe enough mA 
tmeaty foot and ten picked horse coming down from the Gap ; time 
are two companies also ordered to the vulase ; and if tou want moie 
force, why we must e^en caU upon the volunteers. The end of all 
this, gentlemen,*' oontinned the delighted lieutenant, **i8, that yon 
tAve a gang of rofugeea among you, and that their leader, Oram, or 
Joram Qill^rt, or whatever they call hhn — Captain Gilbert, they call 
him, a veiy Md murdering fellow — has just ridden by, as Mias 
Slalooiier says, and in a red l&t, egad, and on a white horse, and witii 
fliDiiie doaen names ov two, and so gentlemen, well mount horse and 
take him." 

Had a thunderbolt darted from the blue aky among the group 
assembled on the hill, it could not have produced a more sudden 
terror than did the name of the renowned refogee, with the announov- 
ment of his proximity to the scene of celebration. The name of the 
outlaw was fiamiliar to all as an omen of fear and blood, and while 
many of the young men echoed it after the lieutenant with open 
dismay, it produced such a general scream from the women as nuide 
tile roeks resound, and added but little to the courage of their pro- 
tectors* As for the lieutenant himself, he seemed to be vastly diverted 
by the general explosion of fHght ; though he instantly waved bis 
Irnnd to his friends, calling upon Captain Caliver to mount, and 
waggishly directing his brother lieutenant to ^* form the women and 
volunteers, and march them to the scene of action ;" when Hunter, 
leaping down from the rostrum exclaimed — *^This is a mistake, an 
abmrSty, I can aaanre you, Miss Falconer, that the man who rode 
by is no more a Hawk of the Hollow than I am ; at least, I am cer- 
tain he is not Green, tibe trader, whom I will vouch to be an honest 



** Let Mr. Hunter first avouch that for himself," said Miss Falconer, 
with a glance of fhre ; ** the question will soon be asked him. Quick, 
brother, quick I luwbe, gentlemen, haste I and all who can do nothing 
better, follow me up to the road-side." 

Perhaps the singular sarcasm the young lady thought fit to fling at 
the painter, was unheard by him, for finding that, despite his remour 
strance, the officers were running down the hill towaids their horses, 
he uttered a sudden shoht, and immediately imitated their example, 
bounding along at sneh a pace that he soon outstripped the fleetest. 
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fortanate for Herman, that his spirit and adAress soon won him the 
good wi]l of the cavahy (xfficer (fiir sadi was Captain Caliyer) at his 
heels. 

He had remarked ll» «eizare of his friend's charger, and at first 
meditated awnttMid reprimand. He succeeded in coming within 
apeddng distance, as Hunter toiled up an ascent of nnasual rugged- 
9688, and instantly hailed him — *^ Harkee, my friend,'* said he, "you 
ride like a gentleman, and a little training would fit you for the 
army : but do yon know yon have mistaken yonr horse ? " 

<< Faith, there is no mistake about it," cried the painter, " for my 
horse was not on the ground. In such an emergency, sir — ^But, 
enough. Are you armed, captain ? are you anned ?" 

'' Surely my holsters are at my saddle-bow," quoth the cavalry 
officer, spurring up, as he reached a more level ground, on which he 
could display all the qualities of his charger ; " and as surely yon 
will find Harry Falconer's at his, if you know how to use them. 
Harkee, my friend, I will not make so bold as to consider you in a 
fright, but you are quite white about the lips." 

** Ay, true," said the painter, dapping his hand to the holsters, and 
drawing forth a weapon, but taking no particular notice of the 
soldier's insinuation. *' Captain, had you not better draw up, and 
wait for some of the company, while I push on and secure the road ?" 

" I row to heaven," said Captain Caliver, ** I would knock you ofiF 
your horse, did I not know you spoke in the ignorant innocence of 
your heart. Draw up, and wait for company I It is not in my 
nature to call any man an ass, except a private ; and you are here, I 
think, as a volunteer. So, Mr. Gentleman-volunteer, be pleased to 
look upon me as commander-in-chief, and attend to my instructions. 
Do you know that Oran Gilbert, when you see him ? " 

** How should I ? The Indian trader, to be sure, I know ; and you 
will soon find that this fellow of the white horse is no more like him 
than I am." 
: " Very weU-— fall behind, Mr. Gentleman-volunteer, and " 

** I will do no such thing," said the youth, stoutly ; " I will ride, 
fight, and kill refugees with any man in the county ; and if you show 
me one, I'll engage to shoot him at sixty paces, that is, vnih a good 
pistol— I will, by the Lord ! " 

And so saying, the volunteer brandished his pistol with such 
ardour, that it suddenly went off in his hand, with a report that set 
the whole ravine roaring, and materially expHsdited the march of 
their followers, who responded with an instant cheer. 

The captain of cavalry stretched forth his hand, seized Hunter's 
bridle, and was about to express certain rough suspicions, which this 
untimely explosion created in his mind, when the painter cried out, 
with as much apparent innocence as confiision — " Egftd, I believe 
'twas a hair-trigger?" 

" Spur up, and no mwe firing," cried the soldier ; " or, by the 
eternal Jupiter, I'll knock you off your horse. You have alarmed the 
wigwam. See what a hubbub you have raised in the van, as well as 
on the rear! the tavern is in commotion. Hah! by the eternal 
Jupiter, there goes Red-hat! Spur up, gentlemen volunteer; or, 
by the eternal Jupiter, the fellow will escape I" 

H 4 
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The i«port of the putoi had indeeci reached the TraTeHer's Baft* 
and drawn forth its tmo or three inmateii, who eonld nonr eaaily 
behold the whole train of horBcmen dashing fnriousl^r up the ravine ; 
and the quick eye of Captain Caliver was not slow in detecting a 
person on horseback, with a red hat, nricking hastily away from the 
oottage. 

*^ The game is spmng^— the rabbit is np I'* he cried, while the fisa 
that burned on liis diin nose seemed to haTe raised a kindred flash m 
his dark grey eyes. ^ Oentlenuw-Tsolunteer, do yon see ? Now yom 
shall behold the doings of Skyscrsfwr, the best horse for a long race 
on the riiort fodder that was crer galled by saddle. Up the hank 
here, and after!'' 

*' You arc wrong, captain, you are wrong,** cried the paintar, 
eagerly. ** 'Tis a white horse, you know, and this is a roan, or 
sorrel. 

There could be no tmth more ineontestible than this ; yet Gaptam 
Caliver was of too sagacious a spirit, or, perhaps, was warming wilii 
too much Are, to be led from his purpose by an argnipent not of Ins 
own devising. 

** I will be uncivil to no man but a privote,** he cried, fixitt|^ hia 
eye upon the fugitive (who was for a moment*s space plainly viaibla^ 
as he ealloped up the road), compressing his lips, till Uiey actually 
seemed to have vanished, and at the same time driving his spori deep 
into his steed : '* I sav, I will be rough-spoken to none but privatoi, 
for it does not hurt then: feelings ; but, by the eternal Jupiter, theva 

Ses our man l—or what does he mean by wearing a red hat ? and^ 
itl V, what does he mean by beating a retreat in such a fashion ? 
Horkee, Mr. Geutleman-volunteer, 1 am glad now yon fired that 
pistol. Had we come upon the dog silently, why then I should houo 

S'cked him up, rolled up in a ball, like an opossum, which is a job 
r a bhu;k man, and not a captain of cavalry. I say," he contiaiied, 
with increasing animation, " I am glad you have roused him, aad 
shown him a tair field ; for, by the eternal Jupiter, I have not seen a 
race worthy to speak of for two weeks ; and, by tiie eternal Jupiter, 
you shall see such a one now as wiU make your blood run ; and, fay 
the eternal Jupiter, I hope his horse is blooded, for, by the eternal 
Jupiter, I will run him, or any other respectable tory gentlemaD, 
from time temporal to time etenial, from post to pillar, from Sunday 

to Saturday, and from life and the dinner table, to death and- >^ 

And here the ci^tain of horse, who was something of a horse himself 
when his blood was up, ended climactericallv with a most soldier-like 
word, which, although it may not be found m any English dictionary 
with which the public is acquainted, will neverthdess read Bion 
agreeably in a dictionary than any where else. He added, indeed, 
three more words j for turning his horse's head towards the steep 
bank that bounded the ravine on the right hand, he twisted a look of 
the charger's mane round his finger, and uttered the cabalistic ejacu- 
lation—" Go it, Skyscraper I " 

These words bad an immediate efiect $ no sooner did they reach 
his ear than Skyscraper, with a plunge that cairied him half a length 
a»hcad of the painter, darted to the brow of the aocUvity ; and Hei^ 
man following, he beheld the Indian trader, (for it was this identical 
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lacHvidiial they were now pnrsaing,) some Hye or six handred paeM 
in adyaoce, tnrreUing at a Tery unusual pace up the highway. Am 
Suiter reached the road, he cast his eye backwuds to tlw hovel, and 
Itobeld riding into the oak-yard a man whom he knew at once to be 
^ person that had first attracted Miss Falconer's notice. He rode 
a white horse, and there was a red covering to hia head ; but this 
latter phenomenon, as it appeared, was owing entirely to the presence 
oi a red handkerchief drawn over the horseman's nat, doubtless to 
shield his eyes from the sun-beams, or from the daaaling rays 
reverberated from a dusty road. There was nothing at aU warlike 
in the appearance of this individual ; on the contrary, he seemed, 
from his dress, to belong to the community of Friends; and he 
paused at the entrance of die yard, looking back on the chase he had 
left behind, with much innocent curiosity and wonder. 

''Captain,*' cried the painter, at the top of his voice, ''wheel 
abent : you are leaving the true man ; here he is, frill in view, be- 
hind usl" 

The captain answered only by repeating the chann diat had 
already nerved the limbs, and fired the spirit of his steed; and 
Herman, urged by feelings and inducements of his own, followed 
adfter him ; and in a few moments the fugitive and his two pursuers 
were alike buried in a cloud of dust raised by the fleet chargers. 

When the two leaders so suddenly left the ravine, they were beyond 
the sight of those who brought up the rear ; and these, not doubting 
they had continued their original route, galloped on themselves untU 
they reached the little inn, iraere the first person they saw was a tall, 
middle-aged, gawky Quaker, the same that had been seen by Herman, 
flitting astride his horse, and staring on them with gaping astonish* 
sientb 

" Surrender, you villain ! " cried Harry Falconer, with a whoop of 
-victory: "surrender, you bloody Hawk, or I'll blow your braina 
out, or 111 make Brooks do it, that scoundrel having run away with 
my pistols. Hillo-ah-oh, Caliver ! — ^What has become of the cap* 
tain ? Down, yon dog, and we '11 tie you ! " 

'"Nan!" cried the astounded friend. "What dost thee mean, 
young person ?" . 

'' Death and Beelzebub I" cried Brooks, *' what have we here? 
Why, old father Broadbrim, who the devil are you ? Sure I know 
this horse ! " 

" Sure thee may, and sure thee may not," replied Broadbrim, 
looking wrathfolly upon his captors, who were evidently nonplussed 
at sight of him. " He is an honest man's horse, friend foul-mouth 
and sauce-box, with the coat of the dayer on thee back !" 

** The spot's on the wrong leg!" cried Brooks, who had been 
inspecting the stranger's horse with a curious eye. *' Ha I d'ye see 
tile dust on Ihe hill ? Some of you guard father Broadbrim : be 'a 
snspicious : we 11 examine him directly. !ffillo ho, Falconer t 1 11 
have you! oho! oho! oho!" and away darted the young officer 
after his brother lieutenant, who had galloped off so soon as he dis* 
covered the course pursued by the leaders. 

By this time all the young men present had grown warm with 
exercise, and were now waxing valiant, as they began to understand 
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the little danger there was in chasing, so many of them together, a 
single refugee, who, although desperate and dangerous enough, had 
shown so little inclination to face them. They began to be apprised, 
too, of the nature of the service in which they were rather co-operating 
than compulsorily engaged ; and all seemed to know, that the farther 
they rode up the highway, the nearer they would be to an armed 
force, marched into the county for the express purpose of ferreting 
out and destroying the band of outlaws. This being the state of 
their feelings, tnere were few of them willing to accept Hie icaoUe 
tmst of guarding the body of the Qnaker iu ' l ao u e i ; thoafl^ baring 
had k niged upon them by (he cautious lieutenant, they were loath 
to discharge him without authority. It was proposed by some to 
lock him up in the Traveller's Rest, and intrust the ward entirely in 
the hands of Elsie and her little negress ; while others pointed to 
Gilbert's Folly as a safer prison-house ; and some even talked of 
carrying him to the woods, and tying him to a tree, until the chase 
they were so anxious to share in was over. The dilemma, such as it 
was, was already proceeding to altercation, when Broadbrim, having 
understood that thev were in chase of a famous tory, proposed to ride 
with them in pursuit ; adding, with a zeal that delignted as much as 
it astonished them — " A man of war am I not, neither a slayer nor a 
fastener of bonds, neither a firer of pistols nor a brandisher of swords 
and spears ; yet, friend younker, wfiom they call Andrews, if thee is 
the man to show me a tory who hath broken the law, then yerily am 
I the man that will hold him hard and fast, till the law hath spoken 
with him ; yea, verily, I am. Ride on, therefore, with whip and with 
spur; only swear not, and be not awroth; and do thou, friend 
Andrews, ride at my side ; for my horse is a horse of peace, and not 
a horse of war, sure-footed but slow, and peradventure I may be left 
behind. It doth not become me to say, I hate a tory, for a torr is a 
man, and hate belongeth not to a fellow-creature \ but, verily, I have 
heard of the man called Oran Gilbert, the Hawk-Hollow ; and, 
Ycrily, I should not like to be summoned on the jury to try him for 
his manifold crimes ; for, verilv, it would be against my principles to 
judge him to death, and verily it would be against my heart and 
conscience to let him off with aught less than han^ng. So let me 
detain none from the good deed of catching the wicked man ; and 
peradventure, if this animal bepeath me hath any vigour left in his 
legs and reins, I may stretch forth my hand afar, and take the sinner 
by the nape of the neck." 

The manifestation of such spirit on the part of Broadbrim, who 
seemed well prepared, as far as strength of arm and resolution of 
heart were concerned, to take even a hnger man than the Indian 
trader betwixt his ilngcr and thumb, determined the course of his 
sentinels at once. They eave a loud shout, and bidding him follow, 
rode after the officers as hard as they could ; and it was worthy of 
remark, that the white horse, notwithstanding the hint the prisoner 
had given of his slowness, began gradually to warm into mettle and 
fleetness, so that before the race had extended many miles, he bade 
fair to outstrip his attendants altogether. 
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CHAPTER XVm. 

ir yoa IkML 1 9MBe hither as » lion, It wera pltj of my life : no, I am no saoh 
thing ; I am ft HMD m oUmt men are : — ^And there, indeed, let him name Ills name ; 
and tell them plainly, be la 8mg, the joiner. — MicUummer N%ght*» Dream. 



^hsAirwHiLB the party of fortHMtt, ooDnsting of some dozen or more 
of the volunteers, and such reyellers at uneve brave enough for the 
exploit, followed, or rather led, by the valiant HntiDt, who di^lajed 
the energy of a Penthesilea, and by Captain Xoring, who fjt^ his 
lameness in the ardour of the moment, succeeded in gaining the 
highway just in time to catch the most favourable view of the fugitive, 
as he thundered up the hill upon which they were themselves rushing. 
Indeed, they came upon him so suddenly, that when his ears, which, 
as well as his eyes, seemed to be fully occupied in tracing the signs 
of pursuit, were surprised by the sudden shout they set up, the jerk 
which he instinctively made at the reins, brought his steed (a goodly 
roan charger, which was afterwards discovered to be the property of 
the painter) upon his hams, and had well nigh tumbled him in the 
dust. At diat moment the volunteers, in an ecstacy of excitement, 
raised their muskets, and fired together upon horse and man ; so 
that, had there been any better ammunition in the deadly tubes than 
blank-cartridges, both must have been blown to atoms. 

The appearance of the trader, as he rose up in his saddle, and 
looked upon the throng around him, apparently as much astozushed 
at his escape from death as he was infuriated by such a display of 
mortal opposition, was wild and terrific ; the broad red hat had fallen 
back from his forehead, disclosing his whole- countenance ; the eye 
with which he glared upon his opposers, had a certain ghastliness 
mingled with its fury, that was infinitely appalling; the retracted 
lips, exposing the set teeth, seemed widened into a grin that might 
have become the visage of a nether imp ; and his hand, 'with which 
he had snatched up, and now brandished, a huge horse-pistol, could 
not have appeared more dreadful, had it been dripping with fresh 
blood. When it is remembered, that the whole throng were now 
impressed with the conviction, (a conviction which their reason had 
no time to question,) that, in this man, they beheld the most re- 
nowned and dreaded of the Hawks of Hawk-Hollow, and perceived 
that he had the life of at least one individual in his power, it is not 
to be wondered at that their courage gave way, so soon as they per- 
ceived him unharmed by the volley. In truth, they began to shout 
and fly; and even the volunteers waited no longer than to see the 
pistol aimed towards them, before they took to their heels as hastily 
as the others. It was in vain that Miss Falconer cried out — ''Now 
is the time, gentlemen, seize him I " The only individual who thought 
fit to obey the mandate, was Captain Loring, who, having just hobbled 
up to the road, sprang from the bank, and before the rover had fired, 
or even raised up his steed, snatched vigorously at the bridle, roaring 
out — "I've nabbed you, adzooks, you rascal I — Surrender I " 

To this bold summons the demi-barbarian answered by turning his 
weapon from the flying assailants, and clapping it instantly to the 
captain's ear; when a shriek from Catherine startled, or conjured 
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him out of his bloody intention ; and instead of shooting the veteran 
dead on the spot, he struck him a blow with the heavy barrel', that 
brought him to the earth. He then uttered a yell like the whoop of • 
an Indian; and the roan horse, lea)>ing over the captain's body, 
bounded beyond the crest of the hill, and was in an instant concealed 
from view. 

The next moment, and almost before the terrified rustics had 
plucked the unlucky veteran from the road, the thunder of hoofs 
again shook the hill, and the captain of cavalry, looking almost a» 
grim and terrific as the fugitive, was seen to shoot by, prononneing 
his magical war-word, *^ Qo it, Skyscraper ! " Then, at his heals, 
came Herman, the painter, who, witiiont seeming very sensible of the 
presence of any earthly spectators, gave forth, as he passed, a bold 
and stirring hurrah, that almost made Miss Falconer rejeet as impro- 
bable certain wild suspicions that had already crept into her bnun* 
Then there came the lieutenants and their long train of volunteer 
followers, bestowing as little notice upon the individuals on the road- 
side as the others had done ; and these defeated worthies were left to 
themselves, busied in restoring the captain to his senses— a desiden^ 
tum that, to the delight of all, was soon effected ; for indeed the 
captain's cocked hat had done him the service his grey hairs had not; 
and it was soon found, that, except his being thrown into a violenl^ 
passion, he was none the worse for his misfortune. '*I'll have the 
villain's blood !'* he cried, starting up in a fury, which he expended 
upon all around him without much discrimination. ** What are yoa 
blubbering about, Kate, you jade ? Adzooks, but I 'U have the blood 
of the rascal 1 Hark ye, Mr. Doctor Merribody, and you, Mr. Orator 
Jingleum, and the rest of you, and especially you, vou confounded 
oowardly volunteers I what did you mean by not rushing in upon the 
dog, when I had him, you puppies ? Adzooks, you wmte-feathered 
hen>bantams, I had sooner trust to a regiment of suttlers' wives, in a 
bayonet-charge, than to any such poltroonery rascals, even in the smaH 
matter of taking a tory by the ears. Adzooks, you gallimaufry what- 
d'ye-call-'ems, is this the way you keep the fourth of July ?" 

While the veteran thus poured forth liis indignant rebukes, which 
he continued until his daughter succeeded in pacifying him, the 
capf,ain of cavalry, followed at but a little distance by Herman, still 
pursued the chase with untiring ardour, now catching a view of the 
f^ptive as he flashed over the brow of a hill, but oftener losing sight 
of him altogether, so winding and broken was the road, and so deephr 
embowered by forest-trees, Caliver marvelled greatly at the excel- 
lence of the roan steed bestridden by his quarry, upon whom, after 
riding several miles, he did not seem to have gained an inch ; but, in 
truth, the horse was of approved speed and bottom, the rider wae 
himself a master of the art of horsemanship, and was besides at 
leaet a stone and a half lighter than his pursuer. He continued, 
however, to follow, cheering himself with the reflection, that, by and 
hy« the appearance of the infantry, already posted on the road, mnal 
brin^ the fugitive to a stand — ** And then," quoth he to himself, with 
a grim chuckle, **he must e'en torn about ; and then, by the eternal 
Jtqriter, I will shave off the top of his poll with my sabre, or 
him through the gissard with my pistol, according to drcnr ^ 
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Go it. Skyscraper, and don't let it be said of yon, 70a were ever 
beaten; in a fiedr race, by a rascally refticee ! " 

Ab for the painter, be poesewed but Bttle of the nnflaggiog spirit 
of his leader ; and seeing there was small prospect of gaining on the 
trader, he soon became tired of pursuing, and began to devise in 
what manner he might, without loss of honour, discontinue iht 
pursuit. Fhrst, then, having reached a wild hollow, where a litde 
runlet crossed the road, and was immediately lost amid a labyrinth 
of great rocks, trees, and brambles, he gradually slackened his pace, 
until the cavalry officer vanished among the windings of the road. 
Ab soon as he had lost sight of him, he came to a Aill halt, greatly to 
the dissatisfaction of his borrowed steed, iHioee heart was ahready 
warmed for battle. Here the painter listened a moment, as if to 
gather some tokens of the approach of others. A few straggling 
shouts came to his ear from a vast distance bdliind. He hesitiSeid an 
instant ; the cries of pursuit came nearer. He then dismounted, re- 
versed the saddle on the horse's body, gave him a lash and a shout, 
and away went the liberated animal, leaving his rider standing in the 
middle of the highway. Here, however, he did not long remain. 
Another chorus of diouts, ccnning still nearer, reverberated throng 
the woodland ; and without waiting for a fourth, the young artist 
instantly deserted the road, and plunged into the wildest and deepest 
part of the hollow. 

And now appeared the two lieutenants rushing vociferously on, 
with some two or three young men who were better mounted than 
othersy dose at their heels. Then, strange to be said, came the 
oealous Broadbrim, the spirit of whose lank steed seemed to grow 
with his exertions, and who had left the rest far behind. It was the 
destiny of this worthy personage, like the painter, here to end the 
labours of the day ; but with this important difference, that, whereas 
the painter had relinquished the pursuit, because it was his will to do 
so, Ihe Quaker, on the other hand, torminated his career, becAUse it 
was the will of his horse he should do so. In other words, this 
highly republican animal, having debated in his body (for, being a 
horse, he had no mind) the absurdity of the burden being all on one 
side, and reflecting that, as he himself could not ride, there was no 
reason why he should be ridden, now began to broach his rebellions 
principles in the most expressive language he could make use of — 
that is, in sundry curvets and escapades ; the result of which was, 
somewhat to the astonishment of honest Broadbrim, that the mag- 
nanimous insurgent suddenly broke his base bonds, and fled away, 
whinnying with the delight of freedom, while his oppressor, after 
admiring the print his back had made, in a spot by no means dusty, 
now sat down pensively on the road side, and began to ponder on his 
misfortunes. '* The devil damn thee black, thou cream-faced loon ! '* 
were the first words he uttered; and he uttered them with much 
sinceritv of indignation. ** Had the gallows been close by, thou un- 
. grateful beast, I believe thou wouldst have been just as malicious. 
Wilt thou never be done thy tricks. White Surrey ? Out upon iSboe, 
thou ass of a horse ! I have helped thee out of all manner of diffi- 
enlties, and in return, thou never missest an opportunity of flinging 
me into one. * A home, a horse, my kingdom for a hone ! ' Kow 
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tm I in a qoandaiy, like a flih in a net And loppoie some one of 
these malapert blue-jackets should look into my saddle-bags, and pull 
out, one after another, first Tom Hantingshirt, then long-tailed No- 
hemiah, then Will Tapes, the pedlar, and then — and then, and then f 
— Hillo, von vag^ibond Hawk 1 you skulking tories, that have fcm- 
seed, and walk invisible ! where are ye ? Now am I like a rat 
between six cats. Come to me, and ye shall hear the words of graco, 
the comfortable and iVuctifying words, ye men of Belial, tliat hide 
your faces in woods and in desert places ! Hearken to me, friend 
Gilbert, whom men call the Hawk of the Hollow : does Uiee not 
perceive I am in great straits, and that I am thy friend in the spirit, 
and will hold thine enemies very fast and hard, and will peradventure 
strike one of them under the fifth rib so that he die ? — Out, you in- 
human rascal ! yon Captain Gilbert I come to my assistance, or — 
* paucaa pakUn'OM* — ^I shall bo hanged." 

As the mysterious Quaker proceeded in his musings, which he 
occasionally vented aloud, his looks, fixed mournfully on the ground, 
fell by chance upon a shrub leaf close to the earth, the under surface 
of which was turned up, looking white and glistening among the 
sreen fronds. This he at first regarded with groat indifference ; but 
having observed it a second time, a thought entered his brain, which 
caused him to rise and advance towards it, to examine whether it had 
been deranged by the winds, by the foot of a beast, or by some more 
important agency. Its foot-stalk was broken ; and divers decaying 
leaves beneath it were crushed into the ground. These appearances 
induced him to look about him with much care ; and the search ter- 
minated in the discovery of several foot-marks in the damp soil, 
evidently impressed by a pair of mocassined feet, and that very 
recently. This discovery diffused singular animation into his spirit, 
which was (juickened by a sudden shout from the road behind ; ho 
»prang belimd a bush, until the comer, one of his late sentinels, 
dashed by j then resuming^ the search, he found himself following a 
human trail, that led him into such a labyrinth of bog and bramble, 
as might have made him repent his presumption, had he possesied the 
grace to repent anything. Ho persisted, however, with much resolu- 
tion, and still made his way by the tracks, until the sudden appear- 
ance of a huge rattlesnake, bruiting under his nose, startled him out 
of his propriety and the path together. In a word| he soon proved 
himself to be no woodman ; and in the course of five or ten minutes 
walk, was so completely lost and mazed among the depths of a wild 
swamp, as to have lost even the power of extricating himself. 

" Ay, now/' said he, with a groan, '' I am in Ardcn; the more fool 
I ; when I was at home, I was in a better place ; but travellers must 
be content" 

Then looking about him disconsolately, he perceived, through the 
trees, a little eminence were he conld rest himself, and whence, he 
thought, he might discover some path out of the wilderness. He 
proceeded towards it forthwith. It was a swell of land, on thQ 
summit very rocky, covered with beech and maple trees, and with an 
under-growth of spice-wood, and its fragrant sister, the sassafras. 
Among these he thought he heard the babbling of a little water* 
^nd this sound he hailed with satisfaction, for ho was already 
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tormented with thirst. As he passed up the hill, ho stepped into a 
little nook, not abore a dozen paces in circuit, enclosed by rocks and 
bushes, and so overshadowed by beeches as to form a thick-roofed 
grotto, on the floor of which sparkled a meagre rill, flowing from a 
spring at the bottom of a rock. 

An abrupt turn round a mass of protruding stone brought the 
wandering man of peace uuexpectedly upon this scene ; but before 
he had time to survey it, he was suddenly seized upon by an arm of 
iron, and hurled upon the ground. The next moment, a strong hand 
was at his throat, a heavy knee on his chest, and a long bright knife 
gleaming like a flash of lightning before his eyes. 



CH^VPTER XIX. 

That yoa are rogues. 
And infamous base rascals, (there 's the point now,) 

I take it, is confbss'd. 

May a poor huntsman, with a meny heart, 

A TOice shall make the forest ring aboat him, 

tiet leaye to live amongst ye?— tree as steel, hoys I'-Beggan* Bush. 

'* Speak— who and what are you ? and what seek you here ?" said 
the harsh voice of the conqueror. 

The intruder looked up in his face with some wonder, and beheld 
the features of a man of middle age, veiy dark and fierce of aspect, 
with long black locks of hair hanging from his temples, wild, Indian- 
looking eyes, and a mouth expressive of as much inherent ferocity as 
was ever betrayed by the visage even of a red-man. 

*' Speak," repeated the apparition, impatiently, *' or never speak 
more I " 

To this the prisoner replied with less confusion of mind than 
difficulty of articulation — ** Hark ye, Mr. Green, or Gray, or Black 
— for a deuced black face you have ! or if you like that better, Mr. 
Hawk-of-the-Hollow Gilbert, what is the reason that you use me 
thus ? I would be friends with you, and have your love ; but not while 
I am on my back, to be sure. Call you this backing of your friends ? 
*Slife, sir, take away your Angers, and let me up : I am lago, the 
honest, honest man. At any rate, be so civil as to consider, that 
though your knee may find its cushion agreeable enough, my lungs 
do not.*' 

" And what will they think of a knife in them ? ** cried the fierce 
captor, without relaxing his hold. "You were among the hounds that 
were hunting me !.*' 

*' Ay : and had they caught you, I should have been among the 
hunters that were hanging you, provided they had not tucked me up 
first Hark ye, friend Hawk, I should have known you better, had 
you stuck to the grey wig ; I remember you of old, Mr. Green, the 
trader. I am an honest man ; ask Sir Guy Carleton else ; if he 
don't know Ephraim Patch, who is just as honest as myself, why then 
ask him about one Leonidas Sterling, an old friend and correspondent 
of his worship at Philadelphia. 'Slife, sir, I tell you I am a true 
man.** 
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" Give me some proof, and I will release you. Trifle widi 
and yoa are a dead man." 

** Pat your hand into the right pocket of my Test/' cried tte 
prostrate sufierer, *' and you will find it." 

The conqueror did as directed, and drew forth a goinea. 

^* Ton ask for proof," said the other, with a grin, " and there yon 
have it ! Were I a rebel, yon wonld hare foond nought bnt a roll of 
beggarly continentals ; had there been more, I should hare been an 
honest Quaker, and neither rebel nor toiy. Are you satisfied ? I 
came here to seek you, and save my neck which is in danger. There 
are men among the rebel officers that know me ; and to be known, 
sir, by these'pickers and stealers, 'tis true I 'twere as good as a word 
to Jack Ketch, under the sign and seal of a state governor. Captain 
Gilbert, I come to volunteer my services under your command ; and 
tiie sooner you introduce me to your rascals the better." 

''Rise, and behold them!" said the refugee, leaping to his feet; 
and friend Ephraim Patch, or Mr. Xieonidas Sterling, as he had 
called himself, looking up, beheld, to his extreme surprise, for he 
knew not how thev got there, two men standing hard by, in green 
hunting shirts, with each a hatchet in his hand, as if ready to use 
them, and countenances grimly forbidding. *' The earth hath bubbles, 
as the water has!" he cried. "Peas-blossom! — cobweb I— moth! 
— and mustardseed ! I cry your worships' mercy I Your hands, 
gentlemen ; I am as honest a scoundrel as any of you, though some- 
what more unfortunate." 

<* Honest or false," said the refugee, giving a sign with his hand^ 
on which the two instantly stepped from the den, and were concealed 
among the bushes, ** it signifies but little to me. Tou are among 
friends, if you speak true ; otherwise, among hangmen. Your name 
IB Poke?" 

'' That 's he that was Othello, a poor servant of the word — an 
expounder of the book — a sower of good seed on the way side," said 
the Proteus, in the tones of the quondam Nehemiah. 

** You arc Tapes, the pedlar, caught stealing through the American 
lines at Morristown, and in good hopes of dying on an oak-tree ? ** 

** True for you. Captain Gilbert I " cried the other with a stare ; 
" bnt where did you learn that ? Hah I I see ! the rougish refugee 
that assailed young Asgill's guards, while he was rimng out on 
parole, and who would hsLve plucked him out of the bond of Egypt 
had not the fool gripped tight to his honour, very much as a 
drowning man hugs a ships' anchor, at the bottom of a river, and so 
remains in captivity. What, captain ! was that one of your clap- 
traps?" 

** You are the impudent scoundrel who has been cutting throats, 
and laying them at honest men's doors ? " cried the odier, without 
regarding the question. 

** Softly, captain — a mere matter of accident" 

** And moreover," said the refugee, sternly, " you are the masking, 
blundering meddler, who has twice drawn the hne and cry after 
myself!" 

** Verily, so it appears," cried Sterling ; ''but now that we have 
met at lart, we shall play no longer at cross purposes." 
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*' Wliat seek yoa here ? Why hare yon retamed to a place where 
your life is in danger ?" 

** Zounds, sir I " cried Sterling, stoutly, **you ask questions enough 
to puzzle a regiment. But here is my whole story — the histoxy of 
my deeds, dangers, and desires. I am a gentlemanly scoundrel and 
unfortunate man, like others that shall be nameless; and after 
seeking my fortune in divers parts of the world, and making a grand 
sensation on the boards of the regimental theatre, among Howe's 
officers at Philadelphia, I e*en consented to take service under the 
king, and therefore staid behind, when he ran away, and have been 
ever since a particular confidential correspondent of the royal generals 
at New York." 

•" That is to say, a spy?" ' 

** Why, if you like the word better, e'en use it ; the more elegant 
word is— correspondent. I am told you have an excellent friend in 
Congress, a certain Colonel Richard Falconer ? " 

The refugee's brow grew black as midnight. 

*' Well, sur, this gentleman is e'en an excellent friend of mine also ; 
and having somewhat of the cunning of the devil in him, became^ 
busy one morning, and entirely ruined my fortune and reputation 
together ; in other words, he discovered and denounced me, threw me 
into prison, and volunteered to help me to paradise. I broke jail, 
and concealed" myself for a time ; until, one night, accident drove me 
into his presence. I found the good-natured grey-beard alone, 
studying my case as hard as he could, and out of my own papers ! 
I am quite a peaceable man, captain, * yet have I in me something 
dangerous ;' I became choleric, and finding a sword hanging up just 
at my hand, I took the liberty of thrusting it into his gizzard." 

" x'ool," said the refugee, grasping him by the arm, '< the throat is 
the only true place I — ^But lutrk ye," ho added, abating the wolfish 
sneer that accompanied his words, "you robbed as well as mur- 
dered ? " 

"Ay, by St, Paul, 1 did," said Sterling, with infinite composure ; 
" having declared war, I made free with the spoils of victory ; and 
the colonel's purse has lasted very well, all circumstances considered; 
though, wo's me, that say it I besides the guinea in mv waistcoat 
pocket, there are but two more remaining, and they on the back of 
White Surrey. Concerning White Surrey, you, must know, he is a 
devil bom, like yourself— -I mean to say myself ; fieet of foot, un- 
tiring of spirit, and nothing against him but his ugliness and starved 
appearance, and, by the Lord, some touch of the marplot, especiaHy 
in times of trouble. I could not think of leaving him behind me ; 
and I was on my way to the rogue he called master, with a whole 
theatrical- property-room on my back, when I stumbled in the dark 
on my friend Falconer. You must know, I had a woodman's dress 



"Hah?" muttered the refugee: "it was not all conscience, 
then?" Then changing his tone, he continued, "You have said 
enough. You have sought to escape, and find yourself unable ? " 

*' Ay ; and hearing the Hawks of Hawk-Hollow were out again, I 
even took counsel from despair, painted White Surrey's legs over 
again, and came hither to throw myself among them. Faith, I knew 
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Hawk-Hollow would be the fairest place to aeek tfaem in. I 
volanteer, captain, I volunteer ; bat I hope yon fasve a at i unger foam 
than Moth and Mnstardseed ? I volanteer, and, by tlie Loid, I am 
ready to go into action as aoon as you order. Mt would to the 
Lord I coidd catch White Surrey ! — Haikee, captain, can yoa hide a 
man, at a moment's warning, out of the sight of a gallows ? '* 

** Ay : there are dens hereabout deep and dark enough for a royal 
refogee to take his rest in." 

** Hark ye, captain ; give me a carbine, and 111 do you a serviee. 
I have heard," he added, with a slimg meant to be s^^nifieaat and 
confidential, ^'of that matter betwixt Falconer and yonr blai^* 
eyed—" 

** Villain I " cried the refugee, seizing him by the arm, and ginng 
him a look that curdled his blood ; ** you are ventoring upon a subsect 
that will bring the knife to your throai I Fho I yoa are a fool," he 
added, checking his impetuosity, and grinning — 

A strange, uncomely, Jawbone smile; 

'* we are Christians here, and we forgive our enemies." 

** Forgive ? " cried Sterling ; ** come now, Captain GUberk, that's 
slippery. I know you better ; and I know yon have been wronged." 

**You are deceived," said Gran Gilbert, laying his hand, witfa 
another ominous smile, on the volunteer's shoulder; ^ I am not an 
Indian, but a white man, and as you may have seen, fbrbearing and 
forgiving. They have told you (for they have told the same to me) 
that I am a wolfs whelp, an eater of men's flesh, and a drinker of 
blood ; and that I never pardoned an injury, though I had grown 
grey thinking of it. Lies, lies all! I can walk by my fatfaerlsr 
bouse, and see the sons of his destroy sitting in the doore ; and yet 
carry myself like the best Christian of them all : I can be told too, 
even by a foul-mouthed dolt like yourself, how shame and sonow came 
into the house, and afterwards death, and yet feel no hotter for 
vengeance. All this I can do, because I have a bad memory for 
matters twenty years old, or more. Look you," he continned, 
dropping his tone of irony, and 'adopting that of menaoe, '* I can 
forgive treachery as old as that ; but I remember a knave's trick a 
full year. If there be any deceit in you, look well to yonnelf doring 
that time : you were better to have been hanged as a spy, thaa to 
come to me as one. You shall see 1" 

**'Slife, sir,'' cried Sterling, "you have no consideration for a 
man's honour I " 

But while he spoke, the refugee had raised his finger to his lips, 
and drawn forth a low whistle, which was almost immediatdy 
answered by the appearance of the two individuals who had been in 
the covert before. 

"Bring up the prisoner, and let the men follow," said Gilbettr) 
and they immediately retired. 

" Prisoner I" cried Sterling in surprise, ** male or female ?** 

" Ton have volunteered your services among the royal refi^iees," 
said Gilbert, turning again to Steriing, and displaying- a sardonic 
grin : " you shall be put on duty forthwith. Have yoa ever killed a 
man?" ^ J J 
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** Dozens of 'en/* replied the other, prompt] j; when seeing tiie 
toiy in surprise, he fell into a laugh, saying, ** that is, not in yoor 
iMrtnroiM blood-tiiiTBty wav, but in the heroie, poedc, dramatic 
manner, in whi<^ mode I have also fought divers battles, from 
Bosmiith Field to Dnnsinane. No, captain, as to &e real red paint, 
as we call it on the boards, I have shed no more than a lamb, save in 
tbe matter of my friend Colonel Falconer ; but I am in the mood to 
leaon : I have had a great appetite for war and glory come on me of 
a sodden^ Haric ye, captain, my friend Falconer's son was one of 
the chasing party, and by-and-bye he will be retnrning to the 
Hollow." 

*• Ayi*' said the refagee ; « i^at then ?" 

" I )3ke that doctrine of the savages," said Sterling, with an amiable 
smile, ** which teaches one who has a wrong to revenge, how 
unnecessary it is to be particular as to the individual he is to r^aliate 
on. Now the son, I take it, is a good substitute for the father ; 
and to ray mind, it would be a pretty thing to lie b^nd a bush on 
the roadsi d e, with a musket or pistol, as he passed by, and then, 

* Like a rat witiraat » taU, 

* Todo, todo, todol* 

Now, snppoang, as my commander, you should order me to such a 
service, why — 'sesaa, let the world slide' — I should obey ; that is, 
pvovided yon stood by, to help me to one of those dens, deep and 
dark enough for a refugee to take bis rest in.** 

'^ If tbe young ape has done yon a wrong," said Gilbert, coolly, 
" shoot him the first opportunity : you will have a chance by-and- 
bye. You say your horse is good and swift ? " 

**The best, were it not for his deviltry, ever bestridden by a 
gentleman in trouble. 'And ^en, captain, the ungrateful scoundrel 
(sore I might have escaped a dozen times, had it not been for my 
eoDcem for him) has all my munitions of war upon his back — some 
siK or senFcn coats and wigs of approved manufacture, a pair of 
pistols, and a stage-dagger, a gold sword hilt, and two new tragedies 
in manusoiipt, a pair of green spectacles, and a horn pair uncoloured, 
a bottie of good brandy, a Bible, a copy of Shakspeare, a fiddle^ and 
my friend Falconer's two guineas." 

** Ton must reeover him," said the tory captain : ** but now for 
duty. Tou shall see how treachery is rewarded by the royal 
refugees !" 

As he speke, there came into the den eight men attired like the 
two first, who wero included in the number, all of them with green 
stnfi^ shirts, edged and furbelowed with wolf, raccoon, and other 
skins, leather leggings and moccasius, and fur caps with hawks' 
feathers sticking in them. Each bore a thick rifle in his hand, and 
had a long knife in his pouch4)elt, as well as a light axe saqpended 
quiver-wise over his shoulder. They were dark, fierce4ooking men, 
and perhaps an unusual degree of' sternness was commnnioated to dieir 
features, by the feariul duty they had now in hand. They led. with 
tfaem^ or rather cairied, for he was bound hand and foot, a ninth 
man, dressed in many respects like themselves, though he wore an 
old military hal^ and was without leggings or moceaams. . His 
countenaaoe was as rude as those of ue others; but instead of 
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exhibiting the same cold and stern resolution, betrayed a look of 
dogged sullenness, mingled with anxiety. 

As soon as he was brought into the little enclosure, he was tossed, 
with but little ceremony, at the feet of the tory captain, the band 
forming a circle around— each, as if by previous concert, drawing the 
tomahawk from his back, and resting his left hand upon his rifle. 

** Oho I " said SterUug, looking into the prisoner s face, *' whom 
hare we here? *By this light, a most perfidious and drunken 
monster I' *Most reverend seignior, do you know my voice?' 
' Oho, my sprightly Scot of Scots, Douglas, that run'st o' horseback 
up a hUl perpendicular!' Why this rascal was he, one John 
Parker, a soldier on the lines, that nabbed me, being too drunk to 
understand the claims of my coat to better treatment. Oh, yon 
vagabond, I knew you would come to the gallows !'* 

** Raise him on his feet/* said the tory leader ; then turning to the 
volunteer, he drew from .his bosom a soiled and crumpled paper, 
which he put into Sterling's hands, saying with a sternness that wa» 
perhaps assumed to cover the shame he felt at his own ignorance— 
^* Bead it. Our merrv men here can make nothing of such pothocte 
Bead it aloud ; and tnen we '11 proceed to judgment." 

The volunteer obeved, and succeeding in deciphering a scrawl, of 
a style of composition and penmanship so similar to that Miss 
Palconer had shown the captain's daughter, that, had he ever seen 
the latter, he would have been at no loss to identify the correspondent. 
It was brief, and clear, and to the following effect : — 

"nONOUaABLB MADAM TO COMMAND, 

" This here is the letter which I promised to put under the bush ; 
and I put it this night, the third of My, in the year of our Lord, 
Anno Domini as l^fore. The rendezvous is a place called the 
Tarrapin Hole, a swamp on the east of the road, six or eight miles 
above Captain Loring's. You turn off from the road at a place 
where a fresh blazed beech tree grows by a rock $ but the path is 
astonishing twistified, and not fit for horse, but can be surrounded. 
I had some thoughts of deserting, for I reckon some of these dogs is 
suspicious J but that might throw them into a panic, and so £ive 
them to the hills, where the devil himself (beggin|f pardon for 
swearing) could not find them. They say the captain (that's the 
Hawk) IS in the village, or to be there to-morrow, when it would be 
easy to take him— (remember the red hat ; as for the horse, there is 
no depending on that, for he has 'em scattered all about in depots ;) 
and then the rest is nothing, seeing as how they are in some sort of 
a panic already, as not knowing what is to turn up. Howsomever 
nevertheless, there's one thing I've found out quite astonishing ; and 
that is, that our lieutenant, a most impudent chap as ever you saw, 
walks about openly, and lives at the old widow Bell's and — " 

" Hah I enough 1" cried the leader, suddenly snatching the epistle 
out of the volunteer's hands. "Have we more traitors than one 
among us ? Who has forgotten orders, and told secrets to new 
men?^* 

** I, captain," said one of the men, breaking silence. */ This here 
John Pktfker and myself were boys together m Monmouth ; and so, 
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for old companion's sake, I was more free about the lieutenant, and 
other matters, than stood in orders, not thinking there could anj 
harm come of it. But I knock under to punishment, seeing the man 
has been betraying us all, and am ready to do justice on him with 
knife, rope, hatchet, or rifle-butt; though it goes ag'in my con- 
science tO' take a man that's tied up like a shambled ewe." 

''Cut the thongs from his legs,'* said Oran Gilbert, "or slack 
them a little. John Parker, I give you three minutes to pray. 
What, Tom Staples, haye yon neyer a rope here that might serve the 
traitor's turn?" 

*^ I have been twisting one all the morning,** said the man who had 
spoken, displaying a sort of cable, constructed of the shreds of a 
blanket ; " for I hoped it might be that, rather than knifing." 

^ Good Lord !'* cried SterUng, shocked by the sudden preparation 
for such a catastrophe, ** you don't mean to hang the poor devil ?" 

The sound of a friendly and interceding voice seemed to thrill the 
baffied traitor out of his apathy : he stared at the pseudo-quaker, 
and at once displayed the reckless hardihood of his character, though 
his old friend Staples was at that very moment forming a noose in the 
rope, by laughing and saying — " Well done, old Tapes, is that you ? 
Ton 're no Johnny Raw, I see; but you'll come to the acorns yet I 
Don't go for to make a fuss about the hanging; for, you see, it's 
according to law, and hanging's the word; and these here 
ragamu£i refugees must have their way ; and so let 'em hang 
and be d — d I that's my notion. But look ye, Mr. Captain Gilbert, 
and all you tories, and you Tom Staples into the bargain, here's a 
notion of mine : yon see, you're come to the hanging too late, for all 
the good it is to do; for the thing's done up so cleverly already, 

for I've fixed 

assistance, you 

make; you'll 

just spare my life, and drum me out of camp, in an honourable, 
soldierly way ; and, in return, I'll show you the way out of the trap ; 
for, damme, comrades, you're surrounded; and so we'U square 
matters betwixt us, and say nothing more about it." 

** Peace, rogue I " said Oran Gill^rt ; "were the whole army round 
OS, you should have your dues. String him up to the oak tree." 

**Well, now, captain," said Parker, "that's what I call being 
unreasonable. But some of you give me a drink at a canteen, for 
there's no use being strung up thirsty : and, Tom Staples, give me 
your cuffers, in token there's no ill will between us ; and let's have a 
quid of tobacco to chaw on. Hark I there, captain ! do you hear ? 
The road's in a swarm, I tell you ! That, I reckon, was the squeak 
of Captain Caliver ; you can hear him a mile of a clear day ; and 
you may dq)end on it, he'll have some of you, afore I've done 
kicking. Won't you hear reason ?" 

The coolness of the man was, to Sterling at least, astonishing. 
They were fitting the halter round his neck, when a faint shout from 
the road was heard, but whether from a new batch of pursuers, or 
from the old ones now returning, could not be determined. 

He took the opportunity afforded by the sudden surprise to beg 
Staples to be in no such fool's hurry with his blanket, and slack it ^ 
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a little, for a word with the eaptain. " Horkee, CAptain," laid he, 
** it *B the last offer I can make. Now let 'b argue the case." 

«Up with the babbline fool!" cried Gilbert, who had been 
hearkening attentively to the sonnds. 

** Yon won't ? " cried the hardened desperado — *' why then here's 
my service to you, and the devil take us all to supper together. 
Hillo-ha-ho ! Murder ! Befugees ! in the swamp here, quick !" 

He elevated his voice to a yell ^at caused the very leayes to shake 
above him ; and would undoubtedly have given the alarm he 
intended to those on the road, had not the refueee captain saatched 
an axe from the nearest hand, and instantly felled him to the earth. 
Then giving his orders anew, the wretch, before hehad reeovered Us 
consciousness, shot up among the leaves of an oak tree; and 
Sterling, who watched the whole proceeding with mingled admiration 
and alarm, could not trace a single writhing or qoivecing of limk 
afterwards 

" 'SUfe 1 '" said he, ** you killed the fellow with the hatohet I Bot^ 
captain, concerning that surrounding ; I don't like that — " 

''Peace!" said the tory: '*the first duty you are to learn is, to 
hold your tongue — the next, to obey." He gave the wild band a 
signal, and they instantly betook themselves to the boshes, or to 
hiding-places of which Sterling was ignorant. '' This man eame to 
me as a deserter, and was therefore trusted by one who should have 
been wiser : he has met his fate. Yoa I can trust, because I know 
you are a doomed man like myself. Yon must recover yoor horse." 
, "Ay, faith; but how?" 

* "'Slife! what's the matter now;" he cried, observing his com- 
panion start suddenly at what seemed to him the whistle of a wood- 
robin, and look eagerly from the covert. The sound was repealwl 
once, and once again : and then the refugee, turning to him, said-* 
'' Tou must claim him. Get you quickly to the wood aide, sad 
follow on after the others, so as to recover him before they open yoor 
saddle-bags." 

" Death and the devil ! you are joking ! What ! run my head 
into the lion's jaws ? and just to recover a vagabond horse, that 
flings me whenever the humour seizes him ? " 

" If you lose your horse, you lose yourself. We can be bnrtfaened 
by no footmen.*'^ 
** Footmen ? why I see no horse ! " 

" Ay ; but away with you. Seek the men you came with, and 
return with them to Elsie Bell's." 

** God bless m^ soul !" said Sterling, in alarm ; ** tibat young 
knave Falconer will smoke me in a moment." 
'* Knock him on the head then." 

'* And then the other lieutenant, that was so curious with the spots 
of White Surrey's legs ! a marvellous shrewd fellow, I assure you." 

*' Why, do the same with him, then ; and stay not here babbling 
like a helpless boy. Protect yourself. Fear not : your present cost 
suits you better than the parson's. Return to Elsie Bell's, secoie 
your horse and other property, and see that you feed him well ; by 
midnight you will be called for, and placed m safety. Keep a firm 
countenance, as I think you can, and you are in no danger." 
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I* Ay ; but what excnse diall I make for leaving the road, aod 
dnving into these damnable abodes of refugees and rattlesnakes ? " 

•* Tell them any lie you wiM— .your horse ran away with you into 
the woods, and Aen— Or stay," he added, looking grimly up to the 
U)dy of the spy ; " tell them you were seized by the Hawks of 
Hawk-HoUow, and that you saw them hang their tool. Bring them 
to the spot, and let them bury the carrion ; it is good they should 
know what yahie we set on traitors. And, hark ye, tell them we 
mnsteKd at least a hundred strong, and that we stole off across the 
road, swearing yengeance upon the viUage. Mmd you, the vUlage : 
aiake them believe we are marching to surprise it by night. Now, 
get jofi goae^off with you. Set your face to the west-^hore ; 
wrfk onwards fire hundred paces, without looking to the right or 
left, and you will find yourself on the road. Begone, and look not 
behind yon." ' 



CHAFTBB 

If tboo loiig*at 
To ha ve the stozy of thy iafamoua fortunes 
Serre for dlacoorse hi <utllnaries aud taverns, 
Thoa art hi the way; or to confound thy name, 
Keep on, thou canst not miss It ; 
Keep the left hand stiU, it wUl brhig thee to it. 

7%e Roaring CHrlt or MoU Cut-purte. 

With a better fortune than had awaited the volunteer, Herman 
Hunter stepped into the grot ; but with much less display of heroism; 
for he no sooner found himself in the presence of the reno^vned 
Hoiwk of the Hollow, than he bent his eyes upon the ground, and 
h» 8too4 silent before him. 

" You are come at last I*' said the refugee, giving him a piercing 
look, and with a voice none the less expressive of indignation for 
being subdued to the lowest tones, as if he feared a witness even in 
tke dead malefactor ; ** you are come at last ; and the son of my 
flrther comes with my enemies and hunters ! " 

*'So I come," said the painter, raising his eyes, and speaking 
firmly; **I come as the friend, who, having saved you from one 
danger, desires to rescue you from another yet greater. I warned 
you last night — ^nay, I sent yon word long since, that you were 
twitched ; I betrayed a confidence reposed in me, by one it was a 
double duplicity to deceive, in order that yon might escape the net 
that was secretly closing around you. Nay, I discovered the presence 
and machinations of the daring spy, who but this morning was 
selling you into the hands of your enemies ; I found his letter, and 
left it where ^ou were sure to obtain it." 

"Ay ; while you were yourself playing the fool among the Inde- 
pendents, and leaving me to the care of a stupid ploug^an and a 
dotish old woman ! *' 

" It was all I could," said Herman : " I knew it was better I 
should be on the ground, when the ofiicers came. Had I not been 
there to join the first of the hunters, as you call them, and to fir^ — 
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alarm in the hollow, neither yonr ctinning nor the fleetneis of tlie 
roan horse conld have saved you from capture.** 

^ It was bravely done," said the refugee, with a softer voice, ** and 
it will excuse what is passed. Where found you this dog's paper ?— 
and how ? " 

** Near the park-gate, under a bush, where I saw the man hide it, 
as I approached the place by accident. This fellow knows all your 
haunts : will he not bring the troops to this very spot ?" 

The refugee laughed, and at that moment Herman heard a xioiae 
on the boueh of the oak tree, as of some animal rending away the 
bark ; and looking up, he beheld what he had not before seen in the 
gloom — the body of the dead traitor swinging with a sort of jerkinsv 
convulsive motion, as if still alive. The rope had slipped a little 
alone the bough, and though soon arrested by some knV>t or other 
roughness, it was some moments before the motion entirely ceased^ 
The dreadful and unexpected spectacle of a man, who, it was evident, 
the painter thought had made his escape, thus hanging dead before 
him, filled him with horror, and he exclaimed at once — ** Oh, Oran I 
Oran I it is this dreadful crueltv of spirit which has made yon what 
yon are — ^which has made us all what we are I For God's sake, let 
us cut him down, and see if he be yet alive." 

" He was stiff before the rope touched his neck,*' said Oran, grioihr; 
" I never struck twice with the hatchet. Let him hang ; he £ed the 
death of a spy and betrayer. I have invited the county to hiM 
death-bed I " 

'* Daring as well as cruel 1 Why do you linger here ? It is plain 
yon are surrounded : before the sun sets the whole country will be 
out — and to-morrow there will not be a den of the woods, or a hollow 
of the hills, left unvisited." 

** Why that is what I want ! " cried the fierce outlaw ; " the general 
lias tied my hands to act only on the defensive ; and here are for^ 
devils, with heads of iron and fingers of fire, that are lying a«leep in 
the woods like winter bears, for want of something to warm the blood 
in them. I am ready." 

'* Ready to die!'^ said Herman, solemnly, *^ ready to throw 
away your life at the bidding of a master, or the prompting of an 
insane passion. Fly, while you yet may: the attempt to rescue 
young Asgill must now be fruitless, as it is needless — even as the 
Americans sav his life is in no danger. Fly then, Otan, and give up 
your bloody designs in this fatal Hollow I Hearken to me, Oran — " 

** Hearken to me ! " said the outcast, sternly. ** Has your blood 
turned to milk, and your heart to water ? Are your wounds healed^ 
your bones knit, your strength restored, and do you talk of leaving 
Hawk- Hollow at this moment ? What is this they say of you ? Ton 
are among the foremost of the rejoicing fools at the Hawks' Kest— 
have yon turned American ? " 

'^I was bom upon these hills ; but I will not strike the friends and 
countrymen of my father." 

" Will you strike his foes ? " 

*' They are in the grave with him," said the yonth| sorrowfully; 
** and he has forgiven them." 

** They are upon the earth, and his spirit is not satisfied I" cried 
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Oran, with the wild energy, and almost in the fayoorite language of 
an Indian orator. " Have you rested under his roof ? have you sat 
in his flower-garden ? have you walked on his path by the Run-side? 
have you spoken with the people that drove him in his old age from 
his fireside ? Hyland Gilbert ! they broke his heart, and then tram- 
pled him to death ! Will you not do him right and vengeance ? " 

"Oranl" 

'* Changeling ! " cried the refugee, with a scowl of savage con- 
tempt ; ** if you have not the feelings of a man, you have at least the 
gewgaw brain of a boy. Look I'* he continued, drawing from hii 
bosom, and displaying with a sneering grin a roll of written parch- 
ment, decorated with the due pomp of martialness ; ^* you begged 
for the toy that would make you a servant of the king, and here it 
is. Take it ; tor the sake of a red coat and feather, do what you 
would not for the name and honour of your father." 

Hyland (for the assumed name of the young Gilbert must now be 
dropped) recoiled from the emblem of distinction as much as from 
the frowning eyes of the speaker, but answered finnly — " When I 
vras in the islands, it is true, I desired the king's commission ; and, 
it is also true, I left them to obtain it ; and had I reached the royal 
army at my first landing, no doubt I should have accepted it. But 
it was my fate to be cast ashore far in the south ; and I esteem it no 
bad fortune that I obeyed a whim of adventure, and made my way 
through my rebel countrymen (they are ours, Oran) to this spot. I 
have thus been made acquainted with some of the principles on 
which this war is contested : whereby, I thank Heaven I have been 
spared the shedding of innocent blood in an unjust cause." 

'< Do you say this to me ? " said the refugee, with a wild laugh. 

" Oran V* said the young man earnestly, *'your heart is not with 
the side you have espoused ; and fierce and cruel as may be your 
acts, they are — they must be, at variance with your conscience. A 
moment of fury drove you into a cause you abhor ; and if you give 
the bloodiest proofs of your fidelity, you are impelled to them only 
by remorse and despair.'' 

''You are a philosopher 1" said the renegade, with another bitter 
langh ; " but we will play the fool no longer. Will you have the 
commission ? See, it has the royal mark upon it." 

" Oran,** said Hyland, mournfully, "after yourself, I am the last of 
my father's house. You ask me to do what has brought the others to 
their graves — to early and ignominious graves; and what, though 
you have been spared, has left you the prey of shame and sorrow. 
Why should I strike those men, who, besides fighting against tyrannous 
oppression (such it was, Oran), are also the children of the same soil 
— our countrymen and brothers ? " 

** You are the last of the seven," said the refugee, taking both the 
young man's hands into his, and looking at him with mingled affection 
and anger ; " four of your brothers were slain, one of them hanged 
upon a gibbet — and all by 'our countrymen and brothers 1' The 
fifth — ^look you, Hyland, the fifth — ^the second-born and the beloved, 
whose name was given you, that you might never forget him, fell in 
battle, saving the life of one of these — my countryman and my 
brother 1" 



18S TKB HA.WX0 09 HAWK*HOLLOW. 

The tee of (he onteaet blackened, and Hjrland trembled in hia 
f knee ( he ftepped out of the nook, and leading the jonag maa 
along, eondttcted him up the hill to a place where a Tifta throagh llie 




gazing to the right and to the left, you will look upon two graTee. 
One of them liei in the deieit, among the hilU : I planted a piae tree 
on it, and yoa can fee ite blue head afar off. Do you remember vrho 
deeps in it?" 

*' 1 do," iaid Hyla&d, with emotion ; <Mt is mj brother." 

''And do jou bethink you what laid him there?" 

'< His hunanity and his noble heart." 

<<He died," said Oran Gilbert--'' he died that a villain might Uve ; 
and you call that villain my coontryman and brother 1" 

'< No." said HyUnd, with some of his wild brother's spirit ; '' I 
exeept him." 

''Then look to the left," continued Oran, with a glance of painfo) 
humiliation $ "on the brook, and in a little bower, there is a secood 
grave." 

"It is the grave of my poor wronged sister!" cried Hyland, 
impetuously. 

" Of your sister, and of— -Ha, ha I Is not this a merry subject for 
two brothers to talk on. ' My countryman and brother' destroyed 
her and fled." 

** May Heaven pardon him I " cried Hyland ; " but I cannot." 

" Wo buried her in secret, and in night, that none might look npon 
her shame, or upon ours," said the refugee ; " and that night came 
into the world her brother, whom we cidled Hyland, that we might 
better remember her destroyer." 

" Oran ! Oran I " • 

^* Your mother," continued the elder brother, with a cruel pertiiia- 
city, " loved the girl well, and died of sorrow for hor. My ' conntnr- 
men and brothers' pointed at our shame ; they visited the sins of tae 
children upon die father, and drove him forth in his old age, a child- 
less and ruined man." 

"They did," said the youth ; " he came to the island, and he died 
in my arms." 

'* My ' countmnen and brothers,'" added Oran, with a fisroeioas 
sneer, "have left the oldest and youngest to weep for the others.^— 
Here is the commission We will avenge theni t " 

For a moment Hyland seemed to share the Are of the outcast i for 
a moment he grasped the parchment which the other had put into bia 
hand. His face dashed — ^then turned pale ; he hesitated — faltesed ; 
the badge of honour fell to the earth ; and clasping his handa together, 
he looked at Oran imploringly, and said—" My father died m my 
arms, and charged me, with his lart breath, to forget that he had 
been wronged." 

'< It woe the weakness of his death«hour," said Oran. 

" He bade me," continued the ymth, '' leave hb enemies to Ood, 
and tlie destroyer of his peace to his fate." 

" Look at his fate I " cried the refugee : " wealth surrounds hnn, 
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and he is envied for his haj^niiess ; while you are aahained of your 
fiither's uame, and I am poor, abhorred, and miserable." 

'* We will go to the islaod, and forget — " 

*' Will yon hare the commission ? *' said Oran, abruptly. '' You 
have youth, talents, education, and fortune — and will rise. This 
comminion is to serve among the royal refugees ; but if you carry it 
bravely at the first bout, I have the general's word you shall be 
transferred to the line, with a fair field for promotion." 

" liook, Oran," said the youth, manfully; *'I will not take Ae 
commission, noi will I trust your commander's prqpiises. You have 
served him from the beginning ; and none have served him better. 
How has he rewarded ^ou ? — ^You are still a captain of refiigees !" 

A shadow of humiliation passed over the face of the renegade ; 
but ho answered without emotion. ''I sought nothing better, nor am 
I fit for promotion. My station is where my habits and incUnaldonf 
pat me — among the free rangers. But you have learning, youth, 
ambition ; and are capable of training into discipline.'* 

'* I will not take the commission,'* said Hyland, with increasing 
resolution. ** I have been enough with our people— with the Ame? 
ricans — to know that their cause is just, and holy, and is prevailing. 
Nay, you must know that, at this moment, commissioners are delibo* 
rating over the preliminaries of negotiation, and that peace mast 
soon be concluded.'* 

'* It is false," said the refhgee, fiercely ; " a trick of the ministen 
—a common stratagem." 

** True or false, Sien, yet am I resolved to shed no blood in the 
quarrel ; and certainly I will take no commission to distress the people 
of this neighbourhood. Oran, I am resolved : I will not fight ; and 
I adjure yon, by the last wish of our poor father and by your own 
hopes of future quiet, that you give up your scliemes of blood and 
leave this fatal valley for ever. Disband your followers ; and take 
heed you be not suddenly deserted by your employers." 

" Boy," said the outlaw, "you are not white-livered, or you would 
not say these things to me ! Look you, I know your folly : it is not 
for me — ^not because yon love liberty and peace — not because you 
have laid to heart the'dotish words of a half-crazed father — ^that you 
are so cold and shameless ; but because you have set your eyes on 
the baby-face of a girl, who will laugh at you when the last fit of 
your folly is over. Hark you — ^read me this knavish letter, and see 
what is already said of you." 

" I have read it," said the young man, faltering. 

" Ay, but read it again ; let me know how far your madness has 
been talked of." 

And. Hyland, summoning courage, took the letter and read it, 
though his embarrassment increased at the paragraph concerning 
himself, which had caused Oran to snatch it so suddenly from the 
hands of the volunteer. This paragraph, couched in the coarsest 
terms, expressed a knowledge of his affections, which had alarmed 
him at first excessively, though it was probable it was nothing more 
than the shrewd guess of a keen observer; and it concluded by 
showing how easily he might be ** nabbed while at his gaUivantiog. 

**And this, then," cried the refugee, ''it is that makes you so 
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tame, so spiritless I Poor fool ! could you look on none but the 
betrothed of a Falconer ? Look you, boy — you are in a bear-trap, 
and the loe will soon be on your back : with this baby-fancy, shame- 
ful and dishonourable, you are gulling yourself into perdition/* 

** Gran," cried the young man, throwing himself upon the wild 
man's mercy, '* this poor girl is betrothed against her will ; and if no 
friend stands by her, there will be another broken heart laid by the 
side of Jessie. Do not scoff at me, or reproach me ; she saved my 
life — she has treated me with a sister's kindness and trust ; and if 
she will suffer me to aid her, I will rescue her from her mijsery, 
tbouffhidieforiti" 

" Do what vou will," said Oran, with a gloomy frown : '* though 
you had her neart and love, what will she say to you when this 
cunning daughter of a villain that sent yonder Parker to the rope 
ferrets out your secret, and shows you to be a son of the Gilberts ? 
Nay, what will others say to you ? It is better to die as a soldier than 
a spy I" 

** I am no spy," said Hyland ; ** and when the time comes for dis- 
closure, I will not fear to acknowledge my name." 

'^ It will soon come," said the refugee. " Go," he added sternly ; 
" you are rushing upon destruction ! Have yourself as you can, till 
midniffht ; and then take the commission, or be lost. Begone from 
this place ! it will be soon full of soldiers — ^I have sent for thero^ 
and already they are coming. Brother," he said, relenting, aa the 
young man turned to depart— he strode after him and took him by 
the hand, *' what have you or I to do with the love of woman ? Tliis 
is but a folly. You have no friend or kinsman left to advise or help 
vou. Well, if the girl be willing to fly, why put her upon a fleet 
norse, and to-morrow she shall be beyond the reach of a Falconer. 
It shall not be said I deserted you even in your folly." 

How much further the wild and flinty outlaw might have been 
softened by the distress he saw pictured on his brother's face cannot 
be told. The gentler feeling of affection beginning to yearn in his 
bosom was chused away by a sudden sound like the flourish of 
a distant trumpet, which came trembling over the forest leaves. 
"Away!" he cried hastily; *^the curs are coming, and the troop 
with them. Dive into the swamp, and meet them on the road. To- 
night you shall see me." 

So saying he bounded down the hill with the activity of a moun- 
tain-buck, and was almost instantly lost to sight. The brother, 
crossing the swamp and brook, made his way to the road, some 
distance above the spot where he had dismounted. 



CHAPTER XXI. 

I will diicover such a horrid troAson 

Aft when you hoar't and underiitand how long 

You've been abused, will run you mod with fury. 

Bbaumomt and FLKTOHia. 

Th« unexpected termination of a day of heroism already related, — a 
termination that surprised and irritated Miss Falconer, as much 
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as it perhaps secretlj pleased the captain's daaghter, — ^was a cense- 
qaence of the late quarrel, or rather a mode of burying it in obliyion, 
devised by Captain Caliver, who had contracted an esteem for the 
painter, and preferred ** his ease in his inn *' to all the delights and 
blandishments that might be expected in the society of Gilbert's 
Folly. As the superior ofScer, he had taken the command into his 
own hands, and besides arranging his forces so as to watch all the 
approaches to the yallev, and dispatching Lieutenant Brooks to the 
village to communicate with the authorities there, he declared his 
resolution to erect his head quarters in the Hollow, at a place like the 
Traveller's Rest, where, while still commanding the road, he would be 
near enough to protect the females and non-combatants in the 
captain's house. " And besides," he added facetiously, while riding 
up to the little inn, " as we men of the sword are protectors of widows 
as well as orphans, we will thus protect a forlorn old woman from 
mischief, and put a penny into her pocket, and drink our wine at our 
ease — ^for you remember. Falconer, my voung brother, you swore by 
all the gods you would have some of tne wherewithal smuggled up 
to this identical old woman's whiskey-house I" 

" I swore it by the eternal Jupiter," said Falconer, with a grin : 
'^and, by the eternal Jupiter, I am as ready for a blow-up now 
as another time ; only that we must blow fast, so as to run up to Hal 
to be scolded before bed-time, as soon as Brooks comes : and as for 
Mr. Hunter here^ why he and I can blow out one another's brains in 
the morning." 

'^ If thee talks in this evil-minded, blood-thirsty manner," said 
Ephraim Patch, indignantly, ''I give thee warning I will have 
nothing to do with thy wholesome wines and thy goodly brandies 
whereof thee has spoken, and whereof much good may be said, in 
regard of them that are faint and weary. If thee will eat, drink, and 
be merry all in a civil Christian way, without drawing any weapons 
more dreadful than corks, pulling only at the bottle instead of the 
pistol, and neither swearing profanely, nor drinking foolish irreli- 
gious healths, thee shall have me in company to give thee good 
counsel, whereof thee has considerable much need, as well as thy 
long-nosed friend here (not meaning any offence,) which thee calls 
captain, and the youth also, friend Hunter. Yenly, I am both hungry 
and thirsty, and will sooner enjoy the creature comforts in this quiet 
hovel, Uian even the satisfaction of bringing the breaker of laws into 
the hands of justice. Verily, the thought of these goodly wines doth 
make my mouth water ; and I shall rejoice even to the bottom of my 
spirit if they have already reached the house of the widow." 

We do not design to relate the joys of the banquet shared by the 
four worthies, and some two or three young men of the county who 
had shown ^emselves men of spirit, and remained bravely by the 
side of the ofiScers, resolved, as they said, to contribute their aid to 
the defence of the Hollow. It is only worthy of remark, first, that 
the. ill-blood between young Falconer and the painter gradually wore 
away, and was succeeded, on the part of the former, by a sudden 
friendship which bade fair to ripen into fondness, and on that of 
Hyland bv what was at least a show of reciprocity^ ; secondly, that 
honest Ephraim gradually displayed as much spirit in the feast as he 
had before manifested in the fray, and became, to the surprise of *'^^ 



I4t THB HAWKS OF HAWK-HOLLOW. 

tb« tool of mirth and dfollenr) and thirdlytthat the capricioiu yoon^ 
Falconer grew 00 enamonied of his company, thai he ceaaed to talk, 
as he did at first, of the necessity he was under of paying hia sister 
and friends a visit at the Folly, until he was roused to recollection by 
the sudden retreat of his new Ariend fh>m the cottage. The painter 
was detected in the very act of stealing, or, as they chose to call it^ 
sneaking ftom the apartment ; and Mr. Falconer, ottering a loud— 
'' Hillo I halt, deserter I " volunteered to bring him back to the 
punishment immedintely ordered by the captain of cavalry, of a glaas 
of salt and water. Ha rushed from the room, and plainly bebeld the 
youth, in the light that flashed from the window, spring flrom the 
porch, and dive into the midnight shadows of the oak-trees, for it was 
now completely dark. As he retreated, he stumbled over some 
obftmction in the path ; but instantly recovering himself, he lei^ied 
over the little brook, and was soon out of sight. 

** Hillo, Hunter, my boy I " cried the lieutenant. " Why, zonnds I 
there he goes up the road like a light»horseman 1 Why, gad, hera 
the fool has dropped his handkerchief : no, gad*s my life, ^t is a pmer. 
Hillo, painter, you've dropped something I A letter, as I'm altre ! 
Ehem^hiccup ! — a very handsome constellation that Great Bear'— 
never saw the Pointers shine so brightly in my life. Gad's my We, 
and adaooks, as Captain Loring says, 'tis the lights in the Folly-, after 
all ; and here am I, carousing like an ass, instead of playing off the 
Romeo to Catherine by starlight. Now Hal will scold like twco^ 
housekeepers, Catherine will look sulky, and as for the captain, why 
I suppose he will fall into one of his patriarchal rages. Gad, hot I 
feel rather warmish and particular *, but this cool night air is a good 
thing for settling one's nerves. I warrant me, that rascal Hunter has 

f>ne up there before me. A very handsome, well-behaved dog, and 
like him immensely." 

With ssch expressiont as these the young man, whose brain, never 
one of the strongest, was at present whirling in confusion, began to 
miU^e his way towards the Folly, without troubling himself to think 
what amazement or aiHiction his absence might cause his friends. 
As it flrequently ham>ons in such cases, the exercise of walking men 
than counteracted tne effects of the cooling air ; so that, by the tisae 
he had trudged half the distance towards the })addock, the young 
gentleman was in the happiest spirits imaginable, wholly insensible 
of his condition, and almost nnoonsoioos of the purpose that had 
drawn him so far. He even began to sing along the road, and by 
the time he had reached the gate was trolling a song^ of a character 
ludicrous enough to come fVom his lips, but which, perhaps, caught 
originally fVom those of some wag or philosopher of the camp, was 
now suggested by the spirit of happy indiffcrenoe it breathed to all 
snblnnaiT ooncems, and was therefore in excellent harmony with his 
own feelings. It was the song of Poor Joe, and was snug widi won* 
drous emphasis and gusto :— 

Poor Jos I I 'Te no wt alAh bot oonieat at comnmnS, 

I am otlicrwlM poor oa a rat ; 
But while the world coretji one'i hoasefl and lond, 

I 'm tare 't win not rob me of tliat. 
Poor Joel 

I*m mre 'twlQ not rob me <iC tbat. 
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T^vetm mney, no moiMj to iqauider ill utefl) 

To aid me In sult'ning my lot : 
Bat then, if tlie shame of a poor num be mine, 

The shame of a scoundrel shaD not, 
Poor Joel 

The aliaiiM of a sooondrcl Shan not. 

I fo gwee U ieart to flatter, no wllto to applaud— 

Poor Joel he may houM blm or roam ; 
Bat, sure, if he meets with no angel abroad, 

He*II hap on no devil at home, 
Poor Joe! 

He 'II hap on no deril at home. 

Poor Joel INre no (Mends, as. If itolier, I mi; ht ; 

Bat for that 1*11 not bitterly grlove i 
If there's none, with the gabble ofloi^e, to delight. 

Why, then, there are none to deceive, 
Poor Joel 

Why, then, there are none to decetve. 

Poor Joe 1 I am ragged, my hat is gronvn old. 

My elbows peop out to the storm ; 
But why should I (bar for the wet and the cold. 

When content and a blaulcet can warm. 
Poor Joe I 

When content and a blanket can warm ! 

Apparently he found the madrigal jnst one stanza too short, at 
least for his present mood ; for which reason, so soon as he had 
finished the last of all, he began to repeat it, with even more expres- 
sion than before^ and had just reached the second line — 

My elbows peep out to the storm— 

when one of his own eibows was suddenly seized upon, and a Yoioe, 
bitteriy reproachful, muttered in his ear — *^ Axe you mad ? Ave joa 
mad, brother ?-— are yoo mad ? " 

** What I Hal— sister— is that yon ? Gad 's my life, I knew you 
would scold me : but if you would only consider — But, now I think 
of it, egad, what brings me out here of a dark night, singing * Poor 
Joe,' like an old soldier ? Adaooks, as the captain says, I am quite 
astonished I'* 

M Brother, you are — Oh, that yon should be so insensible to interest, 
if not to shame ! " cried Miss Falconer, with deep feeling. ** Brother, 
brother, you — " 

" If I have, may I be shot ! " cried the young officer, hastfly, as if 
die instinct ai long habit had taught him what his sister intended to 
say; '' diat is, Harry, my dear, nothing to speak of; and it is sJl on 
account of Galiver, who, betwixt yon and me, is so deuced sofb-headed 
— ^he is, egad — one must always sit by to take care of him. As for 
me, MbIj why I can drink a hogshead of any such wishwashwy BtaiF 
as these French wines ; I can, by the eternal Jupiter, as Caliver says ; 
and at the present moment I am — " 

'^Bnined, irretrievably ruined 1" cried his sister; '* and by your 
own folly — by your own ndaerahie, infatuated dissipation. Yon haTe 
loBt Catherine Loring." 

** Lost Catherine Loring? my Catherine Loring ?'* cried the young 
man, in alarm. *< Have the Hawks carried her off ? '* 

** Wtat if I say yes ?*' replied Harriet ; and then added, with a 
tone that brought the youth still farther to his senses : " and I must 
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add, that even a baae and renefi^ade Gilbert is worthier of her than 
yoa — my brother— the son of Richard Falconer ! Oh^ shame upon 
you, brother I shame upon you I*' 

•' Harry, you are joking with me !" cried Falconer, with a voice 
somewhat quivering and querulous. "We've driven the dogs the 
Lord knows whither ; and as for that story of the village, why, that *s 
all a fib : so as to carrying Catherine off, I don't believe a word of it.** 

** And yet you have lost her — lost her, perhaps, beyond all redemp- 
tion. Oh, Harry, brother Harry, were you but enough in your senses 
to understand roe ! " 

"I am, sister, I am," cried Falconer; and, indeed, the devil 
drunkenness was fast giving place to the devil fear : " I have been 
drinking ; but I swear to heaven—" 

** Swear no more : vou have done so a dozen times already.** 

** I have done so, sister ; but I swear aeain, and I call heaven to 
witness, that if you have spoken the truth, and Catherine be really 
lost, I will never drink more till I have recovered or revenged her. 
But, for pity's sake, spei^ ; what is the matter ? I am sober now. 
What has brought you out here in the dark ? Where is Catherine ? 
What is the matter?" 

" You shall hear," cried Miss Falconer, hurriedly: ** perhaps it is 
not yet too late. You have a rival, brother, a dangerous rival I" 

" Oh, gad now, sister I Lord, is that all ?" exclaimed the young 
man, bursting into a lau^h; ''why, you don't think I shall go 
jeaJous, because I have a rival ? Gad, Harry, vou Ve the most absurd 
sister in the world. I wonder what the deuce has become of my hat ? 
A rival, Hal ? One of these village clotpoUs ! A dozen of 'em, if 
you like ; the more the merrier. I '11 invite 'em all to my wedding." 

''You are mad!" cried Harriet. ** Wedding, indeed! Perhaps 
you will never be married. What think you of a rival that has her 
heart?" 

" Her heart ? Catherine's heart ? " exclaimed the gay-brained 
soldier; *' why, it has been mine these two years ! " 

'* And now," said Harriot, *' it is another's. Brother ! rouse from 
your dream of confidence and security. It is as true as that the stars 
are above us, Catherine Loring loves another." 

" Harriet !— " 

" It is true--she confessed it with her own lips." 

" Confessed it, sister !" said the young man ; and then added, with 
a spirit that surprised her: *'If that be so, why then good luck to 
her I she shall have her freedom. I don't think I shall break my 
heart; and, certainly, I shan't force her to marry me. But, Hal — 
look yon, sister Hal,* I did not think she would cozen me. She con- 
fessed it, did she ? Why that 's enough. I'm an honourable man ; 
but after being cheated and jilted, I don't care much — ^But if I don't 
kill the scoundrel, Hal I— I say, if I don't kill him, you may have 
leave to call me a fool and chicken twice over Confess it ! " 

" Brother," said she, " if yoa really love Catherine, you may yet 
save her." 

''What! after eonfeuing she loves another?" cried he, sulkily. 
** Now. Hal, for all your wTsdomy you don't know me — ^I wont have 
her. Confess, indeed I " 
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** Now — she did not confess — ^I will «xpUuiu Perhaps 'twae only a 
draam ; it was in her sleep." 

*< In her sleep!" cried Falconer, and then burst again into a roar of 
lanffhter. " la her sleep 1" he ejaculated, giving way to a seomd 
peid. ** Well, yott have scared me with a vengeaaee, hat I forglne 
you — yoxL have brought me to. Of all the cunning doctors in the 
world, give me yourself, Hanry; you are infallible. And so she con- 
fessed in her sleep, ]^r soul, did she ? Oh^ Hal I Hal'I Hal r And 
here the capricious youth gave full swing to his merriment. 

'* Thus it is," said the sister, impatiently, ** one extreme or the 
other, ever. Listen, brother, for I am serious. Tour wild habits have 
greatly weakened Catherine's affections* Another comes in the 
meanwhile, with attractions^ I will not say superior to your own, but 
perhaps every way equal, who ceases not, neither by day nor by night, 
to influence her imagination and engage her heart Judge of his 
success^ when yon know that she has admitted him to intimacy, nay, 
iu> eoniidence— judge, when I tell yon that she trembles at the sound 
of his voice, tnms pale at the echo of his footsteps, blushes when ha 
apeafcs^ looks glad when he is by her, and weeps when he is absent; 
and finallv, who hides the secret ftom her own waking thouffhts, yet 
babbles his name over in her dreams, and sheds tears, and smiles widi 
her tears when she mncmors it. Is not such a man, the object of 
such emotiooS) himself so passionately enamoured that his visage 
betrays the timght of his bosom, even when he knows he is suspected 
and watched — ^is not such a man a dangerous rival ? " 

** Sister, yon know better than myself," said Falconer, uneaaiiy : 
" if you think so — ** 

" I do, brother : I believe that this moment, wiAont knowing it 
herscjff Catherine's mind is dwelling upon your rival : and if he be 
not driven away, yoa will lose her." 

** Point him out to me, sister Harriet, and then, by — " 
'^No fightmgl no fighting, brother 1" cried Harriet, in some 
alarm, and speakinff with eagerness. *' Not a hair of the young 
Ban's head must be harmed, we have done him injury enoughr among 
ns, perhaps, already. We must £aghten him away : if I know him, 
we can legally expel him from the valley. Arrest, imprison him, 
banish him-— do any thing ; but harm him not — that is, do him no 
harm with your own hands. If he have forfeited his life to the law, 
let the law take it. Now, brother, know your rival-— it is the youngest 
brother of this dreadful Oran Gilbert" 

** Saints and devils I" cried Faiconor, with vivacity; *' a Hawk of 
die Hollow, and dare to love Catherine Loring ?'' 

*' I could be sworn to it," said Harriet ** The circumstances 
that pointed out the assassin of my father, wore but olmes of thistle- 
down to the chains of evidence that led me to the knowledge of this 
skulking raven's character. The first circumstance was as strong as 
the last ; an idle, thoughtless, nay, an accidental pencilmark on a 
drawing opened my eyes in an instant ; and heaven's light imme- 
diately streamed through them. But think him not the coarse cut- 
thioat his name would indicate ; he has had a gentlemen's breeding, 
and such is his bearing. I doobt not that he is a confederate of his 
brother, perhaps even a spy ;* and I am penuaded it was he who 
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coanteracted oar scheme of seicing the reprobates, and brought the 
poor soldier, Parker, to the gibbet. He mast be arrested and 
examined. He knows he is sospected — ^he knows that I saspect 
him ; bat will, in his andacitr$r, remain in the assurance that no real 
proof can be brought against him. That man, that painter, brother — 
that Hunter ! where did rou leave him ?" 

** Leave him ? " cried Falconer : '^ why, is he not here ? Sure he 
led the way hither ; and sure I followed after him. A rare fellow, 
sister I I was going to blow his brains out ; bat, eg^ad, I knew him 
better, and, egad, I am coming on fast to adore him. Adzooks, as 
the captain says, I picked up his letter, and — ** 

** His letter ? *' cried Harriet eagerly ; ** where is it ? " 

" Here," said the lieutenant, drawing it from his pocket, wherein 
he had safely bestowed it. 

** To the light I to the light I" cried the maiden, snatching it ont 
of his hands, and running with the speed of a frighted deer towards 
the mansion, followed by her bewildered brother. A candle biased 
in one of the windows that opened on the porch, and in the chamber 
it lighted, had s^e been disposed to look, Miss Falconer might have 
seen the gallant Captain Loring sitting upright in his arm-chair, but 
fast asleep, and filling half the house with the melody of his nostrils. 
To this window ran Miss Falconer, and hither she was followed by 
her brother; who, to his amazement and indignation, found her 
devouring the contents of the paper, with the avidity of a malefactor 
poring over his own respite fix>m a death of igpoiominy. 

** Gad's my life, sister Hal I " cried the incensed soldier, ** yon have 
disgraced me for ever I What, reading the young fellow's letter ? ** 

** Beading my letter ! " cried Harriet, turning upon him a look 
inexpressibly fierce and triumphant. ** Was not tnis suspicipn as 

Erophetic as the other ? The dead Parker speiJLS to me, and fVom 
is grave affords me proof even stronger than I sought. Oh, villain ! 
villain I audacious, inconceivably audacious villain! Their lieu- 
tenant? His intimacv with, his designs upon Catherine Loring, 
revealed even to his nbald companions ? and made their theme of 
speech I their jest ! Oh, what a rival you have suffered to approach 
vour betroUied wife, Harry Falconer. This convicts, doubly convicts 
him. — What ho, uncle ! Captain Loring awake ! Where is Cathe- 
rine? Uncle I uncle P 

" Devils V* cried Falconer, '' do you mean to say that Hanter is 
the man ? Why, he's a gentleman." 

" Adzooks, and absbobs, what's the matter? Send out the scoots 
to beat the bushes : tree'em, my boys, tree 'em ; never show an incJi 
of Adam's leather to an Indian. Adzooks, is that you, Harry, my 
dear ?" were the words of Captain Loring, roused as suddenly from 
his slumbers as he had often been in his early woodland campaign 
" What 's the matter ? Have you caught that scoundrel Oran, or any 
of his gang?" 

The answer to this question astounded the old soldier ; and while 
Miss Falconer poured into his ears the story of the transformation of 
his beloved Herman, the painter, into Hyland Gilbert, a brother and 
leader among the Hawks of Hawk- Hollow, he seemed, for a moment, 
like the devotee, rapt in a holier passion, to have— - 

Forgot blmairif to marU*. 
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la the meanwhile, the nnlacky author of thb commotion had 
brought his destinies to a crisis in another quarter, and with another 
indiyidnal. 



CHAPTER XXn. 

'• Not aU the wealtb of Eaatera king*,'* lald alio, 

** Hm power to part my pUghted love and iiie.**-'DBTDS]f. 

The painter had long since made his way to Gilbert's Folly. As he 
hurried through the park, he discerned the figure of Miss Falconer, 
and notwithstanding the obscurity of the hour, he knew her at once, 
and avoided her, by entering the house and the little saloon in which 
he had spent so many happy moments : it was empty, but the door 
leading to the garden was open, and the broad gravel-walk, fringed 
with low shrubs and roses, was lighted by the taper in the apartment. 
As he stepped out, his eye fell upon Catherine lioring, who was that 
moment approaching from the garden, her step hurried, and her 
countenance displaying agitation, which was increased the moment 
she beheld him. ^*0h, Mr. Hunter I" she cried, running eagerly 
towards him, ** I am very glad to see you, and I am ^lad we are 
alone. We are all going mad here at the Folly, and it is right you 
should know it. Ton have — ^I am ashamed to sav it, fbr I know ^ ou 
have not deserved her dislike — made an enemy of mv cousin Harriet; 
the strangest suspicions have entered her head ; and she may ofiend 
you, unless you are put on your guard. Tou must forgive her ; by- 
and-bye you will laugh at her folly, and so will she : but at present 
she seems half-distracted by the events of the day, the disasters of 
her father, and her fear for the future. Bid you not meet her? 
Alas ! she will be here in a moment.*' 

" Fear not,*' said the young man, in hurried and altered tones, but 
with an effort to be jocose ; ** she is down by the park-gate, studying 
the stars, and reading my own foolish history among them. Miss 
Catherine — Miss Loring — I am aware of your friend's dislike. I am 
not surprised : she will tolerate your having no friend less interested 
than herself." 

** Ton must not speak thus, Mr, Hunter," cried Catherine, but in 
too much hurry of spirits to rebuke. ** I did wrong to show you hfiT 
letter : that, I fear, is the chief cause of her anger ; and you being a 
stranger, and so great a favourite with my father — oh, and a thou- 
sand reasons more she has found, or ftuicied, for supposing you are — 
that is, that you have deceived us ; and that — " 

'* That I am~an impostor ! " said Hyland, hesitating an instant at 
the word, but pronouncing it at last firmly. 

'^Such is, indeed, her strange aberration," cried Catherine, appa- 
rently overjoyed that the idea so repugnant to herself had been con- 
ceived by the suspected person, and without distress or anger: " and — 
and — but this is the maddest and most insulting suspicion of all (yet 
you must not be offended) — she thinks you — really I could laugh, but 
that she has frig^htened me half out of my wits— she thinks you are 
even a tory in disguise — a refugee- (ah, now I have said it) — acom- 
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ride of theie wild and lawleis men, come to spy npoB ns, and murder 
QS— <is it not too ludicrons ?)— a spy, an enemy, a traitor, nay, even a 
Gilbert— a Hawk of the Hollow. 1 can laugh, now that I have said 
it. And now, too, I am sure you will not be offended, the suBpicion 
IB so very ridiculous ; yes, I am sure you will forgive her." 

" 1 do," said the young man, sadly and faltcringly, " for her suspi- 
cion is just — at least, it is just in part — ^I am an impostor.'' 

" Heavens I " cried Catherine, " what do you tell me ? " 

" That I have deceived and imposed upon you — at least in name. 
I am neither spy nor refugee, indeed, neither cut-throat nor betrayer; 
but I am Hvland Gilbert, a son of him who built this house, and a 
brother of tnose whose name fills it with horror. Miss Loring — ^Mi^ 
Loring !'' be cried, impetuously, seeing that Catherine recoiled from 
him with terror, *' is the name so dreadful even to you ? In nothing 
else am I a criminal Do you think I would do you a hurt ?" 

'^ Surely not, surely not," cried Catherine, gasping almost for 
breath, and speaking she scarce knew what, *' i do not think joa 
would hurt me. No, oh no I I have done yoa no harm, and my 
father has been good to you." 

** For God's sake— Miss Loring — Catherine— compose yoarBeU^** 
cried the young man, both amazed and shocked at the impression his 
words had produced on a mind almost unhinged by long and brood- 
ing sorrow. ** What, I harm you ? — I would die to protect you from 
the least evil" 

" And yoa are a Gilbert, then, a foe to the land of your birth, a 
dis|^ised enemy, an assoeiate of thieves and murderers ? " cried the 
maiden, with sudden energy, and in a passion of teara : ^' Oh, Mr. 
Hunter, I thought better of you !" 

** Think better of me yet I " he exclaimed, catching her by the 
hand, " for as there is a heaven above us, I have done nothing to 
deserve your hatred ! All that I have done — ^and it is nothing but 
concealment — was to do yoa service, and to obtain your friend^up." 

« Go— stay no longer here—you mast come no more I" cried Ci^ 
therine, weeping bitterly ; ** and would vou had never come, for I 
thought ^on were my mend— my friend, and my poor father's^ I 
don't believe yoa arc a bad man, or that you will do a wrong ta any 
one ; but you must go— yes, go," she added, wildly, " ftar you aie in 
danger : they will arrest you ; and then what will become of yoa ? 
It was Harriet's talking of this — of arresting you— that made me tell 
yoa, that you might straw her how much she was deceived. Go, go, 
and never return more ; a moment, and the officers will be here ; 
Harriet has sent for them : go, Mr. Hunter, go ! " 

** 1 will not, Catherine 1" cried the youth, giving way to the most 
vehement emotion : " 1 know that they are sacrificing you *, and I 
will remain till you are rescued, come what will. You hate this 
young Falconer ; yoa do, Catherine — ^you cannot conceal it j he is 
unworthy of you— he shall never many you." 

*' Ton will drive me mad ! For heaven's sake, Mr« Hunter, is this 
the way to show your fViendship ? " 

'<My love, Catherine, call it my love. I love yoa, Catherine 
Loring, and I will save yoa, even against your will Say that yoa 
hate Henry Falconer, the wretched son of a still more wretched father 
—say that— nay, place but your hand on mine, and you shall—" 
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'^Ke?er ]" cried Catherine, wildly : " I love yon not— I bate yon ! 
Bekaaeme. le thii the way yon repay my father'f good deedi ? Oo, 
Mr. Hnnter ; yon have made me more unhappy thim before." 

**l will make yon happy, Catherine. 1 have wealth, nay, and 
lepntation, Gilbert thougn I be. I will go to yonr ^Uhei^-I will 
demand yon at hia hands — " 

" Kill me firat— kill me rather than speak to me thus I" oiied the 
unhappy maiden in nnmistakeable agitation. ^ Is this the way to 
talk to me? Yon should know better, for I am to be fftven to 
another. Oh that you had never oome to our house I Gk>, I fixgive 
you— >I will tell nobody. If they find yon, they will kill yon: 
liarriet has shown me they can take yonr life. Hark ! they are 
coming. I hear their voices I I hear my father's ! I fo]*give yon, 
Mr. Hunter ; yes, I forgive you— but I will never see you more 1 no, 
never!" 

<' Catherine 1—** 

** Kever ! I swear it^never, never I i am vowed and betrodMd. 
If you stay longer I shall die. Oh I have pity on me and go : have 
pi^n me for my father's sake— pit^, pity ! " 

These wild and hysterical expressions were concluded by a shriek i 
for at that moment the iU*foted girl, who hiMl been all the while 
struffglinff, though flaeblyy to make her way into She little sdoon, 
beheld Miss Falconer, followed by iMr fatlier and the young lien- 
lenaot, rush into it. As she screamed, she burst from the grasp 
of the impassioned lover, and, mnning forwards, threw herself into 
the captain's arms. 

*'0n, the hound t the villain !" cried ^e veteran ; "he has been 
killing her. Shoot him down, run him Ibrough, knock him on the 
beadl Here, yon Aunt Rachel! Fhosbe! Daphne! Dick! fiophi 
and the squad of you. Oh Lord, Harry, my dear, the dog has mnr- 
deredherl" 

** Ko, father, no, no, no I " cried the maiden clinging, almost in 
eonvukions, to his neck ; *' I am very well, father— a bat flew in m^ 
ikce— a snake can«D into the garden, and I don't know what ! But it 
is very foolish, father — ^I am always very foolish I ** And with these 
incoherent expressions, in which even the whirl and tumult of a 
fuiierinjg heart eould not repress an instinctive effort to distract 
notice from the young man in the garden, she foil into a state «f 
pitiable prostration which engaged the whole attention of her father 
and kiosWooian. 



CHAPTER xxrn. 

win yon walk out, ilr? 
And if I do uot bmt thee prefcntljr 
Into 01 amtnA belief as aeme oaa glTtt thse, 
Briok 1110 Into tlio wall thore for a clUmnQy-ptece, 
And say— I was ouo o* the CiBsan, done by a seaUeutter. 

Enh a Wifit and haw a Wf^. 

In the meanwhile, Herman — or Hyland Qilbert, as he mast new be 
eaUad--(so aoon as he beheld the maiden, wooed so wildly and vainly, 

X 8 
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fly to her parent for refuge,) tamed from tho illuminated path, and 
taking advantaee of his previous knowledge of tho garden, toon suc- 
ceeded in makmg his way out of it, and, as ho thought, without 
hein^ observed. He hurried through the park, torn by a tempest of 
passions, and had almost reached the gate, when he was suddenly 
roused by a tap on the shoulder, which brought him to a stand. The 
moon had set, and the light of the stars breaking through ragged 
clouds, was not sufficient to make him acquainted with the visage ot 
the intruder ; but the flrst word of the salutation that accompanied 
the touch told him he was now confronted with his rival. 

'* An excellent good night to you, my fine hail-fellow-well-met ! " 
cried Harry Falconer; ^'youUl be jogging, will you ? A word in 
your ear : there's starlight enough to be civil by, soft moist grass for 
sleeping on, and, gad's my life, as good barren clay at your feet as 
ever gentleman rotted under. Now you may be surprised to hear it, 
but I have the prettiest pair of pistols in my pocket that were ever 
made for a lady's finger ; somewnat dwarfish, to be sure — ^but, e^ady 
as good at six paces for blowing one's brains out as a battering-pieee 
at point blank distance. So douse kit, as the cobbler says, and let 's 
begin. Harkee, sir, no skulking! Don't put me to the painful 
necessity of callinff hard names. No sneaking I " 

** You are a fool," said Hyland, sternly. <^ If you will renew your 
quarrel, come to me in the morning;." 

" By your leave, no," said the lieutenant, placing his band on his 
collar. ** As to being a fool, adzooks, as the captain says, I am, or 
was, for supposing you an honest, respectable sort of a vagabond 
young man; whereas, on the contrary — " 

"Remove your hand, or — Well, sir," cried the young GilbeEt» 
*' what will you have ? Must I cut your throat ? IVust me : my 
fingers have been itching to do it all day, and at this moment they 
are hotter than ever. Begone, therefore, while vou may, and while 
the devil is yet behind me. lliis is no time nor place for quarrelling." 

"The best in the world," said the ofiicer; '^and to end your 
ecruples at once, know that I give you choice only of two alter- 
natives. Being a cursed Hawk-Hallow Gilbert — " 

« Hah I" 

"You have a certain claim to the gallows; but being also an 
exceedingly well-behaved, genteel, handsome young dog, who have 
done me the honour to court my sweetheart, you have an equal claim 
to die in a gentlemanly way. So take your choice — a pistol, six 
paces, and a shot at one two-three ; or yield yourself a prisoner, and 
die by a drum-head court-martial." 

"What if I say neither?" replied Gilbert "Away, molest me 
not." And he turned again to depart, but was again arrested by 
the hot soldier. 

" Oh, gad," cried this worthy, " one thins you must say." 

" Look, you, Mr. Henry Falconer," said Hyland, with a trembling 
voice. ** I have never yet harmed human creature, and I would not 
willingly hurt even you, thoush I have a double cause to wish you ilL 
Provoke me no further, xou have been drinking, and are now 
beside yourself." 

" Never think it," said the lieutenant, dropping bis tone of bags- 
"-^^le, but speaking with characteristic impetuosity. "You have 
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presumed to be impertinent to a certain lady, who shall be nameless ; 
for which reason, I will forget that yon are a low and contemptible 
scoundrel, worthy only — " 

'^ Give me the pistoV said Hyland, " and your blood be on your 
own head. I will abide no more from the son of yoor father." 

** Spoken like a man,*' cried Falconer, instantly stepping off six 
paces on the grass, and counting them aloud as he stepped. Then 
tnming, he Mlded with a furious roice, as if giving way to his 
passions — ** Now, you rascal, prepare to fire as soon as you hear me 
count three ; and if I don't teach you manners, you gallows dog, may 
I never more smell gunpowder. Beady, you rogue I fire ! one — ^two 
— 4iireel" 

The instant the last word escaped his lips, he fired his own pistol, 
and Hyland staggered back as if the shot had taken efiect. Imme« 
diately recovering himself, however, he cried with an agitated voice 
< — <' Let that satisfy you— I will not hurt you," and threw his own 
nndischarged weapon away. The act of generosity was not appre- 
ciated by his rival, who, inflamed by a rage to which he seemed now 
to have given himself up, uttered an oath, and whipping out the sword 
he always carried at his side, rushed upon him ciying — " Villain, yon 
don't escape me so easily I " 

Thus attacked, and with a fury that seemed to aim at nothing 
short of his life, Hyland, who was entirely without arms, avoided the 
lunge aimed at his heart, and immediately closing with his adversary 
they fell together to the ground. 

In the meanwhile the pistol-shot had reached the ears of the captain 
of cavalry, and one or tivo of the late banqueters who were at that 
moment nuking their way to Gilbert's Folly, in obedience to a sum- 
mons from Miss Falconer, which, although meant only for her brother, 
the domestic intrusted with it had communicated in his absence to 
Captain CaHver. It found that worthy gentleman, as well as idl others 
present, somewhat incapable of understanding it ; but as it related to 
the Hawks of the Hollow, and seemed to require the presence of the 
lieutenant or his friends at the mansion, it was obeyed by all, not even 
excepting the gallant Ephraim ; although, as it afterwards appeared, 
this mysterious individual had, after setting out, separated from the 
party, which was now but three in number. 

"By the eternal Jupiter!" ^ned Caliver, toiling and stumbling 
upon an ascent that led to the park gate as the sudden explosion, 
followed immediately after by angry voices, broke the solemn silence 
of the night — '<by the eternal Jupiter, halt I there's the tories! 
They're beating up the old cock's quarters I " 

As Caliver rushed into the park he again heard the voice of a 
friend, and rushing up beheld, to his great amazement, the band of 
tories dwindled into a single individual lying across Falconer's 
breast, and in the veiy act of transfixing him with his own weapon. 

*' By the eternal Jupiter, what means all this ? " cried he, dragging 
^land off his prey. '< What ! my jolly gentleman-volunteer, ha ! 
What means this, you absurd youn^ cut-throats ?" 

'^It means," cried Falconer, rismg, and darting at his foe with 
unexampled fury, '^that I've nabbed a tory lieutenant, and 1*11 have 
his blood!" 

X 4 
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He took iuM adrevuuy «t a diaadyaiitage, for Hjknd yaa atiSl iield 
by the ceptein ; and before this bewild^^ peaceoiflker ooiild inter- 
fere the combatants were again rolling togedier upon the ground, only 
that their poaitions were jeveiwd, for Falooner was now appersBOsty 
and armed with Caliper's sword which he had anatohed out of Hie 
ci^tain's hand, not knowing; nor indeed caring, what liad beoome of 
his own. 

At this jnnotnre a new feature was given to the battie-field. 
« Enemies 1 " cried Caliver's two attendants ; and the ciy was echoed 
by a fierce yell like the war-whoop of a savage ooming from the gate, 
tbrou^ wnich galloped thejr kiww not how many dnaky figmes 
looking to the eyes of the revcdlers like the fiends of daikneae 
tlieBMelves. The astounded captain, deserted in a moment fay iiis 
attendants, looked np and beheld with stiU greater amaaement the 
apparition, as it seemed, of F.phraim Platch aaftride itis gaUoat "gny ; 
only that this impression was pitt to flight hflStm apectre urging 
the steed right upon him, crying at the same time in a voice oC 
thmder — ^^Down with the rebel dogs I trample them to death ! ** and 
the next moment the unlncky officer was stmck to the gxoimd by 
the blow of a hoof, and there lay insensible. 

** Victory I *' cried the valiant rider, springing fimm his steed, and 
cheering his companion (for he had bnt one,) wbo was at ^at 
moment dashing afker the two valnateers, ** victory I" he exdaimed, 
mshing towards the original combatants, and immediately proceeding 
to knock young Falconer on the head with the butt of a pistol, 
crying at &ie same time to Hyland, whom he assisted to rise, " Up, 
brother actor and Hawk of the Hollow — ' my name is Hany Fer^ ! ' 
' The trumpet sounds retreat, the day is ours I '" 

^ Good God I" cried young Gilbert, bending over his advezsary, 
" you have killed him I " 

The young officer, confused by the blow he had leoaved, and 
pei^aps tenrified by the appearance of enemies so unexpected, suid of 
a character so incomprehensible, stole away and concealed himself 
anumg some neighbouring bushes. He heard &e crash of hoofs over 
the avenue, as tf he who had chased away the volnnteers were now 
returning to his unkaown companions, then a murmur of vMoes, and 
finally a renewed sound of horses' feet, whereby he x>eToei7ed the 
midnight assailants had left the paddock. He &en crept from his 
conoeahnent and made his way towards the mansion, to which, as 
was evident from the flashing of lights in tlie windows :and on the 
perch, the alarm had been abeady commnnioated. 



€HAPTER XXrV. 

And I remember the chief, aaid the king of woody Morven: I met him, ooe dqg^ 
on the htU; hlB cheek was pale— his eye was dark; the sigh wis firequent in Ui 
hreast ; his steps were towards the desert. — Carrie-nura. 

Tbb occuTveooe of tiie preceding incidents had made the poor widow 
an object of suspicion, as having connived at the presence, and aided in 



IBB SAWKB OV SAVK-BOLLOW. 15S 

the ooooealmeiitand flight of the ontlmvs; and she was even threatened 
ivith the vengeance ef the law, until flarry iUconer, to the otrpriae 
of eveiy body, tte|}^d forward as her diampkniy and made sooh 
interaat for her as left her again in her kmeljr and quiet doBolMion. 
Whether this display of generosity wae prompted hy his own erratic 
ifeelingfly or was derived from the secret influence of the captain's 
dangfater, Elsie knew not. Catherine visited her no more; aad 
witiiin a week after the eoqilosion of the fourth, she left Hawk-HoUow 
with her friend Harriet, and was absent for a considerable period. 
Elsie saw her, as the carriage nJled by ; her face was very pale and 
haggard, as if she had been sofiering from sickness. When she le- 
tnrncd, young Falconer and a brother officer, both mounted, praneed 
akmg at her side. She looked from the carnage as she passed, and 
kissed her band to the widow, while her eye spaikled as widi its 
femer iire. But Elsie bdield her not ; as she looked up, her eye 
canght the ootlines of a dark and stem conntenanoe behind that of 
Catherine, on which were die tnces of age and broken health. 

•fihe started from her seat,* and gaaed eagerly after the roUing 
vebide, but it was soon swept ont of sight rae remained upon her 
feet, until she had seen it enter the park, and draw up before Captain 
XiOringVt door, wfaen she again sunk upon her diair muttering to 
heraalf— **1 saw him hist a black-eyed boy, with a cheek like the 
roae^leaf, and hair Uke the wing of a crow ; and now be comes with 
a cheek as withered as even mine, and locks frosted still whiter. 80 
let it be with the villain ; honour m^ fall on the snowy head, but 
what lies in the bosom ? And can he walk over the knoUs were 
Jesne walked, and smile on those axonnd him ? There is thunder 
yet in heaven, and a long reckoning yet to settle. Ah well, ah well ! 
we flball see what we shall see, and I shall live to see it ; for she 
cursed fahn in her deatii gasp ; and I cursed too, and I prayed Grod I 
mii^ live to see the two cnnes light upon him together; and 
togeAer they will hght, and I alive to see it T' And muttering thus 
in one of those fiocasional moods of diukness whk^ had, periups, 
more than aimfaing else, served to ^ the stigma of the sibyl upon 
her, Elsie gathered up her wheel and spindle, and retreated from her 
fafvourite seat in the pordi, to which she returned no more during the 
day. 

The person upon whom she invoked this mslediction was the friSfaer 
of Miss Falconer, who, with Catherine and himself, made up the 
eontents of the carriage. As he stepped upon the pordi of GUbeet^ 
Fo9^, from the vdude, and received the rough welcome of Csptain 
Loring, it was with a firmer bearing than would have been expected 
from his apparent age and infinn heahfa : he was of tall stature, and 
aKhongh greatly wasted, preserved an erect -militaiy bearmg : bos 
countenance, thon^ hollow, withered, and of the saUowest hue, was 
even yet strikingly handsome, and his eye was of re m a rkab le bril- 
liancy, though S( a stern and saturnine expression : his brow was 
very loffy, though not ample, and his month singularly well scu^ 
toied, and indiutive of decision. On the whole, his appearance was 
at once commanding and venerable ; and even ihoae who were freest 
to whisper die tale of early profligacy and maturer cormption, oeadd 
not deny him the defercnce doe to his gentlemanly sir- and deport- 
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ment. A close inn)ection of hii countenance would have rerealed 
no traces of the workinffs of an nnqniet spirit : the first glance showed 
him to be of a temper tnonghtfhly reserred— nay, severe, and moody i 
hut the second could discover no more. A perfect self-command, a 
mastery^ not merely of his countenance but of his spirit, lifted him 
above the ken of petty scrutiny ; and if he wore a mask in his com- 
merce with men, it was like that iron one of the BastUe, which, when 
put on, was put on for life, and was, at the same time, of iron : he was 
a man upon whom even his children looked with fear — not that fear, 
indeed, which lives ill constant expectation of the outbreaking of a 
violent spirit, but the awe that is l)egotten by a consciousness of the 
inflexible resolution of the spirit that rules us. This inflexibility is 
power, and power is ever an object of secret dread, even with those 
who love its possessor. 

The austerity of his mind was not accompanied by rigid maniien» 
nor even coldness of feeling. No one could be more conrteons, and, 
at times, even agreeable, than Colonel Falconer : he received the 
welcomes of his kinsman with much apparent pleasure, and himself 
assisted Catherine from the carriage, and conducted her into the 
mansion, congratulating her, with gentleness and kindness, upon her 
return. ** Tet you must grant," he added, ^ that even the smoke of a 
citv can sometimes renew the health, when the air of the country 
fails. I would I might proflt by these mountain breezes, as I know 
yon will, wh^i yon have once recovered from your fatigue ; but let 
me see you but happy with my graceless Harry, I shall not complain 
of my own inflrmities.*' 

On the third day after the arrival of Coldnel Falconer, the solitude 
of Hawk-Hollow began to be broken by the appearance of divers 
carriages, filled with gay and well-dressed people, the destination of 
all whom appeared to be Gilbert's Folly. A few individuals, the 
more favoured of the villagers, were seen mingling their e<}nipages 
occasionally with the others ; but it was plain that the majority of 
visitors were strangers, and had come from a distance. 

The object of such an unusual convocation of guests at Gilbert's 
Folly could not long remain a mystery ; sad indeed it was known, 
several days before, that it was to do honour to the nuptials of Henry 
Falconer with the daughter of Captain Loring, The wealth and 
standing of the bridegroom's fatlier were sufficient to secure him the 
means Sf giving ^lat to the ceremony, at a day when that ceremony 
was always one of festivitv ; and accordingly there appeared gnests 
enough, and of sufficient figure, long before night, at the mansion, 
to convince those who took note of such circumstances, that it would 
be such a wedding as had never before been known in all that county. 
And such indeed it proved ; though not even the most imaginative 
«oald have foreseen from what unusual circumstances it was to owe 
its claim to be remembered. 

Upon that dapr, when all others were lanf;hing and smiling, a deep 
and moody dejection seized upon the spirits of the bridegrooms 
father ( and although he displayed his wonted courtesy In receiving 
his guests, (they should be considered his,1for the bride was without 
kinsfolk, and hier father had invited none to partake of his joys, save 
a few villagers,) the task of continuing to trifle with them during the 
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entire day became intolerably irkBome, and perhaps the more so that 
his habits had for so many years accustomed him to solitude and 
privacy. Worn out at last, he exchanged the noisy apartments of 
the mansion for the shaded garden walks ; until finally driven from 
these by an increase of his melancholy, and the presence of a bevy 
of maidens, seeking flowers to decorate their fair persons, or perhaps 
that of the bride, he fled {k'om them to the more unfrequented walks 
in the park. 

** Why should I mingle with this mockerv ? " he muttered to him- 
self, ** and on this unhappy spot ? Let me look upon those scenes 1 
have not beheld for twenty-four years, and see if they have yet 
power to move me. There are none here to miss me ; and they will 
feel the freer and gayer, when frightened no more by my death's- 
head countenance. I would the silly captain had spared the popular 

row : and yet I know not — ^the old white oak, where Faugh I 

that should be forgotten. There is something new at least in the 
Ibreit. The shrubs have become maple trees and beeches, the old 
oaks and sycamore have rotted in their places, and nothing is the 
same save the . rocks and the water. Why should I fear, then, to 
revisit scenes that have changed like myself? I shall never look on 
Ihem again, after this day." 

When he rose from his meditations, it was with a brow indicative 
of a deeply suffering mind ; and as he strode onwards, pursuing 
the course of the brook, a spectator looking at him from a conceal- 
ment, might have detected on his visage the workings even of an 
agonised spirit, though it was observable that, even in this solitude, 
miere there seemed to be so little fear of observation, he still strug- 
gled to preserve an air of serenity. The roar of the waterfall fell 
upon his ear, and perhaps as the voice of an old acquaintance ; it 
did not rouse him from his dream of pain, but seemed, although he 
eaaaved to approach it, to plunge him deeper in gloom j and he 
woiud perhaps have crossed the rustic bridge without being conscious 
of the act, had not his footsteps been suddenly arrested by a figure 
Ihat started suddenly in the path, and re-called him to his senses. He 
looked up, and beheld a young man, in a hunting suit and leather hat, 
with the rifle and other equipments of a woodman, standing before 
hdm. The texture of his garments was coarse, and there was nothing 
in them to indicate any superiority in the wearer above the young 
rueticB of the country ; but he wore them with an air of ease, a 
tavoir s'habiUer, by no means common to the class : his figure was 
li^ht and handsome, and so was his face, though the latter was miser- 
ably pale and thin, and marked with the traces of grief, and the 
former considerably emaciated. As he stepped into the path, he 
dropped the butt of his rifle upon the earth, as if for the purpose of 
arousing the abstracted comer by the dash ; and when the colonel 
looked up, it was not without some alarm at opposition so unexpected. 

** Fear not," said the young man, eyeing him with a mournful yet 
ttedfiut ga^e $ ** I design you no hurt." 

'' And why should you ? " cried Colonel Falconer, returning his 
saze with one that seemed meant to rend him thronp;h. Ai he 
looked, however, he faltered, turned pale, and thrust his hand into 
his boiom, as if to grasp at a concealed pistol 
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The act was observed by the strani^er, aad he initauitlj fep e atod 
his words — ** Fear nothing — at least fear nothing from me ; I desire 
to serve you, not injure ; accident, or i^ravidence, has given me tlie 
means, x on are Colonel Falconer ? " 

** And vou ?" cried the gentleman, with an agitated voice. 

"I— what matters it what I am ? " said the yooth ; *'I am neither 
footpad nor assassin— let that satisfv yoa. What do yon in this 
place ? Cannot even conscience make yon wiser ? Methinka there 
IS not a rock or bush in this dark den — ^there should not be a nude 
of the leaf or a clash of Uie waters, but ^onld tell yoa what yoa 
should expect, when treading the soil of a Gilbert" 

''If yon meditate violence, yonng man,** cried Falconer, whose 
agitation visibly increased the more he regarded the figure before 
hun, and who now spoke with an emotion amounting almost to terror, 
" heaven forgive you ! But heaven will not. There is no pardon in 
store for the young man who assails the grey hairs of the old." 

*^ False, colonel, false I '* cried the youth, with a langh of singnlar 
bitterness, ** or surely yon had never lived to tell me so. There was 
a man of grey hairs. Colonel Falconer, who onoe Uv^d among these 
woods, and vety happily too ; but a young man struck him, and 
struck him to the heart, colonel ; and the young man lived to have a 
head as white and reverend as he whom he slew. Yet fear not; 
again I say, fear nott I came to save, not to kilL Hear me, and 
then away. Begone from tins place, and begone with such speed as 
becomes a man lyinff from a loosed panther. Mount your horse and 
away — away instant^; and in return for the good deed of one who 
has perhaps saved your life, speak not a word to any hnman being of 
what you have heard and seen in thk place." 

^ Stay," cried Colonel Falconer, recovering from his terror^ yet 
speaking with a choking voice, ^ I owe this caation to a — " 



'* To an enemy," cried the other, turning from him. 

** Stay, I charge you — I command you," and as the colonel spdie, 
in a sadden re^ilsion of feeling, he grasped the arm of the youth, 
who had ahready placed his foot upon the fallen sycamore for the 
purpose of crossing the stream. 

To the surprise of Colonel Falconer, he discovered that even the 
strength of his aged arm was superior to that of the young man, 
who seemed to have been enfeebled by long sickness. He straggled 
to release himself, but not succeeding, he turned upon his o^rtor, 
and shedding tears, said — ^* If yon will seize me, I have no stren^ 
to resist, nor any means of defence bnt this— and I will not use it." 
As he spoke he cast his rifle to the earth. ^ You have but to will it, 
to complete the ruin yon hiure begun." 

** Alas, young man, unhappy young man," said Colonel Falconer, 
" I know you, and would recompense your humani^, if such it raal^ 
be. Yon shoald not, at least, peridi like the rest of your mad and 
infatnated brothers, and yet you are rushing tqfwn the same destruc- 
tion ; you have not been gently nurtured, to live the life of a bmvo 
and outcast. I have heard of you — cf( your generous acts— of st 
least one— nay, two : for Henry Falconer confessed you had both 
spared and saved his life. I can save you, young man— I can and 
will ; and, think of me as yoa please, I will do it, for your Other's 
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sake. Yon were not mesnt for this dreadfbl life, on which you are 
embaridn^." 

^ Snch as it is," said Hyland Gilbert, picking up his rifle, for the 
colonel had wi&drawn his hand, *'I am driyen to it by yon and 
yours. Now, Colonel Falconer," he added, leaping on the tree, 
** mock me no more with a sympathy I despise, as much as I hate 
him who ofiers it. I am not your prisoner, and I will not be. I am 
weak and almost helpless — ^thank your son for that, and the skill 
that was exercised at the expense of one who had scarce eyer fired a 
pistol in his life. I am weak, but I am armed and desperate. Follow 
me no farther, for I trust you not. Follow me not, or be it at your 
peril." 

He made his way across the bridge but slowly and painfully; and 
Colonel Falconer observed more clearly than he had done before, that 
all his motions were laborious and feeble, and that, notwithstanding 
the arms he carried, he was entirely at the mercy of any one who 
chose to assail him. Partaking little in the suspiciousness of his 
daughter, he judged the actions and character of the youth widi 
more leniency and justice than others, though he kept hia inferences 
locked up in his own breast ; and, happily perhaps for Hyland, Miss 
Falconer had not thought fit to apprize him of what she deemed the 
presumption of the youth, in becoming the rival of her brother : he 
saw in him, therefbre, a young man, in no wise resembling his fierce 
brothers, from whom he had &en separated in early infancy, and one 
whom perhaps a mere desire to revisit the scenes of his childhood 
had drawn to Hawk-Hollow; and he thought, with justice, that 
^othing but the revealment of a name universally detested, by expo- 
sing him to sudden danger, had driven the young man to seek refuge 
among men of blood, whom he would otherwise have avoided. The 
confession of Henry Falconer (whose jealousy was rather wrath at 
the presumption of his rival, than any unworthy suspicion of his 
mistress), that he had fought a duel with the "confounded tory 
lieutenant," as he always called him— diat his antagonist had endured 
his fire, and although hurt, as he believed, had refosed to return it — 
and, finally, that he had very generously interfered to save him from 
one of the gang, who was on the point of blowing his brains out, was 
additional proof to Colonel Falconer that this orphan son of a num 
he had deeply injured, was not by choice among the refugees, but 
forced among them by the ill will and violence of his own children. 
The wrong he had done to one member of Gilbert's family, had, in- 
directly at least, produced the destruction of all but this one ; and 
he was now on the point of sinking into the abyss which had swal- 
lowed the rest, though worthy of a better destiny, unless a hand were 
stretched forth to save him. 

These considerations — a memory of the wrongs he had done and 
the reparation he should make, together with the present prospect of 
the poor youth^ in a state that might make him the prey of any enemy 
who might meet him, and some sense of the generosity of the warning 
he had just given — excited Colonel Falconer's feelings, and moved 
him with an impulse, which caused him at once to cross the brook, 
pursuing the fugitive, and entreating him to stay. Whether it was 
that his motive was misunderstood; and that t&e young man, in the 
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agitation of his spirits, supposed that he was followed for the pnrpofle 
of being arrested, or whether it was because he found himself in & 
spot peculiarly calculated to arouse his most rengeful feelings, it wa« 
certain that he became excited to anger by a pursuit designed <mly 
in kindness. He clambered up to the little enclosure of the grare, 
and was about making his war through the narrow passage, betwixt 
the two rocks, when, hearing the pursuer close at his heels, he turned 
round, displaying a countenance so fierce and intimidating, that it 
instantly brought the colonel to a stand. '* Villain!'' he cried, 
throwing aside his rifle, and drawing his knife, " God has sent jon 
to your fate — ^you are treading on Jessie Gilbert's grave I V 

If the words had been thunderbolts, they could not have sooner 
unmanned his pursuer. He started, shiyerine from head to foot, and 
looking down, beheld the dreary hollow, from which some pious 
hand, perhaps that of Hyland himself, had plucked away the weeds, 
leaying the stalk of the rose bush flourishing alone at its head. ** Ob, 
holy Heaven t " cried Colonel Falconer, dropping upon his knees, and 
wringing his hands, while he gazed with an eye oif horror upon the 
conch of l\is victim, " the grave of Jessie Gilbert 1 " 

** Of the mother and the babe !" cried the youne man, advancing 
towards him, with looks of vindictive fury ; *' and here, grey-headed 
though you be, you deserve to die. To this place of shame, man of 
ingratitude I you consigned the victim of your villany; and here it 
is fitting she should have her revenge." 

But if Hyland Gilbert was a moment disposed to play the part of 
the avenger, it was only for a moment. His wrath was instantly 
disarmed by a burst of grief from the wronger, so overpowering, so 
agonizing, that he at once forgot his dreadful purpose, and felt 
himself melting with commiseration. 

** She has h«^— she has had her revenge," cried the wretched man ; 
" death had been too cheap a retribution, and therefore it has been 
ordained in a life of misery ; and such misery, oh, Heaven t Would 
to God I had died in her place, though it had been with a woiid 
hooting me to the scaffold ! Yes, Jessie, I am a villain, and then 
knowest how much greater and viler than ever was thought, even by 
thee. But thou shalt have justice," he added, beating his breast, 
** yes, thou and thy murdered babe, though I give up my children to 
be sacrificed to thy memory." 

** My father was right," muttered Hyland, as the foe of his family 
poured forth the wild expressions of a remorseful spirit ; ** he charged 
me to leave the destroyer of his peace to God and iiis fate ; and God 
has made his fate an existence of retribution. Arise, Colonel 
Fidconer," he added, sternly; '* profane this holy resting-place no 
longer with the mockery of repentance. Fly and secure your 
wretched life for further remorse ; for here it is in a danger of which 
you do not dream. Begone, and remember what I charged yon— 
Hah I do you hear ? " he cried, as a whistle, as of a bird, came from 
the forest, behind and below the rocks. ''Up, for God's sake I" he 
cried, seizing the penitent by the arm, as if fear had supplied him 
with new strength, and hurrving him across the brook ; " begone, or 
you are a dead man. To the bushes, quick — to your horse, too, or 
your carriage. Dally not a moment, but begone. Say nothing of 
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what yon have leen or heard { and fear not for yoar children or 
friends — no barm if de8ig;ned any of them. Away — save your own 
life, for no other is in danger.** 

With these charges, pronoimced in the greatest haste, he took 
leave, recrossing the brook, while Colonel Falconer, torn now as much 
by fear as he had been a moment before by angnirii, fled through the 
wood, and over the hill, until he reached the mansion. Here calling 
for his servant, and ordering a horse to be saddled instantly for him- 
self, and another for the attendant, he prepared to leave the honse, 
which he did in a few moments, and aJmost without beine observed, 
the wedding-guests having retreated to the garden and the pleasant 
walks behind it. 



CHAPTER XXV. 

The bridegroom*! doora are open'd wids. 

And I am next of kin; 
The guetts are met, the fteft U let, 

Maj'it hear the merry din I— Couiisoi. 

The colonel galloped through the park and down the hill, until he 
had approached nigh enough to Elsie's cottage to see that its porch 
was darkened by the bodies of several men, moving about in what 
seemed to him extraordinary commotion. He grew piUe, and finally, 
drawing up his horse, beckoned to his servant, a young and active 
mulatto, with an exceedingly bold and Aree visage, to approach^ 
'* Give mc the larger pistols, Reuben," he cried, ** and do you take 
the smaller holsters — rshawl they are fiddling and dimcing; it is 
nothing I Follow.** 

He resumed his course, and drawing nigher to the little inn, saw 
that the group, which he at first eyed with trepidation, consisted of 
his own son, and two or three young gentlemen of the bridal party, 
with a man of strange and even ludicrous appearance, from whom they 
appeared to be extracting no little diversion. He was a tall man, 
with a French military coat of white cloth, faced with green, and on 
his head a chaptau'de'braa, which was, at that time, though the 
common cap of the Gallic auxiliaries, esteemed quite a curiosity in 
the confederacy. Instead of a white under-dress, however, he had 
on breeches of broad blue and white stripes, which being very tight, 
gave a pair of legs, more remarkable for brawn than beauty, an 
appearance quite comical, and the more especially, that they were 
decked off at the extremities with rose-coloured shoes, and were kept 
moving about as briskly as those of a house-fiy or a monkey. In the 
particular of shoes, as well as his silver-fringed rich waistcoat, and a 
cane, with a head half as big as his own, he bore no little resemblance 
to the valet-messenger of a French field-officer — a sort of humble aid, 
whose business was to fetch and carry written orders in a review, 
but who was sometimes mistaken by our simple-minded ancestors for 
a general-in-chief, in consequence of the splendour and gravitv of 
his appearance ; and such a menial Colonel Falconer supposed him 
to be, discarded by his late master, or driven from service by that 



V80 THE tLLWKB OF HAWX-BOI.LOW. 

sodden spirit of independenee so apt to appear ia foreign servaiits, 
when brought to the land of liberty. Besides his cane, he IumI a 
fiddle and bow in his hand ; and from these, as well as the prodigious 
grace, restlessness, and activity of his motions^ it was jnd^d that he 
had betaken himself, in his distresses, to thai honourable profesaicn, 
to which three-fourths of the wanderers of the Grande Nation- seem 
to have been bom — ^in other words, to that of the dancing master. 
It did not seem, however, that he had yet profited mnch bv the 
change of profession, for his attire was in somewhat a dilapidated 
condition, and his cheeks pinched and hollow. Such as he was, 
however, he seemed to be the happiest creature in existence ; and as 
Colonel Falconer drew nigh, he saw that he was one while engaged 
flourishing his bow, the next his leg, and ever and anon his tongue — 
the last with intense volubility, as if in spirits irrepressibly buoyant 
and exuberant The unruly member was hard at work, as the 
colonel approached, and had it not been for the clatter of his horse's 
feet, he might have heard him deliver the following highly-flattering 
account of himself: — *' Yes, Missare Ou-at-you-call-it, and jentle- 
mans, I am a man of figure in my own land ; and you laughs, par de 
deb'l ! ' I come invite myself to de marriage, neanmoins, juste like 
Menelas in Tlliade d'Homere, mort de diable, parce qu*tl etait jentle- 
man. You are soldiare I et moi, by mine honneur, and so am 1 1 far 
autre fois^jadis, (ou-at de debl yon call him ?) I use de sword for 
de violin, ride de horse, charge sur man, eimemiy ia on-at yoa 
Shakaspeare call de ' war gloriense.' — 

* Ah ! cruel sonvenir de ma glolre pasB^e ! 
CEarre de taut de Jonra en on jour eflbc^e 1 * 

Yes, missares, I am jentleman-soldiare, ou-id fiddle. How de debl 
you make marriage wi^sout de fiddle — Vaimable violin^ Vinstrument dts 
amours? EcoutezI you s'all hear. How de ladies and jendemans 
s'all dance when dey hears * QvCelle eat grande, qu^eUe est bdle ! ' " And, 
in a rapture, he forthwith began sawing his instrument, and singing, 
with a voice exceedingly cracked and enthusiastic, the words of the 
old chorus of shepherds, , 

' Ah 1 qu'elle donee nouv^Ie ! 

Qu'elle eat grande I qu'elle est belle ! 
Que de plaiairs ! que de lia ! que de jeux I * 

nor did he-cease, even when the merriment of his auditors became as 
uproarious as his own harmony. 

In the midst of the chorus and the laughter, young FaLconer 
looked up, and beheld his father, who had suddenly checked his 
horse at the entrance of the little oak-yard, and was looking towards 
him. He was struck with the unusual agitation of his parent's 
countenance^ and ran towards him ; but before he could speak, the 
colonel demanded quickly, as with an effort to change the current of 
his own thoughts — ** What do you here, Henry ? Is this a place — 
is this a sport for a bridegroom ? " 

*^*Foa my soul, pa,'* said the hopeful son, *'I find it more 
agreeable than up among the tabbies. This fellow, this Monsieur 
Tiqueraquc, as he calls himself, is decidedly the most agreeable 
person I have seen to-day — ^a gentleman fiddler, who swears by all 
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the gods of a I^enchmsn, he has tnidged twenty milM on foot, 
to have the honour of dancing at my ftmeral— -that is, my wedding ; 
bat the Lord knows, pa, yon look as solemn as if to-day was to be 
^e end of me. Pray, sir, what is the matter ? I hope you are not 
ofifended ? Egad, sir, I am acting under orders — ^nnder Harry's, who 
has taken as much command of me as if she were my wife, instead of 
my sister. She ordered me away, to be out of Catherine's sight — 
the liord knows why ; but women are all mad, and I think Catherine 
is growing as whimsical and absurd as the rest." 

" Get you back to her, notwithstanding," said the father ; " a 

maiden is priyUeged to be capricious on her wedding-day. Oet you 

back ; your absence is improper. And hark you, Henry, my son^ 

delay not the ceremony on my account : the clergyman must be now 

on the winr, and will soon arrive. Wait not a moment for me. A 

sudden affair, not to be deferred, even to the nuptial rite, calls me to 

Hillborough. Say thus much to Captain Loring and the rest ; say 

that I will be back again within a few hours ; and add, that I charge 

them not to delay the ceremony a moment for me. God bless you, 

my son I^I must away.'* 

So saying, he put spurs to his horse, and followed by Reuben, was 
soon out of sight. 

'' Well done, dad," cried the young soldier, staring after him ; *' I 
wonder what's in the wind now ? He has seen one of the spectres, 
I warrant me. Adsooks, as the captain says, if one were to beliere 
that Beuben and black Joe, they are thicker in our house, about two 
in the morning, than is comfortable— especially in dad's chamber. 
Won't stay to the wedding ? why, that's comic^, egad I But that's 
his way. Well, now for that mad fool, Tiqueraque : he shall have 
his will, were it onlj on account of his striped breeches ; he shall go 
Among the fiddlers, though, gad's my life, he saws like a knife- 
grinder. I never saw two such legs before : egad, I beg my pardon, 
I did ! ' List, list, oh list 1 ' Such legs in Hamlet. Well, God bless 
us ; and by the eternal Jupiter, as Caliver says, I had no idea it was 
80 stupid a thing to be married. Eh ftien, numaitur" he added, 
turning to M. Tiqueraque, ** I have no doubt you are a gentleman 
born and bred ; so, gad's my life, you shall fiddle at the wedding, 
end get drunk into the bargain ; but, by the eternal Jupiter, you 
must not be in a hurry." 

** Si faity monsieur,** cried the wanderer, drawing a note of indig- 
nation from his instrument ; '* morte de ma vie, dronk I I s'all do no 
such sing. But I s'all see de leddees," he added, in a transport that 
quite dispelled bis temporary wrath. *' Ah, Missare Ou-at-you-call- 
him, I s'all be very happy now ! I love de leddees, ^articulieremmt de 
leddees of figure, and not the contree;)aut;reMe9, wis big feet and te'es 
like de old horse. Ah cay I s'all be very happy, and I s'all charge 
only two doUare." 

** Bring him along, Tom, fiddle and all," cried the bridegroom : 
** and you, Ned Cascable-nose, if you love me, gad, steal somebody's 
horse, ride down the road, and see what the deuce has become of the 
parson. We can g^t married very well without dad ; but, adzooks, 
as the captain says, a parson is quite essential. I swear, gad's my 
life, 'tis a very ludicrous thing, one's wedding-day." 

L 
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And thin, tm tiie psrty bent their steM towsfdi ilie m m rio n, 
xwttled the bridegroom, a youth of the ligliteit heart and emptiest 
head in all PennBvhrania, of a mind entfanlj loo contncted An- 
eccentricity, vet ftiu of tfaofe foibles of diaraoter wUcsh commonly 
paw for toch— incapable of any stretch of sentiment or etomied 
emotion, and indeed rode, boistenms, andnnnasomible of manners — 
yet with a certain native good hnmoor and spirit nrovafling Arongli 
all his acts and oonrersation, that recommenoed mm to the fiivoar of 
such as were not choiee in then* friendAips, and pveserred him the 
affection of those whom the ties of ndationship oompeUed to lore. 
Such was liie man whom Colonel Falconer, or rather his dangfaler 
(for she was the guiding and mling sphrit throughout ibe whole 
attempt to unite such adverse elements together) had chosen as the 
husband of Cadierine Lcving ; and the inhumanity of the choiee was 
rendered excusable only by tiie natural desire she had to oontribme 
to his happiness, and ue undue importance she a tts c h a d to those 
good qualities he really possessed. 



CHAPTEE XXVI. 

I come not for your welcome, I exptet none; 

I bring no Joyi to bless the bed wltbal, 

2Tor soniTR, nor niafques, to glorify the nuptials. 

BSAUMOffT AlfP ftOTOBBI. 

It was late in the afternoon when Colonel Fakoner rode by the 
Traveller's Best; and his disappearance, though accounted for in the ' 
apology he had commissioned his son to deliver, was considered the 
more remarkable, as within an hour's time the presence of the 
dergrman was expected, for whom Captain Caliver and Lieutenant 
Brooks, as two of the principill attendants on the bridegroom^ had 
gone in ^eat state. Tnere were many conjectures secretly hasaided 
as to the true cause of the colonoFs desertion, when the delay of an 
hour might have enabled him to discharge his duties to his son and 
destined daughter ; and had Captain Loring been favoured with aay 
jealous kinsman, alive to the honour of his family, or been himself oif 
A suspicious and cavilling mood, it is quite sossible a defection 
so extraordinary might have caused some unpleasant feelings, and 
even an interruption of the ceremonies on hand. But such was not 
the case, and the matter was left to be canvassed by the friends and 
connexions of the bridegroom alone, who, after satis^ng themselves 
that the colonel had been summoned away by no sudden messenger, 
and that, if a necessity had really existed for his departure, it must 
have existed long enough previously to allow him time to make his 
own explanations in person, agreed to attribute the proceeding to one 
of those fits of moody eccentricity by which, it appeared, he was often 
affected. 

By the time this subject of wonder was exhausted, there arose 
another, which produced in the end still greater surprise and dis- 
cussion than the other. This was the non-appearance of the clergy- 



mat BAwm of ginwiMiui iitiwi. 



Mil 



man at Ihe appomted hour; and, wdeed, tiie nm Kt beftwe anv 
tidmgs were had either of him or of Ae officen, and than not anal 
jneMengen had been aent off with led hones, on the vagne pre- 
mmptkm that some aecident might have happened to the carriage on 
the waj. 

it was not nntil after nightfall diat the dergjfinan made his 
appearance with the officers; aockL^its of a common natore, bat 
annsoal in number and fatality, had detained them on tiie waj. 
Krst, thej had broJEcn down, before reaching tiie Tillage, in con- 
aeqnence of the loss of a iiaehpin, or some odier essential atom in te 
economy of Ae coach i then, after attempting to retmrn, it was dis- 
covered that a horse had lost a shoe, and that some portion of the 
harness had given waj; in shorty their difflcnhies were of snch 
a nature, that thej were on the point of abandoning tbe carriage 
altogether, to seek some other conveyance among the neighbouring 
fiums, when '*a Tsry excellent contriving blockhead,'* as Lientenant 
Brooks called him, came to their assistance, and inspired them with 
new hopes of accomplishing their journey. This was no less a 
personage than honest Danoy, of the Traveller's Best, who chanced 
to be retaining from the village on foot, and was glad to oflfer his 
services, on condition of being allowed to ride home on the box with 
the venerable Richard. Nay, not cimtent with again setting the 
vehicle in motion, he even vcdimteered, in the warmth of his gratitade, 
to divide with Bichard the laboor of driving— « proposal highly 
aicceptable to the latter, who had nmeh of his master's affection for 
an afternoon nap, and eonld take it as well npon a coach-box as in 
the chimney-corner. The only ill-conse<pienoe of this exchange was, 
that before they had proceeded a mile Airther, the zealons Jehu 
intermpted an CKceedingly interesting account Captain Csliver was 
giving the clergyman of his midnight encounter with the Hawks of 
the Hollow, by suddenly overturning the coach into a gully, whence 
all thought themselves fortunate in escaping withost broken bones. 
But now arose a greater difficulty, or rather a series of difficulties, 
than before ; for, first, it was questionable whether their force was 
sufficient to raise the unlucky vehicle, or whether, being raised, it 
was in a condition to carry them further; and, secondly, the 
reverend functionary, frightened and resolved to trust his neck no 
longer to a structure so ill-fated, declared that whatever might be tive 
event, he would enter it no more, bnt would rather Inish the 
remaining four or five miles on foot. In a word, they wwe reduced 
to the necessity of applying at a neighbouring farm-house for 
assistance ; and getting horses and saddles as they could, they con- 
tinued, and at last concluded the journey, but in such plight as 
caused no little surprise and merriment among the eatpectant guests. 

in the mean while, the tedium that might have been produced by 
these unforrseen circumstances, was put. to flight by the appearance 
and activity of the Frendi dancing-master, who, although carried to 
the house only for a whim, was soon found to be the most efficient 
adversary of ennui that could have been found. He was no sooner 
in the house than he snnffiKl his way, with the unerring accuracy of 
a setter-dog, to the kitchen, where he fell upon the ruins of the 
. dlnser-table, with the zeal of ^e h angriest of that species ; and then, 

L 2 



164 TBS WLWmM OV HAIVK-HOLLOW. 

haviDg Bucceeded in first gaining possession of a flagon of wine, or 
some stronger liquor, he threw aside his cane, clapped his hat under 
his arm, and seizing upon his fiddle, bounded with a hop and a skip^ 
first into one apartment, then another, and finally into the porch, in 
all of which were gathered some of the guests ; and in sul, as he 
entered, drawing a savage note from his instrument, and exclaiming, 
*' AUendeZf jentlemans and leddees ! now we s*all dance. On-y for 
no we no dance ? Now for de contre-danse and demennet ! each jen- 
tlemans and his leddee. Mon Dieu! de jentlemans and leddees will 
be very well content. AUendezl I am de maitre de half and I know 
ou-at is de maHeren de mode, begar, ou-at you calls fashionable." 

The appearance of the man was itself diverting, but was rendered 
still more so by his sudden assumption of the character and authority 
of master of ceremonies, to which he seemed to consider he had the 
best right in the world, and which he was, in the end, suffered to 
exercise, for no better reason than that tibere was no other person 
appointed to such an honour. He evidently held, that the chief 
ceremony and pleasure of a wedding lay in the practice of his own 
art; and he addressed himself to l^e task of marshalling and 
animating the dancers with such zeal and enthusiasm, that several 
forgot they were beginning the baU at the wrong end, seized upon 
partners fa forgetful, or as waggish, as themselves, and set Monsieur 
Tiqueraque's heart in a blaze of rapture, by dancing outright. 
What was begun in jest, came at last to be practised in earnest ; and 
when the clerg3rman, with the military groomsmen, rode up to the 
door, they had some reason to fear lest their ill fate had deprived 
them of the most impressive part of the ceremony. 

Their appearance was hailed with the greatest joy, and the more 
especially when they dechired they had met Colonel Falconer, and 
received from him the same charges he had delivered to his son, 
namely, that the rites and rejoicings should not be delayed on his 
account, even for a minute. The bride was very pale, her eyes red 
with weeping, and her brows contracted into that expression of 
imploring distress so frequent on her countenance ; her lips quivered 
incessantly ; and ever and anon her frame was agitated by that 
shuddering sob, which remains as the last convulsion of tears ; yet 
she walked into the room without filtering, and suffered herself to be 
placed beside the lover, and surrounded by the guests, without 
betraying any agitation sufficient to excite remark. All that was 
observed was, that she kept rolling her eyes aboat her a little wildly, 
as if in part bewildered by the sudden transition from her quiet 
chamber to an apartment full of lights and human beings. At last 
her eyes fell upon the clergyman, and she surveyed him with a gaae 
so fixed, so peculiar, so strongly indicative, as he thought, of a 
troubled and unhappy spirit, that his own feelings became disturbed, 
and he began the rites with an agitated voice. 

In the mean while, the wedding quests pressed closer around, and 
the domestics, thronging at the doors of the apartment, began to 
steal reverentially in ; and among them it was noticed that there were 
several strange faces not before observed. One of these, however, 
wttq recognised by Captain Loring as belonging to a young fanner 
^g near the vall^, and he did not donbt that the other 
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intraden were people of the same clnss, who had stolen softlj into 
his house, attracted by the opportunity of witnessing a ceremony so 
much more splendid than any ever before teen in the neighbourhood 
of Hawk-HoUow. Such intrusions are indeed not unusual in certain 
aequestered parts of the country. 

With her eyes still fastened upon the clergyman, Catherine listened 
to the words of the ceremony, until the usual demand was made — 
** Dost thou take this man to be thy husband ? " She opened her 
lips to reply, but though they moved as if in speech, and every 
sound was hushed as in the silence of death, not a word, not even theL 
whisper of an accent, came from them. The demand was repeated, 
and with as little effect ; she spoke not a word, but she rolled her 
eyes around the circle with double wildness; and Miss Falconer, 
throwing an arm around her waist, murmured, in hurried tones — 
** She is ill— the ceremony cannot go on." 

*'Kate, my dear, adzooksT* cried Captain Loring, '^what's the 
matter ? Are you ill, my girl ? What, can't you speak, can't you 
say * Yes* to the parson? Ah, adsooks, that's a girl! that's my 
Kate Loring ! You hear her, parson ? She says, yes !" 

** Patience, sir," said the dergyman, surveying the bride, who, at 
the sound of her father's voice, seemed to recSH her powers, and 
opened her lips as if to speak. ** Be not precipitate, young lady," he 
added, directing his discourse to Catherine, and speakine with a 
kindly voice ; ''this is a question too solemn to be answered lightly — 
A profession embracing too much of the sacrament of an oath, to be 
made except with deliberation. Take, therefore, your own time, and 
answer according to your heart and your reason. ' Dost thou take 
this man to be thy husband ?'" 

The wo^s of reply were almost upon Catherine's lip, when a 
whistle, funding loudly from an open window, and startling the 
whole company, was echoed by a sudden cry from the room itself; 
and at the same moment, the bridemaids starting away in affright, a 
young man, pallid in visage, and roughly clad, r^ed into the circle^ 
and displayed to the eyes of the bride the features of the younger 
Gilbert. 

She uttered a scream, and, to the confusion of every one present, 
flung herself immediately into his arms, crying with tones as wild 
and imploring as his own—*' Oh, Herman, save me 1 " and fell into 
A swoon. 

" Death and furies ! " cried the bridegroqm, recognising his rival at 
a glance, and springing at him like a tiger. 

"Kill the villain I" exclaimed his sister, in a transport of indig- 
nation, endeavouring to tear her friend firom the embraces of the 
intruder. But the efforts of the brother and sister were counteracted 
by a new and unexpected enemy. 

The French dancing-master, who, notwithstanding the violent 
enthusiasm with which he entered into his proper duties of fiddling 
and animating the guests, had yet wisdom enough to conduct himself 
with proper decorum tiie moment his reverend colleague appeared, 
and had been for the last few moments entirely lost sight of, now 
darted, with a hop and a pirouette, to the bridegroom's side, and 
roaring, with a voice loud enough to add to the terror — " Sacrel 
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oa-*t ! many a leddee i^;aii»t her oa*ill ! ** he stniek his Tiolm oTer 
Toong Falcon^s head, with an energj of apj^eatioa diat broogiift 
him to the floor, and dashed hit instrument into a thousand piecsea. 
^Saeret** he continued, trivmphaotty; **I ^aH help mjself to the 
most beaat*ful leddee here !** and as be spoke, he snatched np the 
astounded Harriet, and vanished from the apartment. 

in the mean while, the outrage of a character so extraordinaiy had 
not been confined to tiie persons of the wedding pair and the bride- 
prDom*8 sister. At the very moment when Hjland Gilbert darted 
nto the circle, many of the guests, hearing the whistle that seemed to 
have conjured np the spectre, turned to the window, and beheld three 
or four savage-lookiiQip men spring through it into the room, while as 
many others remaining in the open air, thrust long carbines and 
rifles among the guests, as if upon the point of firing upon them ; at 
the same time, others made their appearance at the door, armed in 
the same way ; and to crown all, the litde six-pounder, which had 
remained in the Hollow ever since the eventful fourth of July, and 
stood upon the lawn near the house, charged by Captain Loring's 
own hand, and ready to be fired the moment the ceremony was over, 
was 8uddcn[ily let off by some unknown hand, rattling the glass in the 
windows, and shaking the house to its foundation. These cir- 
cumstances were enough to inspire all with dread ; which was stiU 
further increased when the assailants, singling out the few military 
oflQcers present, rushed upon them before they could betake them- 
selves to their arms, and beat them aU to the floor, wifch the exception 
of the captain of cavalry, who sprang from a window on the opposite 
side of the apartment, uttering a sin^e ejaculation of surprise — that 
is to say, ** By the eternal Jupiter ! " and was seen no more until the 
assanlt was over, and the actors in the outrage had vaniahed. The 
whole scene, though one of unexampled confusion and terror, was 
over in a few moments ; and such was the panic, that scarce a being 
present remembered, or indeed conceived, the true nature, or had 
noted all the circumstances attending the assault. That wild men 
with arms in their hands had struck several persons present, then 
m^ed'over the whole house, as if in search of some object of prey 
whom they expected, but found not, among the guests below, and 
then had betaken themselves to flight without doing further mischief 
was all that was at first known ; and it was not until a distant yeU at 
the park-gate, followed by the faint sound of hoofs, proclaimed the 
departure of the enemy, ti^ the gentlemen present were able to tear 
themselves from the grasp of the frighted women, and examine into 
the efibcts of such a visitation. It was soon found that the officers, 
who had endured the brunt of the attadc, had owed this distinction 
less to the animosity tiian the fears of the assailants, i)<rho, seeming to 
apprehend resistance from no others, had made it a point to seize 
them, before adventuring upon the main objects of the outrage. 
They were but little hurt, the assailants having studiously avoided all 
bloodshed; and even the bridegroom, though stnnned and a little 
disfigured by the blow so heartily bestowed upon him by Monsieur 
Tlqueraque, soon recovered his wits, and joined the rest in eager 
search afier the bride. She had vanished, as w^ as his sister ; and 
' ^-and-bye, when the distraction caused by such a discovery, and the 
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imyingft and lamontetioiu of Gaptaon Loring, had a little sobflided, it 
was found that the girl Phoebe had also disappeared* 



GHAPTEBXXVIL 

"She is won I we are gone* over bank, bosh, and scaur; 
They'll have fleet steeds that IbBow,** qaoth young LoohtaiTar.— . 

Ik the mean while, and almoat before her diHappcaranoe had been 
noticed by a tingle person, so great was the confusion at the moment 
the outlaws burst into the room, Hyland Gilbert had borae the in- 
sensible Cadierine into the porch, and strove to carry her from the 
house. His stcength was scarce fitted to sustain such an exertion ; 
foTt in tiutfa, although none of the dwellers of Hawk-Hollow were 
apprised of his mishap, until he revealed the secret to Colonel 
I'alcotter a few hours bdbre, the l>ullet of his rival, in their encounter 
on the night of the fonitik, had taken effect, and he was yet labouring 
under the effects of on unhealed wound. He was now, however, 
animated by a new feeling ; for as lie clasped the burthen to his 
heart, he remembered that the outrage had been sanctioned not 
merely by passive acquiescence on Cayenne's part, but had bean 
preceded by a direct appeal, as it seemed, to his affection, though 
wrung almost by f osnsy ^om the unhappy girl, in the moment of her 
greatest need. *^ Heaven be thanked I " he muttered to himself '^ I 
am. not a villain ; and ^s deed of violence has preserved her hap- 
piness, as well as mr own miserable life." 

*' What brother 1^' cried a harsh voice in his ear, as he attempted 
to stagger fonrard, and found himself arrested by the hand of C&an, 
*' what, man ! am I not both doctor and brother ? — a good doctor, 
too. Yoa shall look up now, and be healed in a day — heart-whde, 
body-whole I I knew what it was was killing you." 

fierce and abrupt were the accents of the refugee ; but there was 
mingled with them a tone singularly expressive of affection. ^' And 
were you not a fool to doubt," he added, *^ when you had the love of 
the maiden ? But come, Hyland, this duty is not for you ; give her 
here to Staples." 

•* Never, Oran, nerer I " 

"Foolish boy, you are sinking under her weight. Tou must ride 
nnburthened, or be captured. When the fresh air opens her eyes, 
and she can sit a horse herself, yon shall ride at her rade. Quick I 
and get you after her to the horses." 

With these words, and without regarding the oppoation of the 
feeble lover, he drew the lady Irom Ms arms, and putting her into 
charge of another, bade him ** see to her, and the lest," and then 
immediately darted back to the house. 

** Perhaps it is better I" muttered Hyland, conscious of his inability 
much longer to support his precious freight yet resolved Ae should 
not be long sustained in the arms of another. ** I have saved her — I 
have saved myself— ay, and I have prevented murder, too. Go, 
Oran ; the victim is beyond your reach. Ah, Catherine I thou hadst 
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been dearlj pnrehafed, had it been with blood— even with the Uood 

of a Falconer!" 

He was 8tni punning after hit miatress, and had nearij reached 
the park-gate, when his ear was saluted by a piercing scream from 
behind, and the voice of Miss Falconer, which he instantly recognised, 
calling for help. He ran back, and cUscovered her struggling in the 
arms of Monsieur Tiqueraque, who was bearing her along at a great 
pace, and all the time uttering, with a volubility not a little mlilmed 
hj his frequent visits to the bottle, in which he had quite distingnidied 
huiself, a thousand exhortations to the lady to be pacified, with as 
man^ eccentric commendations of her beauty and his own good 
qualities. " Tuchou I laiuz vous, ou-at de debl ! man ange^ ma peHttf 
ma maitressef avtc let yeux noirs d^un diabiatini** he heiurd him cry; 
** ou-y for you fear ? comment diatUre! ou-y for you squeak ? Ton 
are the mos' fine laddee of all, and I am the mos' excellent jentlemans, 
and I s'all love you, begar, mos' extremely. Fi donct yon nnia' 
know, I am jentlemans in disguis^ and have love yon *iB sis mons, 
and s'all make you very good lovare. O del, besar, I do so sink 
you ver* beaut'ful, and I s*all give you on' donzaine luss extreme fine, 
MOfi dint, if you s*all no sque& no more ! ** 

*'What, Sterling, are you mad?" cried Hyland, seizing thia in* 
corrigible adventurer, and exemplary wooer bv the arm. ** Release 
the lady instantly — you have made a mistake 1" 

** Diablezot, none in the world ! " said the man of many coats, 
changing character with the facility of an ' old stager.' The andden 
transformation operated even more effectually than the voice of the 
detested Gilbert, in frightening Miss Falconer into silence. ** And 
harkee, Mr. Lieutenant Hawk, he went on, with great eqnanimity, 
" stick to your own prizes — ^follow your own Blowselinda. 

'* Ro|^e, do jrou resist me ? Come, sir, jcfa have been drinking 1 " 

''Drinking in your teeth!" said Sterhng, in whom the **good 
familiar creature" had the effect of rather shsorpening than changing 
any of his characteristics. *' 'Back and syde, go bare, go bare !' as 
old Gummer Gurton says ; 

K'ow let them drynke till ttiej nod and wtnke, 

Even a» good felowee thouifde doei 
They fhall not myiie to Iiave the blyiee 

Good ale doth biinge men to. 

''But 'this is my right hand, and this is my left;' what more 
would you have ? Do you think I am to be kept on joax cursed 
Adam's ale of the mountains for ever? *Dost thou think, because 
thou art virtuous, there shall be no more cakes and ale ?' And finally, 
Mr. Lieutenant Chicken-hawk, dost thou opine thou shalt have thy 
bottle and thy wench, and I^" 

'* In a word, scoundrel," said Hyland, clapping a pistol to his head, 
and thus bringing the madman to his senses, ** tmhand the lady, or I 
will blow your brains out." 

" Zounds, sir—" 

*' No words, sir. Get you to the horses ; and thank your stars I 
do not report your villainous conduct to the captain." 

The volunteer, who had indeed made freer with one item of the 
bridal cheer than became a man, who, as he had hinted, had been 
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confined to a bererage of the mountain brook since his association 
with the band, grumbled a drunken oath or two betwixt his teeth, 
and immediately slunk away, leaying his captive to be disposed of 
by the subaltern. 

"You are free, Miss Falconer," said the young man, speaking 
with a smothered voice. " The evU you have done me I forgive you ; 
the cruelty you meditated and practised against another, I leave 
to be judged by heaven and your own conscience. False friend t 
treacherous kinswoman! your victim is beyond the reach of your 
inhumanity." 

"You are a villain, sir I" cried Harriet, exasnerated out of her 
fear, " the worst of villains — an ungrateful one — 

What more she might have said and done, on the impulse which 
restored her all her native energy, it is impossible to say ; but just at 
that moment her ears were struck by the wailing of a female voice, 
and looking round, she saw, obscurely, for the niffht was veiy dark 
with clouds, though a new moon was m the sky, a horseman ride by, 
bearing a woman across his saddle-bow, and apparently greatly em- 
barrassed by her struggles. Her first idea was that she beheld her 
unlucky friend, not yet snatched beyond her reach ; and accordingly 
she darted forward, and with extraordinary intrepidity, seized the 
bridle-rein with one hand, while with the other she grasped at the 
captive's garments, bidding her leap down, and crying out loudly for 
help. 

'< You are insane. Miss Falconer," said Hyland, endeavouring to 
draw her aside ; ** Catherine is safe, and this is but Fhcebei who 
follows her." 

" Oh, Miss Harriet," cried the serving maid, with a piteous voice, 
" don't let 'em murder me I and oh, Mr. Gilbert, sure you won't be 
so barbarous ! and sure I never did you any harm in my life ! and 
sure — " 

But her words were cut short by her ravisher suddenly spurring 
his horse, as Harriet, in surprise and disappointment, let go her hold, 
and immediately darting out of the park. 

By this time there was a great flashing of lights in the porch, as if 
the wedding-guests were recovering from theur confusion, and pre« 
paring to avenge the outrage, before it was yet too late. This Harriet 
saw, and she observed besides, that the dusky figures which had, ever 
and anon, for the last few moments, been flitting by towards the 
road, one or two of them being on horseback, and who, she doubted 
not, belonged to the refugee band, had ceased passing, as if the last 
had already left the park. It was at this moment that she felt the 
touch of Hylaud Gilbert's hand on her arm, as he endeavoured to 
draw her from Phoebe ; and as she jerked away, she became sensible 
how feeble was the grasp of this detested foe. An idea, worthy of 
an Amazon, entered her mind ; and forgetting the act of generosity 
which had but an instant before relieved her own person from the 
clutches of a drunken and lawless desperado, she laid hands upon 
her deliverer, thinking only on vengeance. As she seized him she 
screamed loudly for assistance, calling upon her brother, Mr. Brooks, 
and others, b^ name ; and had they made their appearance, or an^ 
one of them, it is certain she would have secured her prisoner. H!e 
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was oonfoimdcd hy an eshibitian of spirit so uneaqMCted ; and not 
knowing how to relsase himself^ unless by such an eacertioa of his 
remaining strength as he oonld scasee think of exercising at the ex^ 
pense of a woman, he was reduced to extremity ; when a honeman, 
coming from the honse^ suddenly galloped up, stretched oat his 
band, and with a single effort, jerked her fram the ground to his 
saddle*bow^<' Qukk,^ he eriad to Hjland^ '^ why do yon tsrry ? 
To your horse, and airay I" 

so saying, he spurred onwards himself. The voioe, breathing out 
the harsh accents of the trader — the refusee, the man to capture 
whom she had lannohed so boldly among ttie billows of stratagem, 
and almost of war — frose the blood of the maiden, and the sight of 
his grim features, revealed in the glare of distant lamps, conqdeted 
the overthrow of a courage which had supported her in a straggle 
with one so little to be feared as Hyland. Her brain whiried, her 
senses became bewildered, as she felt the steed bounding beneath her, 
and knew that every leap, while it separated her still tether from her 
friends, placed her yet more completely in the power of the nafngee. 
But it formed no part of his schemes to add her to the number of his 
captiyes. He checked his steed at the parkpgate, dropped her gently 
on the grass, and uttering a yell, to draw the attention of another 
horseman, approaching from the house, galloped through the gate, 
and was soon buried in the darkness. The second honsemaD, who 
was no other than the captain of cavalry, rode up to the spot, dis- 
mounted, and uttering many ejaculations of surinnse, to<^ the lady 
in his ^nns, and with her returned to the mansion. He found its in^ 
mates still in extreme agitation, the women weeping and screaming, 
the men swearing and bustling, and vociferating for arms and horses, 
with which they designed to do they knew not what, and CKptain 
Loring roaring Uke a bedlamite. 

" Mount horses, gentlemen," he cried, " and by the eternal Jnpitar, 
we'll recover the prisoners! A mm one, that Mr. Gentleman- 
volunteer. Come, mount, mount, and keep the chase warm, till a 
better force can follow us. There's a regiment of foot billeted in the 
village below — let some one gallop down for » rsiafnffpaiMnl ; the 
NStfoiWwma. ]fw« can't fight the vagabeBdStWlqr, by die eternal 
JnjMter, we can dog tham." 

The proposal of Captain Callver was responded to by such as 
oould think without alarm of following the fierce marauders, by 
midnight, into their native forests, and in a surprisingly short qiace 
of time, tiiey set ont, six in number, to pursue on the comrse of the 
fogitives, and keep them within sinking distance, until assistance 
should arrive. A messenger was immediately di^iatched to the 
village, and some two or three of those gaping supamBmersries, 
whose intmsimi into the house has been aoeady mentioiied, vofauh 
teered to carry the alarm among tiie neighbonrnig settlements, and 
thus rouse the whole conntrr to pursuit and vengeance^ 

The little party of six, headed bv young Valooner and Calivw, 
issuing from the park, began the cbaae by gaUopinff ap the road, 
already made familiar to the leaders bv tiie memorable advvntnre of 
tile fourth. Assistance was nearer at nand than they thoas^; and 
almost before the trampling of their horses had died on m ear, a 



laige party of moanted men, with Colonel Ealconcr st tfadr head, 
haUed at die gate. In obeying the oonnMl of the yoaar reftigee to 
kMTe Hawk-Hollow withoot delay, thk individual had not been 

gjnmed alone by ieam for hii personal safety^ The appearaace of 
yland Gilbert ao near to the scene of festivity, convinced him, aa 
strongly as did hia urgent exhortations to fly, thyat tiie ftrocions band 
of Hawks, tfaon^ supposed long since to have effected its escape, 
was yet lying concealed in the neighbourhood, meditating some deed 
of vmence, though what that was, unless to bum Gilbert's Folly to 
the earth, as the only wav of wreaking vengeance upon him, he could 
not pretend to divine. It was enough, however, that such an enemy 
was at hand; and aoeordingiy, when he rode to the village, -it was 
with the purpose of summoning such a force to the valley as should 
protect its inhabitants) if it did not effect ther still better object of 
ridding it from such visitants for ever. He sought the commander 
of the regiment already spoken of ; and his representations, added to 
the weight of his cfasradv, were enough to cause that officer to take 
instant measures for the protection of Hawk-Hollow. A party of 
sixty picked men, mounted fbr the occasion, was put under his dis- 
posal, while several other companies were ordered to follow on foot. 
While on the road he was met by the messenger sent by the captain 
of cavalry, with the stunning intelligence of Uie outrage, as it has 
been already related. Inflamed hj m newS) die party put spurs to 
their horses, and were soon in tlbe HbUow. They paused at the park- 
sate^ iust long enough to communicate wilii the house, and ascertain 
uiat doe pursuit was already begun by the bridegroom ; and then re- 
suming tneir route, they were in a few mcMnents beyond the swelling 
ridge Siat shut in the Hollow to the north. 



CHAPTER XXVin. 



Thoogbt taft^** TbiB is tiie lucky hour; 
Wine works, nhen vines are In tbe flower. 
This crisis, then. 1 11 set my rest on, 
And put ber boldly to the qae8tion.'*>-BiiT&Ba. 

Yon saw the misti-ess, I beheld the mold: 
You loyed, I lored.—JHercftant of Yeniee. 

Ths outlaws were, in the meanwhile, proceeding on their course 
with a celerity that left them little to dread from pursuit ; and, indeed, 
all their measures indicated that their plan had been laid with as 
much forethought as audacity. The captive maidens, after being 
borne for the space of a mile or more in the arms of their captors, 
were placed upon horses previously in waiting ; and then, supported 
by an athletic attendant on each hand, were harried forward with 
even greater rapidity than before. 

Before this arrangement was efiected, and while they were yet in 
&e neii^bourhood of Hawk-Hollow, a change came over the spirit 
oS one of their prizes, not more advantageous to herself, than it was 
agreeable to the wild band, who were somewhat weary of her lame^ 
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tations. This was Phoebe, whose terrorB, instead of abating, grew 
more clamorous with every bonnd of the steed that bore her ; and 
which, having begun with sobs and piteous ejaculations, increased to 
something like positive outcries ; until at last the man who carried 
her, losing all patience, and unlocking lips that seemed previously 
made of stone, muttered or rather wUspered in her ear, but in no 
very amiable accents — " Consam the woman ! what are ye squalling 
a'ter ? Hold your foolish tongue, Phoebe Jones, or—" 

But the sound of a threatening voice was by no means fitted to 
allay the damsel's fear, or paralyze the member it had set so vigor-- 
ously in motion. She interrupted the menace with a still louder 
shriek, adding — <' Oh lord ! good gentleman, pray don't murder me! " 

''Gentleman I" cried the other, with a kind of snort, evidently 
designed for a laugh ; " well, I reckon I am a sort of, as well as 
anoUier. But what's the contraction ? Who's talking of murdering ? 
I'm an honest feller, Phoebe Jones, and you know it ; and these here 
refugees are all honest fellers too, as ever you'd wish to see. Now^ 
Phoebe, just scratch your nose and be quiet, for you know I won't 
hurtyou." 

" Lord !" said Phoebe, in surprise, " don't I know that voice ?" 

" Why, I reckon," replied the other, with a more strongly marked 
chuckle than before ; '* but, mind you, no talking above breath; for 
that's agin orders, and Captain Gilbert's a screamer." 

*' Captain Gilbert I " said Phoebe, in mortal terror. ** Oh, Daney 
Parkins, don't let him kill me, and I'll never abuse you no more I" 

As he spoke, she banished so much of her fear as to fling an arm 
around the horseman's neck, as if to insure the protection she en- 
treated ; and the action, as well as the appeal, went so effectually to 
his heart, that he answered forthwith — ** Well, I won't — ^I won't let 
him hurt vou — ^I won't, consam me ! You see, Phoebe Jones," he 
added, wim the same giggle which had marked the manly assurance 
of protection, **I'm the man for you a'ter all : I told you you'd be 
coming round, some day or other, for all your saying you despised 



me." 



''But an't I to be murdered, Dancy ? " demanded the wench dole- 
fully. " Oh that ever I should be among the bloody Hawks I They 
say they scalp women and children, as if they were no more than 
great Indians I" 

"They're not half such fellers as people say," replied Dancy. 
" The onlv murdering I ever knowed of among them was that of 
Andy Parker; and tiiat I uphold to be salt for gruel — ^fair grist for 
cheating the miller. He chalked me down like a fool, me and Tom 
Staples, being all old friends, or sort of; and so hanging was good 
for him. But I'll tell you what, Phoebe — give us a buss, and well 
be married, as well as our betters." 

" I won't do no such thing," said the -damsel, stoutly. **! don't 
like you no better than I ever did ; for I don't see you're any better- 
to-do in the world than you was ; and, besides, I won't have no tory." 

" I reckon," said Dancy Parkins, "I'm no more a toiy than tiie 
lieutenant — that's him you used to suppose was Mr. Hunter, and m 
poor painter ; and there's your betters, the captain's daughter, jumpa 
at him." 
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** Sbe don*t T* said Fhoebe, with indignation ; '^ and don't jou go 
to say Miss ELitty Loring will have any such vagabondy poor fellow." 

'' Poor I " cried Dancy ; ^ why, he *s as rich as a Ung, and a mighty 
fine gentleman too, for all he s consorting just now with these here 
reingees. He's got a grand plantation, as big as all Hawk-Hollow; 
with a thousand niggurs, where he raises sugar by the ship-load, and 
molasses beyond all reckoning, and, as I hear, good Jamaiky spirits. 
He's to make me a sort of I-dunna-what-you»caU-it ; but I m to 
manage the niggnrs,and make a fortmi'. They say no man ever sets 
foot on a sugar plantation, without making a fortun' out of it — ^tiiat 
is, excepting the niggnrs. So, Phoebe Jones, there's no great use in 
despising me. It's a fine country, that island of Jamaiky; and 
oonsam the bit of a hard winter they ever hear of there. So now, 
Phosbe, don't be a fool and refuse me no more ; for I'm mighty well 
to-do in the world." 

And thus the enamoured Dancy pursued his claima to the love of 
hia prisoner, who had been hard-hearted enough to frown upon him 
of old while a labourer on Captain Loring's estate, and before the 
captain's daughter had, by rewards and promises of further favour, 

Srevailed upon him to take charee of the meaner fields of the widow. 
*here was some presumption, at least Phcebe thought so, in his daring 
to raise eyes to her ; for besides being wiAout any personal attrac^ 
tions whatever,' he was, to all intents, a gawky and stupid clod- 
hopper, with but little prospect of ever rising beyond the condition of 
a mere hireling, or, at best, a peasant of the lowest class ; and, 
accordingly, the damsel repelled nim with extreme scorn, as a person 
unworthy to brush the dust from her shoes. 

When the young Gilbert fled from Hawk-Hollow, it was with a 
sorrowing spirit and a bleeding frame. The wound was, it is true, 
neither dangerous, nor, in fact, very severe ; but he was left to endure 
it among woods and rocks, afar from assistance, except such as could 
be rendered by his wild associates, who were themselves reduced to 
extremities, so keen and fierce was the spirit with which they were 
htmted, though unsuccessfully, during the first week after their flight. 
The sufferings of the young man were, in consequence, neither 
light nor few; and they were aggravated by anguish of spirit, which 
became a withering despair, when Dancy Parkins, the only individual 
with whom he could communicate in the valley, brought him intelli- 
gence that Catherine had been taken away, and, as was currently 
believed, for the purpose of being united to her affianced lover afar 
from the reach of danger or opposition. His condition became such 
that it was no longer possible to remove him from the concealment 
where he lay, even when the abatement of all pursuit opened a path 
of escape to his companions, and when they looked daily for orders 
to proceed or disband — ^the removal of the chief object for which they 
were sent to the district, and the commands imposed upon them to 
commit no outrages, leaving no argument for remaining longer. 

While he lay in this dangerous condition, the flerce Oran, whose 
bosom yearned over him as the youngest, and, after himself, the last 
of his father's children, read the secrets of his spirit ; and seeing no 
other means of saving his life, be formed, as soon as the sudden return 
of Catherine to the valley appeared to render the scheme feasible, th 
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bold reidation of carrriiig ber off, aad thns donating tin only icm- 
plef in the way of Hyland's huppinou. His own heart was a loek, 
and he tmiled grimly as he tfaoaght of the affection of woman ; bat 
he learned to love hu brother, a^ knew that the paanon he derided 
was conmiming his spirit witfadn him. ** I will gire him his gew-gww 
pnppet/' he muttered, as he sat one night watching by Hyland'a 
cottch*--(it was a bed of ftm spread on a rock on the naked hilk, 
with only a thatch of hemlock booghs to shelter him Arom winds aad 
dews, and a fire in the open air to light the wretched den)— '^ I wiU 

g're him his wish. He matters her name in his sleep, and he soba as 
I speaks it Poor fool I he said trne — he is nnfit for this life of the 
desert, and his heart is warm to all God's creatures. Why shoold I 
seek to make it as fierce and bitter as my own ? Let him to the 
island again, and the girl with him— 4t will be better ; he was made 
to be happy." 

When ne finrt; annonnoed his scheme to Hyland, the youth, to his 
surprise, stronglr and rebemently opposed it, as being a violence and 
a wrong, not only to Catherine, bat to himself; but when the news 
was brought him that the weddkig-day was fixed and nigh at lisad, 
and he «aw that he must act now or never, his resolution and feelisgi 
experienced a sudden chanse. He thousfat over again and again idl 
the evidences he had traced of Catherine's aversion to the union, aad 
he added the few and precious revealraents of her regard for hinuelf : 
he remembered her wild and broken expressions at that hoor of part- 
ing which had made her acquainted with the depth of his love, and 
perhaps taught her more than she had dreamed before of the condi- 
tion of her own ; he pictured her in his imagination the fair, the 
beantiftil, and the good, driven into the arms of one as incapable of 
appreciating her worth as he was undeserviag her love : he thoogfat 
of his peaceful ieland-home, and the paradise it would become w£ni 
she whom he adored should sit with him under its arbours of palma, or 
walk over its shelly beaches : he thought these things, and persuaded 
himself that fate called for, and Heaven would sanction, the violence 
— «that he acted not so much for himself as for her ; and that she 
would forgive the friendly audacity that brought her release and hap- 
piness tog^er. 

He rose from his leafy conch, and in secret aad by night crept bmck 
to the valley.^ The presence of Colonel Falconer fiUed him with 
affright and horror $ for diat had been concealed from him, and he 
knew by the devil of malice that glittered in Oran's eve, that his 
fiither's hall was designed to be stained with the blood of his father's 
foe. Accident gave him the means of preventing this dreadiul 
catastrophe, whik wandering over those soenes whicE reminded him 
of Catherine, and debating in fear and anguish of mind, whether even 
she was worthy to be purchased at the price of murder. This obstacle 
removed, there still remained another. Fear and disaffection, resok- 
ing in a measure from inactivity, had thinned his brother's band ; and 
they refused to strike a blow so bold and dangerous by daylight, 
when the smallness of their number could be seen at a glance, and 
their retreat as easily intercepted as followed. An effort was made 
to delay the ceremony until night, by throwing difficulties in the 
path of the clergyman ; and this duty had been committed toI>aacy, 
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wlio gaooeeded bejond the expeetatioiis wid ev«B the hopes of his 
empio7«Ri ; while men were stationed in different pots of die grounds 
to take admntage of any accident which night cany the bride s&r 
from* her attendantB. At the very moment when Catherine wandered 
fhiiber than imial from her friends, and wept at being hindered and 
lecalled, Ae had afpproached the concealment of one of the party, 
aad wonld hare beisn seised on the spot had not the man's heart 
fruled him. It seemed as if destiny was driving her towards a path 
of escape, <if which she had an instinctive perception, just at tiie 
jnoment when it was closed against her ibotsteps. 

These particalars, or, at leMt, the leading outUnes, Dancy commu- 
nicated to the object of his own fervent but nnromantic affections ; 
and Phoebe was astounded with the discovery of her mistresses private 
attachment, if each it was, and still more so when Dancy, taking that 
for granted, ^assured her of his belief that Catherine was privy to die 
whole design. Howerer, she did not trouble henelf to pursue Cathe- 
rine's story much further. She heard enough to satisfy her tiiat Mr. 
Hunter Hiram Gilbert, as she called him, '< who painted such lovely 
fine pictures, and had a thousand niggurs to raise sugar, and molasses, 
and Jamaica spirits, was as good a husband aa one might meet of a 
ainnmer'B day; and for her part, she did not know, she could not say, 
•he would not pretend to be certain— but she was quite sure she never 
meant to say, that Dancy Parkins was altogether despisable." 



CHAPTER XXIX. 

Beshrcw me, but I love her heartily; 
For the \n wise, If I eau iadge of her ; 
And (ktr she Is, If that mine eyes be tme ; 
And tme iiho la, as she has proved hersdf ; 
And therefore, like herself, wise, fWr, and tim. 
Shall ibe be placed In my constant toul. 

Merchant of YmiM* 

When Catherine recovered her consciousness, or rather woke from 
her utter insensibility (for it was long before her mind regained its 
ftiU tone), she was mounted upon a horse on which die was supported 
by two men, one riding on each side, who sustaiiMd her on the 
saddle, and directed the steps of her palfrey. She began to speak, 
but her words were wails, low and faint, and half lost amid the sough 
of the breeze and the crash of pebbles under the horses* feet ; and, 
indeed, it was soon apparent that slie had exchanged a state of 
dreamless lethargy only for one of partial delirium. To this condi- 
tion she had been fast verging for several days, during all which 
time, both asleep and awake, her mind had been in a state of con- 
stant tension, enduring jar after jar, and blow after blow, until its 
fhiying fibres were one by one giving way, and a few narrow threads 
alone were all that kept it from the snap that ends in madness. 
Sleeplessness is a disease which sometimes is prolonged until insanity 
or death puts a close to the scene. The mind does not always slumber 
with the body; and, in such instances, the spirit consumes amid the 
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vitionfl and dreams of ni^ht, as fast as amid the tormeots of day, 
until it lapses into the obhvion of dissolution or mental dernogement. 
Such had been the case with the captain's daughter ; even slumber 
had brought no release to her spirit ; and the last shock, combining 
in effect with a long train of benumbing inflnences, had induced it to 
a condition in which it hovered between imbecility and distractiQiL 
Occasionally she murmured words that seemed those of grief and 
entreaty ; and at such times her father's name was on her lips, as if 
she implored those riding at her side to carry her to him. By-and- 
bye, however, her words became fainter and fewer ; then she uttered 
sobs, and those only at intervals ; and at last, these ceasing also, she 
sank again into unconsciousness, and was maintained on her seat 
onl^ with the greatest difficulty. 

1ji consequence of this unexpected impediment, the speed of the 
fugitives became gradually less and less ; but as they were already at 
a considerable distance from the valley, and had no reason to appre- 
hend immediate pursuit, this circumstance created no alarm, and was, 
in fact, a cause of no little private satisfaction to many, the road 
being exceedingly rugged, and the night waxing darker and daiker 
as the moon sunk lower in the west. SuddeiL^, however, as the 
headmost of the party toiled slowly over the crest of a hill, the wind 
swept from the rear a sound of voices, followed almost instantly by 
the explosion of fire-arms, and these again by loud shouts. 

** Sessa ! let the world slide," cried the voice of Sterling ; ** whose 
cow 's dead now ? So much for not killing the men, and carrying off 
the women." 

''Peace, parrot!** said Oran Gilbert, lifting Catherine from her 
horse (for he was one of those who supported her), and flinging her 
into the volunteer's arms. ** Bear her to the top of the hiU ; nay, 
gallop on till you strike the river, and — " 

''Figs and furies!" cried Sterling, with drunken astonishment; 
*' do you make me a chamber-maid ? " 

" Away, fool 1 follow the other — ^follow Dancy." 

And with that, the refugee, turning his horse, galloped down the 
hill towards the scene of conflict, leaving Sterling, not yet completely 
sobered, to make his way after Dancy Parkins and Phoebe, who were 
in full flight, as well as he could, cumbered b^ the weight of Cathe- 
rine, and perplexed b^ certain indications which White Surrey gave 
of misliking the additional burden imposed upon him. 

" Sessa ! let the world slide," he exclaimed ; *' here's a coil with a 
.wench, dead or half-witted. Ha ! she stirs. 

' Arise, fair son, and kill the envious moon, 
"Who if already sick and pale with grief.' 

Shame on thee. White Surrey ! hast thou no more respect for the 
ladies ? Now were not this the lieutenant's white-faced Rosalind — 
Oons ! they are at it. Well, the better part of valour shall prevail ; 
and so, fair soul, we 11 be jogi^ng. But where 's that bottle of brown 
sherrv that 1 clapped into Tiqueraque's pocket ? Paueas palabrasl 
I will have mercy upon thee — * thou shalt taste of my bottle ; if tbon 
hast never drunk wine afore, it will go near to remove thy fit.* 
'Slife, I will be merciful, and mendicinate thy lips a little. Many, I 
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am 'a brave god, and bear celestial liquor.' Now, White Surrey, 
my brother, hfuidle thy legs peaceably, orl will knock thee oyer tiie 
mazzard. Fight, Hawks, and sing, Leonidas.*' 

The worthy roLanteer, with tSne words, after having taken a 
bonntiliil draoght from aflagon, which was the first thing he had laid 
hands cmiai& moment of assault, and sprinkling, doubtless with a 
humane and generous motive, some of its contents upon the face and 
lips o€ the maiden, gave spurs to his hone, and was soon beyond the 
reach of bullets and the sound of shouts. 

The commotion, sndi as it was, was soon over. The party of 
Caliver and Falconer, nrging their horses to the utmost, had, suddenly 
and unexpectedly to themselves, found themselves in contact with 
the strag^ers of the tosy band ; and as these fled the moment they 
observed the pursuers, the gallant officers fired their pistols and 
rushed forward with renewed ardour until checked by the opposition 
of the main body. Th^ were met with Ihiy, and being overpowered, 
were almost instantly put to flight, after which the retreat of the out- 
laws was resumed. 

In the meanwhile the shots and ydls with which the contest began, 
the change of position, or perhi^ the wine which had been s^x'inkled 
on her lips, woke Cadierine from her torpor, and slowly collecting 
her senses she became at last sensible of her situation. Her recol- 
lection of the events of the evening was still confused, but she remem- 
bered enough of the bridal and its violent tennination to. know that 
she was afar from her father's roof, and that each moment carried 
her stiU farther. She felt, too, that she was grasped in the arms of 
some powerful horseman, whose character might be imagined from 
tiie heartless or drunken nonchtdance with which, while supporting 
a fainting and almost lifeless female, and neaiing the uproar <S 
mortal ccmflict just behind him, he yet trolled to the night-air some 
fiirther stanzas of that quaint, joyous, and uproarious old ballad, of 
whidi he had given a specimen before in the paddock, 



" Back and iride go bare, go bare,' 



» 



he 



Both foot and hand go cold ; 
But, belly, Ood send thee good ale enough. 

Whether it be new or old. 
I cannot eat but little meat, 

Xy stomach is not good. 
But sare I think that I can drink 

With him that wears a hood. 
Though I go bare, tiike ye no caie, 

I am nothing a-oold — 
I stuff my sUn so ftill within 

Of jolly good ale and old. 
Back and side go bare, &c. 



Now let them drink till they nod and 
wink. 
Even «8 good KbUowb shonld do; 
They ^all not miss to have the bliss, 

Qood ale doth bring men to: 
And all poor souls that have scoured 
bowls, 
Or have them InstUy troll'd, 
Ood save the lives of than and their 
wives. 
Whether they be young or old. 
Back and side go bare, &e. 



"Oh, my father, my father I" cried Catherine in sudden terror; 
'< for what dreadful fate have I given up thy love and protection ? " 

Her accents, feeble as they were, reached the ears of Sterling, and 
ceasing his song, he looked down her face saying, with a ludicrous 
assumption of gravity — "How now, fair Titania, queen of moon- 
shine, do yon ^peak ? < Oh, speak agam, bright angel ! * So much 
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for twe&tj drops of brown sheny I these asses did notlung but talk 
aboat cold water/' 

" What are you, sir ? and why— why do you thus hold me ? " 

" Sgad, for no yery good reason I know, seeing that I could not 
hold my own prisoner, and am but a milk-liyered loon to hold the 
game of young Sparrow-Hawk. Thousand devils! knew I but 
where to turn White Surrey's snout, I should exit by side door and 
so vanish, wench and aU, were it oiily to give him a Roland for his 
OUver." 

'' I know not what you mean," said Catherine, her terror restc»ing 
her to full consciousness ; " I know not what you mean," she repeated 
with increasing alarm, as the moon, peeping side-long through a rent 
in the clouds, threw a level and ghastly ray on the countenance of her 
supporter, revealing features which her fears converted into those of 
an evil being ; " but, oh, sir, I conjure you to free me ! do me no 
harm — suffer me to escape — ^let me dismount, though it should be but 
to die on the way side I" 

*' Sweet, angelical soul, you speak about escaping and doing you 
harm, and so on ; now as to the harm, rest easy ; but look as 
frightened as you please — for what's so pretty in a maid as pretty 
fear ? But as to escaping — ^you would escape, then ? go free from 
these villanous, green-coated, axe-handed, ox-headed, timber^tongued 
Hawks of the Hollow, eh ? You would give them the slip, eh ? " 

"Assist me but to escape — ^nay, only permit me to fly, Heaven 
will bless you for ever, and my father — oh, my father ! he will never 
think he has su^ciently rewarded you." 

Such were Catherine's eager expressions — for although frighted at 

the strange and to her inexplicable apologies and commendations 

of the man, she caught at his closing words as those of a Gnend, 

What, therefore, was her terror when the drunken ruffian exclaiming 

— " Why, then, * Sessa, let the world slide ! ' we will give Monsieur 

the Hawk Junior the go-by, and roam the world together," added. 

other words to make yet more plain the sudden design he had formed 

of carrying her off for his own exclusive benefit, and concluded by 

attempting to draw his arms more closely round her ? " Yes, thou 

adorable, delectable, creature ! " he cried, overflowing with aflection, 

*^Iam tired of these rude vagabonds who give one nothing to drink 

but brook water with which trout, eels, sunflsh, terrapins, and other 

vermin have been making free, the Lord knows how long ; and beds 

of leaves on a rock where one may feel snakes creeping under him all 

night long ; wherefore I will decamp, and thou shalt decamp with 

me and be my love, and I will love thee to thy heai-t*s content, and 

we shall lead the merriest, drollest, moonlight Ufe of it under a bush 

that was ever dreamed of in romance or enacted in tragedy. We 

will laugh and play, and drink and dance — 

* Nor will vrQ miss to have the bliss 
Good ale doth bring men to/ 

and will be the most loving turtles that ever cooed in a green wood.'*^ 
As he spoke he a^ain attempted (for White Surrey, charmed with 
the melody of his master's tongue, and knowing well when it was 
running he might take such a liberty, had changed a jog-trot into 
a contemplative walk,) to cast his arms round the maid^ who, now 
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awake to the wretchedness of her situation, uttered a shriek, and, 
making a sudden effort, succeeded in throwing herself to the ground, 
^ter which she fled awaj with all her speed. The object of her 
terror was not slow to foUow ; he uttered an oath and a laugh, and 
leaping down pursued her with such vigour that he was soon at her 
side, for the ground was rough with rocks and bushes, and her 
strength almost immediatelj faSed her. 

Humless as his intentions might have been, it is certain that 
the fear of them drove the unhappj- Catherine to desperation, and 
filled another, now fast approaching, with the most di^adful alarm. 
This was Hyland Gilbert, who, hearing her cries from afar, came 
rushing up in time to see her in the dull light of the moon drop 
on her knees before the volunteer, beseeching mm in tcmes that might 
have melted a heart of stone to have pity on her. 

'' Villain, you die ! " cried Hyland ; and, leaping from his horse and 
rushing forward, he clapped a pistol to his ear and drew the trigger, 
it flashed in the pan, but before Sterling could take advantage of the 
failure the young man dashed it in his face and drew another. 

^'Hell and darkness!" cried Sterling, furiously, <* young mala- 
pert, I will twist your neck ;" and seizing him by the throat he cast 
him violently to the earth. Of a joyous, and even good-humoured 
temperament, there was yet a spice of devilish vindictiveness in the 
man's breast, and while boiling under the indiniity of the blow, and 
smarting with rage at sach high-minded interference in his humours 
by a pragmatic boy, he did not fail to remember that this was not the 
iirst time he had been baffled by him during the night : besides, he 
was inflamed with liquor, which was enough of itself to goad him 
into any act of vengeance. 

Bat he was not destined that night to shed the blood of Hyland 
Gilbert. The shrieks of Catherine had been heard by others as well 
as her unhappy lover, and the flash of the pistol hastened them to the 
spot where he lay struggling in the grasp of Sterling. A hand more 
mighty than his own was soon laid upon Sterling's neck, and as he 
was lifted aloft and then tossed among the flints like some mean but 
vicious beast which the hunter disdains to kill with a weapon, he 
heard the voice of the tory captain exclaim — " What, you dog I 
touch your officer, and a sick man I What means all this, Hyland ? 
What I has he harmed the girl ? If he have but touched her with a 
finger — ^Faugh I Away with you, men 1 why stand you here gaping ? 
On, and quickly.'^ 

The party rode on, leaving, however, besides the group already in 
front, one man who led the horse on which Catherine had been 
mounted before. The refugee cast a look to the maiden — she was 
sobbing in the arms of his brother. He strode to Sterling and assisted 
him to rise, not however without saying with the sternest accents of a 
voice always savage — ''But that heaven or some other power has 
niade me to-night cold to blood, I should strike yon, villain, where 
you stand ! " 

" You may do it," said the other, with great tranquillity. " Take 
your fill to-night ; we will run up the reckoning at another time.'* 

" How, drunken fool I do you threaten me ? " 

'^ Faith, not 1 1 Henceforth, I am a man of peace — ^that is, when 
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we hare played the play oat. Yon 're a hard manager; but now I 
remember we are not on the boards. We will forget and forgire." 

** Forgive, rogae ! 70a stmck him that was feebler than a cfaOd ; 
and you — ^bj heaven I if yon have but touched that girl bnt mddy, 
you were better fling yon into the river than await the thanka in 
Btore ftw yon." 

'*A pest upon girls, and the devil take the whole sex!** said 
Sterling, devoutly. 

'< Peace! and get yon to your horse." 

*' Ay, presentlv," replied Sterling ; and as Onm leaped on his own 
black steed, Catherine having been already lifted to the saddle, he 
palled a pistol from his bosom, and aimed it at the nnsnspectio^ 
outlaw. Oran Gilbert bounded forward, and Sterling lowered his 
hand. " A miss were certain death," he mnttered, ** and the shadow 
was on the moon. 'SMsa, let the world slide;' to-morrow comes 
after to-day, and the longer we fast the richer the feast. 

' Nor shall we miM to have the bllM 
Good ale—* 

Good ale ? good devils ? — 

* Hor ibeU we nriee to here the bUee 
Good Uood doth biilog men to.'— 

Now were White Surrey but visible I should know whai to do, but 
the beast lifted up his heels and was gone a-larking the moment I 
dismounted. Ana these dm have left me to shift for myself without 
even a horse to help me. Wisdom is at as low an ebb among them 
as gratitude. Necessity and vengeance harp on the same string. 
Fare thee well, Oran the Hawk ; but flv as hi^ and as wildly aa thai 
wilt, I see the little bee bird that shall bnng thee to the gvooad 
bleeding." 

With these words he sat down upon a stone, and there remained 
until the tramp of the retreating horsemen was no longer brooghi to 
his ear. 



CHAPTER XXX. 

If TOtt have ean that wttl be pierced, or ejee 

That can be open'd, a heart that may bo touched. 

Or any part that yet sonnde man aboat yon— 

Tf yon have tooeh of holy salnte or heaTen, 

Do me the tnoB to let me 'icape; if not 

BebowUMU, andUUme. Ton do know, 

I am a creaiore hither ttl betray'd. 

By one wboee ihame I wooU forget It were.— Bsir Joireow. 

CATBBBniB was now so far recovered as to be able to comprehend 
her situation in ftill ; and although Hyland Qilberl rode at her side, 
thus assuring her of protection from all further rudeness, her temnrs 
increased, and were mingled wi& the most insupportable aagoish of 
spirit. It was in vain that he conjnred her to be composed^ and 
vainer yet when he sought to pacify her by expressions indicathre of 
a«Bction and tenderness. "Take me to my ftther, Herman,** she 



TBS HAWKS OF HAWK-HOLLOW. 181 

cried, clasping her hands, and eren endeavouring to grasp his 
own ; ** oh, ttS^e me but back, and I will forgive all — ^I will for- 
give aU!" 

" Be composed, Catherine, I entreat you." — ^But her only answer 
was, ^'My&therl mj poor father I " 

" Yoa shall see him, 6atherine. I take yod not from lum, but 
from Henry Falconer." 

" I will never marry him," cried the unhappy girl ; ** take me but 
back* and I will tell them all, and it shall go no further. Take me 
but back, and I will forget all — ^I will forgive all. Take me but back, 
and let me die." 

In this manner, her mind overcome by but one thought and one 
feeling, she murmured prayer after prayer, and adjuration after 
adjuration, until her entreaties became almost frenzied, and Hyland, 
alarmed and shocked, half repented the act which had brought her 
to such a pass. Her agitation was not diminished when Oraa, who 
rode at the other side, and had for a long time maintained a stem 
silence and apparent disregard of what passed between them, at last 
uttered an interjection of impatience and bade Hyland ride away and 
leave her to him. ** The folly but grows upon her in your pre- 
sence,'* he sud i *^it must be checked." 

**I^ave me not, Herman !" she cried, starting bo wildly from the 
rude Oran that, had he not arrested the effort, she would have leaped 
from the horse in the effort to reach him whom she felt to -be her 
truest protector ; " leave me not, Herman, for the sake of the mother 
who bore you I — leave me not in the hands of any of these rude men.'* 

*' Fear not," said Hyland ; and he conjured Oran himself to depart. 
^'Ijet the girl come to her," he added; "perhaps Phoebe's appear- 
ance may relieve her." 

But even the presence of Phoebe, now quite content with captivitv 
(so successful had been the arguments of her wooer,) failed to banish 
ner agitation ; and at last, bewildered and in despair, incapable of 
devising any other means to give her comfort, Hyland checked his 
horse and hers, and assisted her to dismount " Do with me what 
you will, Cadierine Loring," he said : " I am a fool, a wretch, perhaps 
a villain." 

" Oh, no, no ! " said the maiden ; ** only take me back, and all 
will again be well — ^all will be forgotten." 

" Nothing again will be well with me," said the young man, " and 
nothing, I fear me, with you. Catherine, there is but a moment to 
decide. In snatching you from the altar I did the only thing in my 
power to secure happiness to both — or at least to secure us from the 
misery that was falling on us like a mountain. You hated Heniy 
Falconer — " 

** I did — ^no, no I not hate — it was not hate," murmured the captain's 
daughter. 

" You hated him, Catherine, and — why should I fear to speak it ? 
— ^you loved another — ^you loved me, Catherine; by Heaven, it is 
tme ! I felt it, and I knew it ; else how could I have done this thing ? 
It is true — and hide it not from yourself, since your own weal, as 
well as mine, depends upon your resolution this moment." 

'^ Speak not to me so; oh, for Heaven's sake, do not!" cried 
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Catherine, weeping ; " I never gave 70a cause. Take me only to 
my father." 

" To wed with Henry Falconer, and pronounce a vow your heart 
forswears?" 

** I will never marrr him — ^never, never I ** said Catherine, wfth 
vehemence : '' I would have told him so, only that my father stood 
by, and I knew it would kill him." 

** Catherine, hear me. I am neither traitor nor outlaw ; and though 
associated with such for a moment, it is for your sake only. I have 
wealth, Catherine — substance enough, and a fair name. Share these 
with me—" 

** No, no t oh, Bpeak not so," said Catherine ; ** speak to me only 
of my father, and take me to him. He loved you well, Mr. Hunter, 
and you have not well repaid him." 

** Choose, Catherine," said Hyland, gloomilr ; ^ if you will return 
to him, it shall be so : I am not the ruffian to force you a step further 
against your will." 

** Heaven for ever bless you I" cried the maiden. ** Oh, be quick, 
lest it be too late — take me back, take me back I " 

'^Yes, take us back, take us back!" cried Phoebe, whose weak 
mind, 3rielding with facility to the contagion of Catherine's examplej 
was now as fml of terror as before. 

'^ Think once more, Catherine," said the young Gilbert with a 
faltering voice. ^^ Of myself I speak not — I will not think what 
^our return may cause me ; but tnink of what wretchedness it must 
inevitably bring to you. Catherine, there is sunshine for us in the 
island. Say but the word— you will fly with me ? " 

" Never I—Oh, my father I take me, Herman, to mv father." 

"It is well," said the youth, sullenly; but motioning as if to 
assist her to the saddle, " you shall return to him." 

** What fool's play is this ? and why do you loiter?" cried Oran 
Gilbert, riding back to the group, who had been left by their sudden 
pause far behind. •* To horse, and to the river I " 

" It cannot be," said Hyland, " we have erred — ^wc have done a 
great wrong, and must repair it. Brother, this maiden must be 
returned to her friends." 

" Madman I yfhat do you say ? ^ Have her silly girlish whimsies 
so frightened you ? Away with you to the front, and I will fetch 

'♦I have said it, Oran," said Hyland, in a firm, though deeply- 
dejected voice ; *' I have agreed to take her back, and I will do so. 
If you will allow me a guard, I will not delay the band a moment ; 
and will answer for the lives of those entrusted to me." 

'* Fool and madman I " excUimed the brother in a fhry ; " must I 
force you to your senses ? What ho, there, Hawks I two of you 
return ; and Dancy Parkins, lift that girl to the saddle and bear her 
off." 

** Fear not," said Hyland to Catherine, who, with woman's incon- 
sistency, threw herself into his arms the moment she heard the 
dreaded order. " You but frighten her, brother. Make mo not more 
wretched than I am, by forcing me to shed the blood of any of your 

^ple. I will shoot any one who touches her." 
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^' Myself, boy ? " cried his savaee brother, leaping from his hone. 
Then pausing, for at his approach Hyland lowered the weapon he 
had raised to make good his words, he said sternly — " Choose for 
yourself. Bear her along and be rewarded by smiles in the morning ; 
take her back and die, like a mad wolf, in the trap tiiat has before 
maimed yon. Monnt horse, Dancy Parkins, and be gone ; and you, 
Hyland Gilbert, mount and follow, or stay where you are and perish. 
Willyou on ? ** he added, with inexpressible fierceness. 

" When I hare put this lady in safety, but not before/* replied 
Hyland. 

** Die then for a fool, or help yourself as you may,'* said the elder 
brother ; and mounting his horse he instantiy galloped out of sight. 

None now remained with Hyland sare the two maidens ; for even 
Dancy, awed by the voice of the refugee, had deserted the once 
ivilling Phoebe. He turned his eyes towards the retreating figures, 
as if doubting whether they could wholly desert him ; but ho heard 
the tramp of the steeds ring farther and fainter each moment, and it 
was plain that the inoens^ Oran had abandoned him to his fate. 
Be assisted Catherine to mount, and Phoebe likewise $ then taking 
Catherine's bridle .in his hand, he turned the horse's head and began 
to retrace his steps without uttering a word. A moody silence 
possessed him : even Catherine's voice, now sobbing out her broken 
gratitude, failed to draw from him more than a few sullen mono- 
srllables. ** It shall be as you will," he said ; " but let us speak no 
more.^ What matters it now to utter vain words." 

Dejected as was his spirit, he was not yet reduced to such a state 
of stupor as to be wholly unmindful of his safety, and of this he gave 
proof by suddenly halting upon a naked hill strown over with rocks 
and wholly desolate, though breathing into the mist a world of rich 
odour. It was, in fact, covered with a growth of sweet-fern, a shrub 
around which the early thoughts of affection had shed an interest not 
to be attached even to the rose or violet, though henceforth that 
interest was to be of a melancholy and painful character. It was the 
hill on whose summit he had, scarce an hour before, preserved her 
from the grasp of a villain ; though this she knew not, for the mists 
concealed objects from the eye, and it was not yet sunrise. 

As he paused, he bent forward to listen, and drew a pistol from 
his saddle-bow, but instanUy returned it, muttering — " It is no matter, 
if they take me, let it be without bloodshed." 

" Herman— Mr. Hunter, what is it ? " cried Catherine. " You will 
not pause now?" 

"Now I must, or never," he said. "You are safe— your friends 
are at the bottom of the hill ; and unless you would have them 
murder me in your sight I must be gone. Farewell, Catherine 
Doring : if you can be happy, God grant that you may be so ! I 
have done you a great wrone ; but I bear that in my bosom which 
will avenge you. Farewell, Catherine— farewell, and for ever ! " 

"Herman! Herman!" murmured the maiden, turning upon him 
a countenance of death, and gasping for utterance. 

"Farewell, Catherine !" he said, wringing her hand : " they are 
upon us. God bless you— farewell ! " 

He rode away — it was but a step: the trample of a body of horse 
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was now pkunly heard ; he looked back upon her — ^his conntenance 
was bathed in tears. She stretched forth her annsy and monnuriiig 
in a broken voioe — ^"I will go with yon — take me, Heiman, take 
me l" — was in a moment locked in his own embrace. He snatchtd 
her from the saddle, and, as she clnng to his neck, dashed the spm 
into his good roan stead. Had the words been pfononnced bo; a 
moment earlier^ naj, but an instant, he might have made his escipe 
and borne her off in safety. But the decision was as late as it proiod 
to be fatal Phoebe had already heard the tram^ding of the a!>- 
proaching horsemen, and Hyland had called them Mends. Sie 
conld scarce repress a cry of delight ; but when, catching Catle- 
rine's last words, she looked round and beheld her as she thought ia 
the act of again being snatched away, she raised her voice in i 
scream that was heard by the most distant of the approaching partr, 
and was echoed by a shout coming from fifty voices. 

Again Hyland struck the spurs into his horse, and the fire 6parkl«d 
from his hoofs as he dashed down the hill, but fire flashed imn^ 
diately firom the hooft of twenty others fresher and, pcarhi^s, fleeter. 

*' Snoot not, or yon wiU kill the lady! " roared a voice in his ear. 

" Surrender, dog, or die !*' shouted another, who was indeed lo 
other than Henry Falconer ; and ahnost in the same instant, as thret 
or fonr closed upon the fugitive, a strong arm snatched the fjuntinj 
Catherine from his grasp, and a pistol held by Falconer was throit 
into his face. 

The young Gilbert was weak with wounds and sickness, and worn 
out with toU, watching, and grief: his native spirit was thus ia 
a manner crushed and prostrated; and he would, perhaps, have 
yielded himself passively up, if not too bitterly goaded by the taontf 
and violepce of his captors. Such was the opinion of two of them, 
who, supposing he had already yielded, withdrew their hands that 
they might give assistance to the fainting Catherine, whom Captain 
CaUver had so fortunately redeemed from the midst of the fray. But 
Gilbert had not yet surrendered himself. The sight of hu rival, 
exulting in his capture and menacing him with voice and weapon, 
inflamed his dying passions: he turned with sudden fierceness, 
checked and spurred his steed at the same time, and thus caused him 
to vault into the air with a violence which would have speedily 
released him from Falconer's grasp, had not his purpose been rather 
to attack than fly. As he executed this feat he presented his own 
pistol and drew the trigger. The explosion of the two pistols at 
once was followed by the rush of a dozen men to separate the com- 
batants ; and the next moment both were seen rolling on the ground. 
Falconer lying clear of the melie, and Hyland in the hands of the 
vengeful Sterling, whose horse, White Surrey, had overthrown the 
youth, together with his roan steed. 

" Sessa I let the world slide ! " cried the renegade, with a voice of 
thunder, but a countenance ashy pale. " Here's work for the hang^ 
man — ^I have him fast enough. Victoria" 

But at this moment a sudden alarm was sounded, and all who 
could, starting up, they heard a wild yell sound from the base of the 
hill to the north, and the words, pronounced by a voioe strong ai^ 
clear as a trumpet, ** Royal refugees, charge I and bear them to the 
oTOund!* 
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^ Huua ! " flhoQted the eaptam of CATtliy, " here's the rat numing 
at the lion I Now, open yoor months and swalloir 'em ! "Bj the 
eternal Jnpiter, we are Ave to theur one I and more fools thej for 
not knowing it. Sweep them from the earth I chaxce them— <m I " 

The refiigee had relented ; the sonnd of the pistds had quickened 
his stqps ; but he dreamed not of the force now arrayed betinxt him 
and his abandoned brother. A dbeet of fire from twenty pistols 
blaased through the mist as twice as many enemies rushed against his 
little band. They broke at the first fire, and the sounds of pursuit, 
both hot and fierce, were soon lost in the distance. It was not until 
many hours had elapsed that the result of the contest, although it 
could be easily imagined, was fully known. Two of the refugees 
had been killed and one was taken prisoner, while the others, aban- 
doning their hones, which were worn out and hence easily captured, 
succeeded in makine their escape to the woods. 

In the meanwhile uose w1k> remained upon the hill busied themselyes 
in securing the unfoitunate Hyland, who was unhurt save by the fall 
of his horse, aiding the maidens, and raisuag young Falconer firom the 
earth. This unlucky youth muttered a few words as they lifted him, 
but, to theur horror, idmost instantly expired. A pistol bullet had 
penetrated his throat, diriding the great jugular and even shattering 
the spine : his battles were fought, and his dream of folly oyer. 

The life of Hyland Gilbert, whom his captors, exasperated by the 
murder, as they called it, of Falconer, were at one time on the point 
of tearing to pieces, was saved through the firmness of Lieutenant 
Brooks ; but he was treated with muoi indignity, and even cruelty, 
being straightway bound both hand and foot to his horse, and thus 
carried away like the meanest and most desperate of felons. A pair 
of rude litters were hastily constructed, in one of which was carried 
the captain's daughter, wnile the other supported the clayey corpse 
of the bridegroom. 

These things effected, and the honest Mr. Sterling assuming the 
station assispied him in the centre of the party, where, although 
enjoying all appearance of liberty, he was yet esteemed a kind of 
honourable, or, as the phrase should be, dishonourable prisoner, the 
melancholy cavidcade pursued its way back to Hawk-Hollow, within 
a few miles of which its leaders stumbled upon Captain Loring and 
a jMurty of footmen, over whom he had assumed the command. It 
consisted of no less, indeed, than that identical company of volunteers 
who had won such immortal distinction on the fourth of July, ^ their 
valiant attack wilJi empty muskets upon the flying Oran. The re^ 
appearance of their enemy was enough to recall them to the field of 
battle, though they came somewhat of the latest ; and uniting them- 
selves with a party of countrymen and domestics, whom Captain 
luring had previously assembled, and whom he was now gallantly 
leading to the field of honour, they yielded to his energy the obe- 
dience he seemed to consider a matter of right, and thus constituted 
him commander-in-chief without much regard to the claims of their 
own elected officers. 

The morning was still misty, so that Lieutenant Brooks and his 
party stumbled upon this formidable detachment without seeing it, 
or suspecting its existence ; and had it not been for the sharpness of 
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his ears in detecting the tones of Captain Loring's roice npon a hill 
he was jtut ascending, it is highly probahle the magnanimous rolan- 
teers wonld have wiped out the disgrace of their flight before a single 
enemj, by pouring a warm and well-directed fire into a superior hAj 
ot friends. 

He paused a little — for he rode some distance in front of his party 
—and distinctly heard Captain Loring's voice giving the following 
orders to his volunteers: — '*Hark!'* said the veteran; ''adzooksl 
you may hear their horse now as plain as the cocking of a sentinel's 
musket at midnight. Halt, ye vaffabonds, and prepare for action I 
When I say prepare, I mean, adzooKs ! be ready to swinge 'em. Yoa, 
Dan Potts, John Small, and Peter Dobbs, detach yourselves to the 
right six rods from the road, and lay by to flank 'em ; Dick Sturgem, 
Sam King, and Absalom Short, wheel to the left and do the same 
thing $ and mind you, vou scoundrels, don't any of you be frightened, 
for, adzooks I I despue a coward above all created thing^. And, 
harkee, you scoundrels; no gabbling ; hold vour tongues like soldiers, 
and talk with your muskets : that 's what oid General Spitfire used to 
tell us. ' Sons,' said ho, ^ a soldier should always keep his tongue in 
his musket.' So be oif, and stand fast, flanks ; and bang away as 
0oon as you see anything to bang at. Centre, attend ; aa soon as 
you hear the fianks at it, you are to crack away, and give no quarter 
—no quarter, you scoundrels I do you hear ?" 

At any other moment the young lieutenant would have been 
amused at the enthusiasm and tactics of the veteran of the Indian 
wars } but this was not a moment for lest. He rode forward, hailing 
the captain by name j and the old soldier soon forgot his rage and 
his followers together, to weep in the arms of his recovered child. 



CHAPTER XXXI. 

3fkf CloiPn, But Is thli law? 

lit Clown, Ay, marry is't—crow&er'i-queft law.— //am7«<. 

Wb draw a curtain over the scene of distress displayed in Gilbert's 
iFoUy, when the body of Henrv Falconer, late the gayest of its 
inmates, was laid at the feet of his father and sister ; and pass to 
that which followed, when a justice of the peace, acting in the place 
of a coroner, assembled a jury of inquest around the bloody couch, to 
determine, from the melancholv story of the dead, the fatal respon- 
sibility of the living. The ofilcial was a personage who exercised, 
alon^ with the duties of a magistrate, the equally dignified functions 
of mme host of the Green Tree Tavern ; and was, indeed, no less a 
man than that rival of Elsie Bell, whose formidable opposition, many 
years before, bad completed the downfall of the Traveller's Rest. 
He was now a man of substance, portly in person, and inflated by the 
<lignitv of office into a certain dignity of manner; his step was like 
the roll of a ship *, and when he breathed, it was with a forcible and 
majestic expiration of breath, like the snort of a war-horse. He had 
been noticed, as he had advanced in the world, for the independence 
^r, to speak more strictly, the tyranny— with which he conducted 
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himself among his gaests ; not, indeed, that he eyer beat, or even 
committed them, as, in virtae of his office, he might have done, but 
because, as he said, he heartily ** despised peing pottered mit 'em." 
He was not austere or quarrelsome of disposition ; but he was a lover 
of his ease in his inn : and his despotism was shown less in violent 
opposition than in contemptuous indifference of all humours save his 
own. He abhorred all fault-finding, but as he equally detested the 
trouble of reprehending it, he devised a scheme by which discontent 
was either nipped in the bud, or severely reproved as soon as made 
manifest, and all without any labour on his own part. He caused to 
be painted on his sign-board, having daubed off the green tree to 
make room for it, the following cabalistic legend — 

Der Ist gliicflicb, welcher znfirleden iat, 

which he was accustomed to translate, viva voce, to all incapable of 
understanding it, in a quaternion as remarkable for its expressive 
simplicity as for its philosophic comprehensiveness : 

He rich is vise 
iNeffer grtimples nor cries ; 
Be yicli is neither vise nor ciffll 
May go to the diffll. 

This — ^that is to say, the original morceau — as he justly conceived, 
contained a standing answer for all grumblers, and by being in such 
a conspicuous situation, served a warning to them beforehand; 
while, at the same time, if a guest chanced to forget its existence, it 
only needed the philosophic SSchlachtenschlager (for that was the 
dignitary's name) to point to it with his finger, and demand, **Fat 
does that mean ?" to bring him to reason. At all events, his trans- 
lation was always at hand, in case of extremity, and was of such 
supreme efficacy in laying aJl evil spirits by the heels, that he used to 
declare with trinmph — ** It fas nettier needs to say it twice." 

Such was the functionary who now introduced his assistants into 
the chamber of death, exulting in his own importance, and his 
success in completing the number, against all the difficulties re- 
sulting from the confn^ion into which the country had been thrown 
by the second appearance of the refugees. — **I do afer, on my faith, 
gentlemen," he said, wiping his brow as he entered, ** I had more 
trouple making you up than is goodt for nothing. As for that Jake 
Sheeps, fat run afay, I fill commit him — the fillain \ " 

** Ay, squire, when yon catch him," said one of the party, who, 
although as coarse in appearance as the others (all being, save 
himself; ordinary farmers and ignoramuses, such as could be picked 
up in a hurry), soon proved himself possessed of more brain than all 
the others together, "when you catch him, squire. But harkee, 
Sehlachtenschlager — concerning this forcing me on a jury of inquest 
— ^*tis a sort of a breach of privilege. As an attorney at law I 
should be considered exempt ; for if there's no statute for exemption, 
why, there's custom, my old boy, and I'll mulct you in damages. 
Botheration, squire, you should know enough law to steer clear of a 
lawyer." 

** T'at for your law ! " said the magistrate, "and your lawyer too : 
I knows my pnsiness. And if you grumples, and calls me * old poy, ' 
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it Yill pe TOTSC for 700 ; for old wy means the tyrU^ and if joa caUt 
me tvvil, mine friend Affidafj — ^ 

** Tndi," said the hiwyer, ** it means no soch thing. Bat as yon 
hare nabbed me, why, make haste with this stapid bosineaa, and be 
done. Look at the body, guess your guess out, and let me be 

gone." 

"HevicltiiiTiie,** 

muttered the justice ; but was interrupted by Mr. Affidavy crpng, 
bluffly — "The devil take your verses. C<nne, let's to bnainew. 
Now, squire, you ' know your business :' you never, I reckon, held 
an inquest before in your life : how do you begin ? ** 

"How do I pekin ?** said the officiiu, scratching his head ; '*fj, I 
reckons, ve must have a talk apout it, and then say the man vss 
murdered.*' 

''The deuce you must! Why, that's prejudging the case alKh 
gether. How do you know the man was murder^ ? Where 'a yoar 
witnesses?" 

** Yitnesses !" said Schlachtenschlager ; ** fy, I reckons the case is 
clear enough mitout 'em." 

"Ah, I thought you'd say so," cried the other ; " but that won't 
do. Where 's the murderer ? " 

** Vy, I committed him." 

" miere's the prisoner, Dancy Parkins?" 

** Yy , I committed him alone mit the other." 

"Where's the informant, ttiat vagabond— (I reckon hell be a 
witness for the conunonwealth)— that stripe-coat fellow, Stirk — Stick 
— ^no. Sterling's his name ?" 

" y V, I committed him too." 

" The devil you did ! Well, where are the officers, the soldiers, 
the volunteers, and all the rest that were present ? " 

" Vy, chasing the refugees, to pe sure I" 

" Well, so I thought. Now, 111 tell you what you'll have io do. 
Just send off as fast as you can for that fellow Sterling, and Dancy, 
and half-a-dozen others, and adjourn till they come ; which will give 
me time to run down to the Traveller's Best, and administer on old 
Elsie Bell's estate, or see what there is to administer on." 

"Administer on old Elsie? Fat the tyfel! is the old fitch 
deadt?" 

"As dead as a herring," said Affidavy, ''and there's another job 
for you. They say, some one told her the defunct here, Colcnel 
Falconer's son, was shot by young Gilbert 1 and the hamdan 
screeched, and fell dead with fright." 

"Mine soul!" said the justice, "they're all tying. There's the 
captain's daughter here — ^they say she's tying too. I vant to take 
her teposition; but doctor Muller says she can n'ither speak nor 
hear." 

"Well/' said the attorney, "you sec there's nothine to be done 
here at present ; so, adjourn 's the word, and down to hold an inquest 
on old £l8ie. She has been looking up in the world lately, and thej 
say shell leave something. I intend therefore to administer, or see 
about it ; and, by the way, squire, we may discover something there 
in relation to the murderer. He lived in her house ; and there's no 
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doubt the tones made it a place of rendesYOiu. We can come up 
here and finish afterwards." 

^' Fell, I don't know," said Schlachtenschlager ; ''it's all rone, 
except for the trouple of }^ing and coming. But fer's Jake 
Mnsser ?" he added, in sudden alarm ; ^'I declare re 're not all here. 
IV, Jake, fere have you peen?" he continued, as the individual, 
wnose absence he had just discovered, entered the apartment 

**Yj, at Elsie Fell's ; I stopped a moment to get a trhik ; but old 
Elsie vas sick, and the plack girl vas in a fear, and — ** 

" Sick I" cried Affidavy ; " a'n't the old goose dead ? 'Pshaw ! 
why then we 11 go on with this inquest, and say no more about it. I 
thought there was a job there for somebody ; but it seems it is only 
for the doctor. Well, squire, are you ready ? " 

''Tes," said the official ; **but now, Mr. Affidafy, fat shall we do 
for witnesses ?'^ 

*' Tush !" said the man of law, '' that's neither here nor there." 



** Fy, you said it wouldn't do mitout 'eili !' 
"Oh, 



that's according to circumstances, and here we have cir- 
cumstances enough to hang the whole country." 

''Fell, then," said the magistrate, "we'll pring it in a case of 
mnrder. Are yon all agreedt ? Fat says you, Peter Pork ? " 

" Why, I dunna," said Peter ; " but I reckon so." 

•Fat says you, Thomas Pork ?" 

"Why, I dunna ; but I ffo with Peter." 

^'Fftt says yon, Jacob Musser ?" 

'^fV, the same; but I reckon the captain mought send us up 
sometning to drink. It 's a venr pretty pody." 

'* Never mind the pody, Jacob. Fat says you. Jack Darpy ? " 

" Why, I *m no so clear in the matter. I'm ag'in' all hanging," 

** Fy, that's none on your pusincss," said the magistrate, assuming 
an air of dignity ; "for yon see, John, the coronePs- jury is not the 
hanffing jury." ' 

"Well, squire,*^ said the nonconformist, " I reckon I know that as 
well as any body. But, yon see, I^e had a talk with the Quakers 
on this matter, and I'm coming to think it's ag'in' the law of 
scriptur* to bring a man to the gaUows. And you see, the matter all 
rests on our shoulders ; for if we say mnrder for our 'quest, why then 
the grand jury sings the same song for their indictment, and the 
petty jury just follows suit It 's just like sticking three bricks on an 
end ; if yon kick one, why down goes the second, and clack goes 
t'other. And moresomever, what squire Affidavy says, I 'stick to. 
I don't know the man's murdered, not an iota, wi&out some one to 
swear on black and white." 

"fy, take a look at him, John," said the sc^uire, in a heat ; "he's 
deadt, a'n't he ? and he has a pig hole in his neck, a'n't he ? and 
fat more fonld you haff? You're always preeding trouple, John 

Daiwl" 

"Well, I dunna," said John ; " the man mought ha' shot himself; 

for they say he was a peeler at the bottle, for such a voung un ; and 
when xoVks drinks, there's no saying what '11 come of it : it's just as 
nnich as saying, ' Clear the course, here goes for the devil ! ' Squire 
Affidavy, what do you say to that ?" 
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^^Hem!" replied the man of law, looking at his elbows, which 
were somewhat of the whitest, with an attempt at hnmour, that faded 
in a moment before a look of sullenness and anger. ^ I say, that yon 
are a fool, though jou stumble upon wisdom now and then by 
accident. But none of your sly winks and blinks ; we all know you 
have not brain enough for drinking. But stop, we've carried this 
joke far enough, and the fun is over. Send down stairs for the girl 
PhcBbe Jones ; she was on the ground when the shot was fired, and 
we must take her testimony." 

'' Fy, now I remember, so she fas," muttered the magistrate ; but 
added, with a sigh, like the sough of a north-wester, ^' put it is a 
great trouple to swear a voman.*' 

The testimony of Phoebe was, however, by no means so satisfactoiy 
as was expected. It is true, she professed herself able to swear that 
Mr. Hunter Hiram Gilbert shot Mr. Falconer ; but it* soon appeared 
she was ready to swear he had shot herself, and some dozen other 
unfortunate persons into the bargain ; in truth, the dreadful con- 
clusion of an adventure which she had been brought, at one moment, 
almost to consider an innocent and agreeable frolic, the condition oC 
her mistress, from whose bedside she had been summoned, and the 
spectacle of the ghastly corse of the bridegroom before her eyes, more 
than half turned her brain. She answered, therefore, by yea and nay, 
and just as the question indicated the reply ; until Mr. Affidavy, a 
man of some little tact in his profession, although low and debauched 
habits had ruined his prospects and reputation together, thought 
proper to interfere, and by a little management, made it obvious, even 
to the dull brain of Schlachtenschlager, that the girl, although an 
actor in the tragedy, knew no more of its details from her own 
observation, than they themselves. 

They were relieved from their dilemma, however, by the sadden 
appearance of Lieutenant Brooks, who delivered a brief and clear 
account of the catastrophe, as far as he had witnessed it himself; and 
his testimony left it no longer to be doubted that the unfortunate 
defunct had fallen in consequence of a pistol-short fired from a 
weapon in the hands of Hyland Gilbert : he produced the instrument, 
which, as well as the pistol discharged by the deceased, he had picked 
from the ground, and now delivered, along with their fellows, and a 
pair taken from Sterling, to the magistrate, averring that they were 
in the condition in which he had found them. 

" A very pretty pistol,*' said the official. " But how is this, Mr. 
Lieutenant ? did the young fellow fire them all ? " 

The soldier stared his honour in the face, and smiled ; but his eye 
fell on the body of his friend, and. the flash of humour faded into 
clouds. " This weapon," said he, touching one, " I presume to be 
that by which Mr. Falconer was slain. It was picked from the 
ground by Mr. Gilbert's side ; the fellow to it was found in the 
holsters attached to Gilbert's saddle. This," he added, pointing to 
another, "belonged to my unfortunate friend, and was that with 
which he shot at the prisoner." 

" Fat 1 " cried the official, " did he shoot too ? " 

"Undoubtedly. I plainly distinguished two explosions, the one 
nmedi»tely after the other." 
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'*iy, then, mine Gott!*' said SchlachtenBchlager, looking round 
ujpon his assistants with an air of unutterable sagacitj, *' this, mine 
friends, does ferry much alter the case. It Tas not murder, but a 
fight. Who fired the pistol first ? " 

*' Sir, Uiat is impossible to say. But allow me to suggest a doubt 
whether that is necessary to be inquired into. With deference, I 
should suppose the ob^ct of this inquest would be simply to de- 
termine wno shotL the pistol that killed the deceased, leaving all other 
questions to be determined by other tribunals.** 

** Pshaw I " said Affidayy, who seemed to deriye no little private 
amusement from the ignorance of the magistrate, when sufiered to 
run its own course, *' you have spoiled the sport. The young gentle- 
man is, however, right, squire, and — ** 

**Holdt your tongue, Mr. Affidafy, and 'let me mindt mine own 
pusiness," said the magistrate, in some wrath ; ** sure I know fat I 
am about. And hark ye, Mr. Witness, you are a very goodt young 
man, and an officer, and a gentleman ; put you must not tell me fat 
I am to do, nor fat I am not to do.*' 

** Surely not,** replied the witness ; ** I will not be so presumptuous.*' 

** Kight s you are a veiy goodt young man, and an officer, and a 
gentleman; and you have very goodt sense. Fat do you think I 
must sa^ in this case, for, mine Gott, it puzzles me. Mine owu 
opinion is, that somepody shot this young man." 

*'It cannot be doubtecJ, sir." 

** And that that somepodv fas him fat shot the pistol fat fas not shot 
by the young man fat fas shot." 

** Very true, sir." 

" Fery fell, sir,'* continued the official, with dignity ; ** now show 
me the man, and you shall hear fat I have to say for mine inquest in 
no time." 

" The man you speak of is by this time lodged in the county prison, 
under a warrant issued by yourself. There were two pistols dis- 
charged, one by the deceased, the otiier, as I can swear, to the best of 
my belief, by the prisoner ; and I can bear witness in like manner^ 
that my unfortunate friend owes his death to the pistol discharged by 
the prisoner." 

**Fy, then, the case is clear enough, and I vonder you couldn't say 
80 much before. Do you swear to all this ? " 

" I do.'* 

** Fell now, come : fat fas the reason of all this running afay, and 
murdering ? " 

** That, I beg leave to suggest, is a question entirely irrelevant" 

** Is it ? Fell, then, fy don't you answer it ? ** 

** Pshaw !" mumbled Affidavy, who was, perhaps, wearying of a 
sport he did not himself direct. " Squire, you may discharge the 
witness : we have laid our heads together, and agreed upon a 
finding." 

"Fat! mitoutme?" 

** Certainlv. You don't think you are to make the verdict ? The 
witness will be pleased to retire,*' he added ; and the lieutenant, look- 
ing once more on the dead, immediately withdrew. 

" We find| squire," the attorney went on, " that the deceased came 
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to his death in con«equence of a pistol-bullet shot into his neck by 
Hyland Gilbert, otherwise called Herman Hnnter. If joa want to 
be learned about jugulars, carodds, parotids, and so on, we will call 
in Doctor Muller, and have him to examine the wound.** 

'* Py, I don't know any thing apont them things ; put I don't see 
that you say any thing apout murder ? " 

" Not a word ; as you said yourself to Jack Barby here, the coro- 
ner's jury is not the hanging jury/' 

" Fell now, the matter's finished, and I am ferry glad. I snppoM 
it is all right?" 

" Entirely. The young Hawk is as dead as a chicken/' 

'^ It is a clear case, then, Mr. Affidavy," said the dignitary, with a 
long and tempestuous breath, indicating the satisfaction he felt at 
being released from labours so overpowering ; ** they fill hang the 
young fillain." 

** Why, that depends upon drcnmstances, squire." 

'* Oh, the tyfel I it is all 'upon circumstances' mit a lawyer." 

" It is a good case on either side," said Affidavy; '* and not so bad 
on the prisoner's as might be supposed ; that is, if he had but money 
to make it an object to take up his cause." 

** Mine Gott, he has money ! There £u his fatch ; 'twas gMt, 
and worth forty pound." 

<< Eh t indeed ? has he a gdd watch ? " 

" And there fas a purse of guineas — " 

"Of guineas?" 

" And there fas a — fat you call it ? — a pill of exchange on New 
Tork, and a letter of credit — ^mine Gott, it fas mitont limit, except 
time ; put I doubt me it fas not goodt." 

" Botheration ! " cried the man of law, in a fervour, ** who's lend 
me a horse to ride to town ? I remember now, there was a story 
that the youngest son of the Gilberts had a rich iiunt in Jamaica," 

**FeD,ifhehad?" 

** Why, then, 111 certainly volunteer him the aid of my piofes- 
sional skill ; and, murder or no murder, I'll bring him ofl;" 

" Tou don't say so, Mr. Affidavy ?" 

** Botheration, I do. A letter of credit without limit. Who has 
it? Did you save it?" 

'' No ; I gave it pack to him ; put I took an inventory of all in 
bis pockets." 

<* Well, squire, you're an honour to the profession. Lend me a 
horse." 

" Fy, if I had you put down to the Green Tree, and you fould pro- 
mise to keep soper — ^ 

** Tush I I wiU. But let's be off, and in a hurry. You are a mer- 
ciful man, Squire Schlachtenschlager. Jp is a pity this poor firiend- 
less Toung fellow should be hanged for nothing." 

'* That IS, mitont paying nothing to the lawyer. Ho, ho ! put it 
toesn't do to laugh by a teadt pody, fen his fader, and moder, and all 
his friends, is feeping and cxying. Fat is to pe done mit these 
Hawks ? Can't nobody catch pig Oran ? I fill give one pound of 
mine own money for refard ; for, I do afer, he toes give me much 
'?. Fell, gentlemen, all is right. Now fill we aU go to the 
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Creen Tree, and ve shall hare flome prandy to dtrink. Fere is fome 
pody to light mine pipe ? A feiy padt piece of poBinesB, and yerr 
potteFBome. I vonder fere they fill pmy the young man ? 'Feu, 
gentlemen, let us pegone." 



CHAPTER XXXn. 

' Tour moantaln sack, your firontJgnac, 

Tok«y, and twen^ more, sir; 
Tour ih«nry and ]wny , tbat make men mosiiy, 
Are deities I adore, dr; 
Aiid well may port 
Oar praise extort, 
Wlien tnm bis palaee fintfa he oomes, 
And jilnoke and guxglea, fames and foams. 
CUnok, glack, 
Hlckup, gargle and glvnk. — Old Song. 

Thb worthy AffidaTy, who played so prominent a part in the janr of 
inqnest, commenced the world with as fair prospects as could he 
derived from a moderate share of talent and some native energy of 
character, and was yet in the prime of his yeiav. He had sunk into 
poverty and neglect, was any man's fellow, and eveiy man's scorn ; 
yet the lower he sank, the loftier became men's opinions of his 
natural parts and his professional knowledge ; and Squire Schlach- 
tenschlager was wont to say, ''He pelieveid Affidavy mate yettat 
speeches now than he tidt afore, fen he fas a soper man." While such 
generous opinions prevailed, the lawyer had still ** sometliing to do*' 
in &e way of his profession : but the sad condition of his outward 
man showed Ihat this was far from being profitable ; indeed, if the 
troth must be told, his admirers, though of humours sufficiently liti- 
gious, were oftener inclined to employ than able to pay; and those of 
better estates, however they marvelled at the sagacity and applauded 
the speeches of tb^ man of buckram, were rather shy of applying to 
him for assistance until they felt their cases to be growing desperate. 
The consequence of this state of things was, that Mr. Theophilus 
Affidavy was compelled to resort to many shifts to obtain a sub- 
sistence that added litde to his reputation ; and would, indeed, have 
been hooted from the county, had he not been protected by the armour 
of imputed genius, which his habits seemed to fasten around him. 

The account heTeceived of the wealth of the unfortunate Hyland 
produced a strong eifect upon bis acquisitive propensities ; and he 
saw at a glance, that if his counsel could be of no benefit to the pri- 
soner, it might undoubtedly be of some to himself. '' He is a Hawk 
of the Hollow;** he muttered to himself, " and so every one will be 
against him — good I There will be much apparent merit, therefore, 
in undertaking his defence. His cose is bad — ^awful bad — ^better I 
To volunteer in such a case will infer at once the possession of extra- 
ordinary ^ill, worthy of extraovdinaiy reward. He has money — 
excellent! but, botheration ! the other Jack-brains will find that oat, 
and dive at him before me. Must have Scblachtenschlager's hozse, ^ 
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I hare to steal him— nobody else will lend me one. An old ata I but 
can twist him ronnd my thumb as easily as a tape of tobacco.** 

Such were the reflections of the attorney, as with his brother juron, 
one of whom had given him a seat in his little Jersey waggon, be 
followed Schlachtenschlager, to share the feast this worthy had pre- 
pared for his associates at the Green Tree. 

The soliloany of the lawyer seemed to infer a donbt of the per- 
formance of tne promise Schlachtenschlager had so generously made 
of lending him a horse. This doubt was engendered by a sudden 
change in the sky, which, from having been perfectly clear and 
placid, suddenly began to be covered with clouds, and these of an 
appearance so gloomy and menacing, that full half the jurors became 
al^med, and excusing themselves n'om accepting the proffered hos- 
pitality, hurried to their homes, leaving the revds to be shared by 
those who dwelt in the squire's immediate neighbourhood. The 
attorney, wonderful to be said, had as strong an impulse to be gooe 
as others, although fuUy sensible of the excellence of the magistrate's 
potables, and of the painful sacrifice he should make in tearing him- 
self away; but, on the other hand, he perceived that a violent 
thunder-storm was brewing, and he knew the squire to be a prudent 
man, who loved his beast as he loved his wife, and, indeed, a great 
deal better, and would be loath to lend him after the storm had once 
set in. For this reason, as soon as he had reached the inn, he 
reminded the squire of his promise, swore he would drink but a single 
glass, and then be off without waiting for the rain. 

The squire scratched his head, and repb'ed : " Yy, Mr. Affidafy, I 
don't know. The veather vill pc padt, and I don't like it ; it vili pe 
padt on the horse ; so, AfHdafy, ve vUl vait a little and see. And 
pesdes, my poy," added tbe dignitary, clapping him on the sboulder, 
as if to atone by condescension for the disappointment he ioflictedy 
'' ve vill not forget the dtrinking and the joUy-maJdng, Fy mine 
heart, my poy, ve vill have petter fun for you than trampling about 
in the rain mit a stumbling horse. Fat, man, fy, we're all Deutschers 
put you ! Here 's Jake Musser, and Hans Fackeltrager, and Alberick 
Klappermuhle, and Franz Beschwerlich, and Simson Kleiber, and 
mineself ; and then there's you. Mine Gott, ve fill be jolly I for Ififl 
proach a parrel of Nierensteiner : mine soul I it is as goodt as any in 
the whole Rheingau, and I do keep it for mineself. And ve fill 
dtrink, and ve fill sing, as if ve fas all in the Rheingau itself; for my 
voman, Gott pless her ! she is cone to the fillage, and the poys ia out 
a-looking after the ploodty Hawks. Aha, .^dfHdafy, my poy I yon 
shall see fat it is to dtrink Rhine wine, mit six goodt Deutschers to 
help you. Fat do you say, poys ? can you sing the Rheinweinlied in 
a t'under-storm ? Aha, you see, Affidaiy I Fell, if ve are few, yy ve 
fill be merry." 

It was in vain to pursue his desire at such a moment ; and, in- 
deed, the attorney's blood tingled with joy at the thought of the 
flowing bowls offered in such an oration. 

** Very well, you old fool," muttered he to himself, " I will drink 

till your cursed old cider tra^h, that you call Rhine wine has opened 

your heart ; and then, botheration I I will bubble yon out of the best 

horse in the stable. WeU, it is well it's no worse ; it wiU rain, and 

^at cats and dogs." 
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The indications of the weather were not falsified b7 the e^ent In 
less than half an hour after all were safelj housed, the heavens were 
corered with pitchy clouds from which were discharged dazzling 
thunder-bolts ; then came a terrific blast of wind, rending boughs 
firom the trees, making the chimneys rock on the house*top; and 
this again was followed by a furious drivinff rain, falUng in such 
torrents as promised in a few hours to swell the smallest brooks into 
impassable rivers. This continued until night-fall, and was then 
only terminated to be succeeded by deceitful intervals of calm, broken 
in upon, even when least expected, by violent gusts of wind and rain. 

By that time Affidavy was as glorified in his spirit as the rest, and 
suddenly starting up in the midst of a crashing peal of thunder, he 
hiccnped, and then roared — ** Success to the Rhine wine, sweet or 
sour ! and the devil take him that won't sing its praises as loudly as 
e'er a rascal of the Bheingan itself ! So up, you German pigs, and 
let's sing ! up, you Hans, Franz, Alberick, Jake, and Simson I up, 
you old rogue Schlachtenschlager, for you can sing like a cherubim I 
and up, you jolly dog, Tefi* Afiidavy , who is up already, and can sing 
as well as the best ! join hands, bring flowers, crown the cup, and 
sing the Rheuiweinlied, like seven angels, the Rheinweinlied, you 
hard-headed, jolly dogs, in broad Deutsch ; and after that, we'll sing 
it in my own transition, botheration! which is better than the 
original, for all that ass, Jingleum, says he made it. Are you ready V* 

*' Ready I " responded the happy six ; and in an instant every man 
was singing at me top of his voice, the famous Rheinweinlied — a 
song of such noble and heart-stirring capacity, at least so far as 
music is concerned, that if it be objected to it, that it has sometimes 
set a singer beside himself, it may t>e wondered how any one can 
hear it and keep sober at all. The winds blew, the rain fell, and the 
lightning flashed, while this jolly company rose round the table, and 
sang in concert the praises of old father Rhine. 

THE BHSINWBINLIED. 

Bekrantzt mit Laub den liebeii ToUen Becher 

Und trlnkt ihn fruhllcli leer, 
In gfuuB Earopia, Ihr Herren Zecherl 

1st solch eln Wein nicht mehr. 

Ihn brlngt das Vaterland ans seiner Fiille: 

Wie war er sonst so gut ? 
Wie war er sonst so edel, ware stille 

Und doch voll Krafft und Muth ? 

Am Rhein, am Rbein, da wachaen unaere Boben: 

Gesegnet sel der Rhein 1 
Ba wacbsen sle am afer bin, und geben 

Uns dlesen Labeweln. 

So trlnkt ibn denn, und lasst uns aUe Wege 

Uns fireum und frOhlich seyn 
Und wiisster wlr wo Jemand truurig llige, 

Wlr gaben ihm den Wein. 

"Bravo I bravissimo! bravississimol" cried Affidavy. "Here's 
to you, you dogs — * Ihr. Herren Zecherl* And now for my para- 
phrase. All you that don't know it, why, you may sing the German 
lingo over again ; the two will go very well together." 

So saying, he burst forth on the following rifacimento of the 

N 2 
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origiiul I the otben, in general, holding fatt to their own more 
•onorotts oxpreitionf { tho effect of which BabeliJike 'intennijctaxe of 
UingnaffM woe to incroMe the noieoy if it cUd not add to the epirit of 
the antnor i— 



TtM rlKht Rhifi* wlm t 
We'll crown tli« cup with 
^nd qtMff about, and Uuiffb ftbont, 
Till All tyM wink. 
Such joyv divine 
Sure mother Ntttaro owee nei 
Bo iMigh About, Atid aueir About^ 
Come, drtjik, boye, drink I 

Onrfother-lAndl 
'Tin thAt the vine produeefli 
How oljte fhuuld bo tliU Jolly wlno 
Hogood, ioyood? 
J^ottff Af we «t«nd, 
We'llputltioiteuMM: 
Ho lAUtfU iibcmt, Aiid quAff About, 
AiitrueNoulfffhouldl 



Oh Rhine! old RMim, 
With mUk And honey aowlf«l 
There vrow* t)ie tree eo well lore we, 
The vine, the vine t 
There elueten ehino 
On brenohee over growhigi 
Bo hittgh AboQt, end qaAff oboat, 
The good Bhine wtuel 

Come, drhtk, bal h«l 
And, iiure, we'll All be merry { 
Come, drink, tut hat come, Iau^, 
hA, hAl 
Oht hA,taa,bAl 
A§ full Are we 
An A'ur A Rhlnc-wlne berry: 
Bo lAUgh About, and qatOt AbOQt~ 
Ohl hA,hA,hat 

It may bo suppoiod that Affidavv had long since, in the joy of 
revelry, diichargcd from hii mind all memory of the caee which hod 
M> inflamed hiH fancy, and wni content to loaye H to be mapped op 
by a more fortunate rival. How far thig was from the truth, may be 
inferred from a phonotnonon that ])rcscnted itself about an hour after 
nightfall, at which period he oppuarcd on the porch, followed by 
HchlachtonKclilagcr and tlio rest, all Hinging with as much zeal as 
before, \mt rostly out of time and tunc A saddled horse stood at 
the door, on whoso back some ottistcd the attorney to clamber, while 
others wore seen holding by railing and pillar, and venting much 
good counsel with a deal of bad music. The squire hhnseS^ itood 
embracing a pillar, now poking forth his bare noddle to the drops 
trickling from the porcli-roof, and now withdrawing it, to utter divers 
''teufels !" and **donners]'* an the cold element profaned his visage 
of dignity, yet still maintaining his stand, and expatiating on the 
merit of the service he was renoering his guest. 

'* Vou sec, AfHdafy, man," he cried, **I'm a goodt-natured fellow : 
put there's my hurNc, my pc8t horse, and it*s a padt night; and, 
AfHdafy, man, youVo as dtruuk as a chudge, poor man! But ho, 
ho ! tliat's no matter, for vo*ro all so. 

A«t flill Are ve 

As ever vAe A^thlne-flae peny. 

Very goodt that, AfHdafy! Fell, veVo all mortal sinners; aud, 
mine (i ott ! there Is but little left in mine parrel, and Nierensteincr 



comts money. Fell! goodt pye, AfHdafy, my noy, goodt night! 

of the horse, for he's my pest norso, Affldafy, for 
I*in a goodt-natured follow as ever it was. Qoodt night, Affldafy ! '* 



Take goodt care 



And '* Goodt niglit, AfHdafy !*' muttered all, as the attorney, fetching 
a desperate reel in the saddle, waved a graceful adieu, and turned to 
depart. Instead of replying, however, to tlie farewell, he bant out 
again with 

" The right lUilne wine 1 " 

^10 others, obeying the invitation, again qionod their lipa, and 
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chanted Btkrantzt mit Lamb, till lio was out of sight Then tfaej 
stBggersd back into ^e house to continue their ocgieti where we will 
leave them to follow the oaaroe of the attorney. 



CHAPTER yx^rii 

If thon beest a man, shew ttayafilf In thy lIkcQei»< if thou heest a devil, take 't 
Oft tboa Vau—Jhrnpat. 

Tkb violence of the stonn was over, but the ferment in the elements 
waa not allayed. The clouds had broken, and ever and anon, through 
tiieir ragged gaps, the eye might trace fields of blue sky, studdid 
with stars, which were suddeidy swept out of sight, as gusts came 
roaring &om the tops of distant biUs, discharging brief but furious 
■bowers. 

On such- occasions it was not ea^ to pick a way along the road, 
whic]> was washed into gullies and scattered over wi£ the riven 
hranches of trees, besides being, in the hollow places^ converted into 
pools, so that it might have been considered difficult to proceed,.even 
by the light of daf. 

It was fortunate, perhaps, for Affidavy, that he was in no condition 
to be daanted either by cUfficultiea or dangers, of which, indeed, it is 
moat probable he remained profoundly unconscious, from the begin- 
ning of his ride to the end. He set forth on his dark journey, tix>]iing 
at the- top of his voice some snatches* of the jolly chorus, in which he 
had home no mean part, and plying his heels about the ribs of his 
hoose ia such a way asio drum out a kind of barrel«head accompar 
aiment, as agreeable to- himself as it was perhaps advantageous to 
tha animal; for this, instead of being Schlachtenschlager's best horse, 
as he had said, was a drowsy, lazy, pacific, and somewhat worthless 
beast, which the squire's man, supposing that any one might serve 
the lawyer's turn on such an occasion, had considerately substituted 
for the better one which his master really designed to provide. On 
this animal, then, Affidavy departed, bidding defiance to storm and 
peril, and singing as he went. Sometimes, however, he launched 
into harangues, as if declaiming before a court and jury, especially 
when, as was sometimes the case, the beast he bestrode took ad- 
TantBge of his abstraction, to pause before some gully or pool of 
water, and even now and then to stand stock-still in the middle of 
the road, where there was no obstruction whatever ; nay, he once or 
twice,, relying upon the indifference of his rider, took the liberty of 
turning his head, and jogging backwards ; and how the manoBuwe 
was detected and counteracted by one in Affidavy's happy condition, 
we are wholly unable to say ; but counteracted it was, and by mid- 
night — that is to say, after a ride of three hours, the attorney found 
that his steed had borne him the full distance of two and a hfdf milea 
ibom- his mast^'s house, at which rate of travel it was quite evident 
he might expect to reach the village, perhaps three or four miles 
further, some time befoxre noon of the following day. At midnight, 
however, die horse was brought to a stand by an unforeseen difficult. 
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It was in a hollow place or glen, thickly wooded, that was crossed by 
the road at rieht angles $ at the bottom of it flowed a waterconrse, 
small and shafiow on all ordinary occasions, but which the violent 
rains, assisted by certain accidental obstructions, had now swelled 
' into a hrqad and formidable pool. The trunks and branches of trees, 
swept down by the earlier wash of the flood, and lodged among 
rocks, and the standing stems of other trees on the lower side of the 
road, bad made a sort of dam, through which the waters could not 
escape so rapidly as they collected ; and, in consecjuence, they had 
swelled so high, as to be already heard falling over it like a cataract 

When Affidavy arrived at the brink of this flood, his steed came to 
a sudden halt, of which the rider took no notice for a considerable 
time, his mind being wrapped up in the remembrance of the joyous 
potations, from which nothing on earth, save the prospect of a good 
case, could have drawn him, and his ears still tingling with the 
uproar of the Rheinweinlied. This he trolled over with great fervour, 
and in the midst of it, plying his heels as usual, the horse, after one 
or two snorts, by way of remonstrance, took heart of grace, and crept 
into the water. 

'^ Botheration ! " cried the attorney, as he felt the cold element 
sweeping over his legs, ** will it never have done raining ? H — h — ip, 
Durgan. Gentlemen of the jury, I appeal not to your hearts, for I 
disdain taking advantage of— of your weakness ; nor to your heads, 
for — for — ^who the devil ever supposed a juryman had one ? Bothera* 
tiont it rains cats and dogs dl round, and my legs are/ growing 
marvellous cold. That old Schlachtenschlager — he, he ! a great old 
ass, and his Nierensteiner nothing but sour old crab-cider. A gold 
watch worth forty pounds — a purse of guineas — ^bills of exdiange — 
long credits. Dispute the jurisdiction of Ihe court. Hillo, w£it's 
all that smashing in the court ? I insist upon order. Who says I 
am out of order ? Drunk ! I despise the thing. Hillo, Schlachten- 
schlager, what's the matter? Never mind the rain — strike up; let 
it blow its worst — strike up, old boy. 

Come, drink, ha, ha I 
And, sure, we'll all be merry; 
Come, drink, ba, ha I come, langh, ha, ha I 

Botheration!'* 

In the midst of the attomey'is song, and just when he had reached 
the middle of the pool, there happened a catastrophe, which might 
have frightened any other man out of his propriety ; this was nothing 
less than the sudden giving way of the dam logs, the disruption of 
which was followed by the escape of the accumulated body of waters, 
and that with a iiiry that nothing could resist. In an instant the 
attorney was swept from his horse, soused head over ears in the 
flood, and would have been drowned, had he not been luckily dashed 
into the crotch of a low and twisted buttonwood, and there left 
astride a horizontal bough by the retreating waters. The whole was 
«fl^ected in a trice— indeed, with such magical celerity, that he failed 
to notice the main point of the casualty, which was the loss of his 
horse ; and supposing himself still at ease in the saddle, he plied his 
^«iel8 with their accustomed vigour against the regardless trnnky 
'dering somewhat at the inunobility of his charger, and the nuh 
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of the current at his feet. <' Botheration ! ** he cried ; " hip^ Diirgan^ 
get up ; dzick^ duck. That's a fine fellow. Will it never be done 
raining? 

Gome, drink, lia, ha I come, Uugh, ha, b«I 

Oh,iui: 

Hip, horsey, hip." And thus he went on, now spurring the timber 
flanks of his charger, and now trolling forth the drunken chorus in 
the midst of the stream, where he would perhaps have remained until 
morning, or until sleep had caused him to relax his hold, had not 
his extraordinary outcries reached the ears of a traveller who rode to 
his assistance, the water being already reduced to its ordinary level, 
and finding him incapable of helping himself, pulled him from his 
seat and dragged him to the other side of the stream. 

^ Botheration, what 's the matter ? '* cried the attomev, who seemed 
to recover his senses a little upon finding himself on his feet ; 
** Where's Durgan? Sure, o' my life, I didn't come here on foot. 
Odds, bodikins ! where 's Schlachtenschlager ? HiUo, there ; bothera- 
tion, you sir, what are you doing with my horse ?" 

" Your horse," exclaimed the traveller, "Are you drunk yet ? " 

** Drunk ! I defy the insinuation," cried Afiidavy, ** and demand 
protection of the court. Down you rogue, or I'll indict you for 
horse-thieving. A pretty prank to play upon an honest man riding 
for life and death. Botheration, Sir Sauce-box, whoever you are, 
give me my horse, or I shall lose the best case was ever intnisted to 
a lawyer—a gold watcli worth forty pounds — ^bills of exchange — 
letters of credit — and a purse of guineas." 

" Now, were you not drunk," said the traveller, " and more of a 
beast than the animal that bore you, I could tell you of a case much 
more to your interest to be engaged in." 

^' Hah I a case ? what sort of a case ? Odds bodikins, I'm your 
man." 

" You are drunken, Tef Affidavy ? " 

"Drunken I that's actionable. Tef! Tef Affidavy. Theophilua 
Affidavy, Esq. Esquire, do you hear ?" 

" Ay, it is all one. Theophilus Affidavy, sober, might be the man 
for my money, with twenty guineas to begin upon ; but Theophilus 
Affidavy, drunk—" 

*• Twenty guineas I " cried the lawyer ; *< God bless all our souls I 
twenty gumeasfor a retaining fee. Why then, I'll be Theophilus 
Affidavy sober, or Tef Affidavy drunk, or any thing else that can be 
wished of man or angeL Out with your money and state the case." 

•* Ay, when you are sober." 

" Sober t twenty guineas would fetch me to if I had been swimming 
in Schlachtenschlager's whiskey-barrel for two weeks on a stretch. 
Botheration I I'll take another dip in the slough there, and come out 
as clean as a peeled orange. But are you sure that a'n't my horse ? " 

** Quite ; and if your beast belongs to the squire, you may make 
your mind easy that he is now safe in his master's stables. I saw a 
saddled horse on the road, galloping as if a wild cat was on the back 
of him." 

•* Good," cried the attorney-at-law ; " if I had drowned him there 
would have been the devil to pay with old Schlachtenschlager. H^^ <^ 
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faft till I dock the devil oat of ma.** And withont waiting to say 
another word he ran into the brook, where he went iplaah about him 
with great spirit, the stranger oil the time sitting by and obaenring 
him in silence. 

There is, in all cases of drunkenness, a certain degree of rolnntary 
intoxication, aa it may be called, in which the mind yields itself a 
prisoner before H is entirely overcome by the strength of the enemy. 
This is eyinced by the rapidity with which manv gooCL sonls, in jovial 
company, work toemselves into fVenay ; but stiU more by the facility 
with which they shake it off, when there is any special call for 
sobriety. In half tiie instances, eren where the conduct ia nuMt 
tfitraragant^ the individual retains a consciousness more or less per^ 
feet, of his absurd acts, is aware that they proceed fhim a madness 
partly stimulated and sensible of some power in himself of contcoUing 
them, though not easily disposed to the labour of exercising it. We 
will not pretend to say that Mr. Affldavy, while he sat bestraddlin^ 
the sycamove, was altogether conscious of his situation ; but it is 
ouite certain he retained so much power of onring his folly, even in 
that extremity, that a less counter stimulus tluin the offer of a 
twenty*guinea fee wonld have sufficed to bring him to his senses. He 
frisked about in the water for a fow minutes, dipped his head under 
two or three times, and came out, not entirely sober indeed, but» as he 
said himself, ** as fit for business as he ever was.** 

" If you doubt, stranger, whoever you are,*' he said, **I11 sing yon 
a song, or — no, hang i^ we've had enough of that— 1*11 make you a 
speech to court and jury extempore, and right to the point. But come 
now, jingle your money and let's begin ; or, if it's all one to von, 
we'll jog back to old Schlachtenschlager's and borrow a dry shirty 
and so give counsel like a gentleman.** 

To this }>roposal the traveller demurred, and requesting the lawyer 
to follow him, rode up to the brow of the hill, where he dismounted 
and suffered his horse to range at will through the bushes, he himself 
taking a seat on a stone and mviting Affidavy to do the same. 

** A botheration strange fancy this of yours, certainly," said the 
lawyer : ** are wo to sit here like two stray dncks and bo soaked for 
nothing?" 

'* Look over your head," said the stranger ; '' there is not a dond 
left in the heaven— no, not one," he muttered as if to himself, ** and 
come weal or woe, come death or come Ufe, the sun will shine to* 
morrow as bright as ever." 

" Tush, yoa°re right, the storm has given us the go*by," said the 
lawyer. ** But concerning the case and that twenfy-gninea fee — 
What's your name ?*' 

^ Ghiincas,*' said the other, rattling a purse apparently well filled 
with his namesakes upon the stone. 

"Excellent I" said the lawyer; ^'bnt that won't do for a jury. 
Gome, sir, your cognomination, compellationt and so forth ? your 
proprium vocamen, style and title— Tom, Dick, or Harry, as the case 
may be ? and tlien for the ease. Quianam homo est? unde et gmof 
No man is drunk who can quote Latin, for it is cursed hard stun to 
nmember. In the Bang's lingo,, who are you ? and what's tho case 
in question Z" 
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"Who I am we will pass," said the traveller, "that having 
nothing to do with the case. As for the case itself I am. told it is 
one of murder." 

"The devil it is," cried Affidany.. "Why here's hanging work 
thickening in the eomitj. Bat what are the circninstanoefr? Who's 
killed ? and who ia tfae^kiUar?" 

" The first waB a yonng man named Efenxy Falconer — the second, 
another young man, call^ Hyland Gilbert — " 

"Hah I why that'ft my case that I've been labouring after all 
night, and I assure you — ^Bnt, God bless our two souls," he added, 
suddenly qpringing^ to hi» taet aa if in alarm, " Who ace yoa, sir ? 
An honest mim, sir ? I hope an honest man, sir, and no bloody- 
minded Hiawk, ttr I if yon are, sir, I give yon waoming, air,, if joa 
make an attack ttp<m me, air, that I carry piotols^ sir, and, sir — " 

" feace, fool I " said the other with a stem voice. " Sit down and 
fear nothing. If you had twenty pistols^ what care I for diem — ^I," 
he added ^nth a langh both joooae and bitter^ "that am armed wiib. 
twenty — guinea&'* 

" Right, air i but if yon are a toiy, sir — I don't mean to insult you, 
air — ^but as to aiding and abetting a gentleman of the tory party, aiv, 
— ^why, sir, I am. a man of principle,, air^ and I muat have time to 
reflect," 

" Gfo to the brook and wallow again ; you shall have five minntea 
to reflect, or rather to sober, for you are not yet in your sex^wa^ Why, 
fool, do you think I will hurt you ? or, hark ! is there a tory bullet 
ixL the clink of an English guinea ? Come, sit down: and list^i. You 
have nothing to do with the toriea save to take their money. There 
is one lying in prison in yonder village below, who needs th& help of 
a lawyer; yourself then^AJ&davy,. or anoth^." 

" oil I if tiiere be no tniaaon in the matter," said the attomey, 
" why tiien — that is, if yon will take that cursed tomahawk away, for 
I dare say you've got one about you, Mr. — ^that is to say Captain— 
Zounds, ]^. Oran Gilbert, I know you very well ; and I hope you 
won't murder me, or do me any mischief, if it were even, for old 
times' sake ; fwwe were very good Mends in old times." 

"Ay," said the refugee, " and for that reason I have offered you 
twenty guineas, and employment on a business that may bring you 
aa many — perhaps five times as many more, which any one else will 
be as happy to accept." 

" Botheration I there ia no occasion," said Affidavy, creeping timo* 
jNinaly back. " I see what it ia ; I'm not afraid of you, but you have 
a cursed bad name. I don't agree with you in principles — ^that i% in 
politics ; but it sha'n't be said I refiiaed my professional services' to 
on old friend in distress — " 

*^ With twenty gnineas in. his hand I" said the tory. 
"Ay, and with as many, or five tunea aa many,. at the back of 
tham^ — " 

'* JsL ease <^ anocesa." 

^* Oh I yes, certainly ; I understand. &e case now : your brother; 
Captain — " 

'* We will drop all titles — brother, captain, and everything else," 
said. th&,tpry. " The young man^ Hyland. Gilbert,, ia a priaoaer/* 
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« Ay, and—" 

"Was he hurt?" 

** A bruue or so." 

'* And he shot Henry Falconer ? " 

** As dead aa a herring : I sat on the body myself? '* 

** And he will be tried for that as for a murder ?" 

** Ay, faith, and hanged too, unless — " 

"Unless what?" 

** Unless we can prove him innocent, or establish a legal irrespon- 
aibUity." 

*' Ot snatch him out of his den some such bright midnight as this ?** 

** Tush !" said the lawyer, waxing in courage, ** I hare nothing to 
do with that. But cheer up, there's a way of managing these caset, 
and I have thought of it already. But concerning that bill of 
exchange and letter of credit ? They say the younker has mone^— 
a rich estate in the islands ?" 

'* Fear not your reward," said Oran Gilbert. " Do what 's expected 
of you, and you shall have gold enough to content you." 

'* Here then is the state of the case/' said Amdavy. " If the 
young man be tried in this county, were it but for killing a fanner's 
dog, he will die : the name — saving your presence — the name of 
Gilbert will be hanging matter with any jury. But 1*11 be short He 
bears the king's commission, does he not ? the commission of a lieu- 
tenant among the royal refugees ?" 

** And what then ? " said Oran. 

'< Why, then he must dispute the jurisdiction of the civil tribnnal 
and claim to be considered a prisoner of war. The attack upon the 
Folly is somewhat of a civil offence, to be sure ; but he was taken, 
as we may say, in battle ; and in battle he killed the man for whose 
murder he will be certainly arraigned, if proceedings are not quashed 
in the beginning. As a commissioned officer of the crown, how- 
ever — " 

** And if he be not a commissioned officer ? " said the refugee witfa 
a low voice. 

" Why then," replied Affidavy, " I have to say, gentlemen of the 
jury — ^Pshaw ! that is--hemp seed and a white shirt — ^you understand 
me. But with the commission — ^we will produce that, and then-—'* 

*' You shall have it," said the refugee, but added — " it will do no 
good. A court civil or a court-martial I how should a Gilbert look 
for mercy from either? What turn would the king's commission 
serve me if a prisoner ? Look you, Affidavy, there are better wayB 
of ending the matter. An hundred guineas are clinking in the bag 
these came from : it is but the opening of a jail door to earn it." 

** Ay, are you there. Truepenny ? Sir, I'm a lawyer and a gentle* 
man ; and as to aiding and abetting in any jail-breaking — zounds, 
sir, for what do you take me ?" 

** For a wiser man than you would have your neighbours bcliev©— 
for a man too wise to boggle long at a choice betwixt a hundred 
guineas held in comfort at home, and empty pockets with hands and 
heels tied together in a cave of the mountains." 

•* Q<>d bless our two souls I " said Affidavy j " what do you mean ? " 

' To have your help, or take good can no one else has it," Mid Oran, 
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laughing. Then laying his hand npon the lawyer's arm he added, 
with the same nutimelj accompaniment to accents full of sternness— 
"Look ye, Affidavy, you have heard too much for your own comfort, 
unless you are ready to hear all. You are a friendj or a — prisoner,** 

At these words the lawyer was filled with dismay, and indeed 
struck dumb. The terror that beset him when he first conceiTed 
with whom he was confronted on the dark and lonely hill recurred 
with double yiolence ; he thought of nothing less than being toma- 
hawked and scalped on the spot, and would have taken to his heels 
without further ceremony, had his strength availed him to shake off 
the grasp of his companion. 

" Fear naught," said Oran, detaining him on his seat, and speaking 
decisively: "we were old Mends once, as you say, AfiBdavy. I 
remember you robbed Elsie Bell's strawberry-patch, when you were 
a boy, and I thumped you for it. So, fear nothing. Why, man, am 
I a snake, or a beast, that I should hurt such a creature as you ? 
Enow me better." 

^* Well, I will," said the attorney, stiU trembling, " But, bothera- 
tion, sir, this is a strange way of stating a case to a lawyer ! As to 
opening jail-doors, Mr. Oran Gilbert, why, I won't oppose ; if you 
were to bribe Bob Lingo, the jailer, why, I say, I'm mum. But 
what more can you expect ? Botheration, sir, I'm no turnkey ! I'll 
be mum, sir 1 but as to joining you in any such prank, God bless our 
two souls ! why that would ruin me. And why should you think of 
such a thing? 'Tis needless, sir — as needless as dangerous. The 
king's commission is our pillar of safety : with that in his hand, the 
prisoner can demand, ay, and force his claim to be admitted to be 
treated as a prisoner of war ; and then, sir, if the matter comes to a 
court-martial — " 

" When it comes to that," said Oran, *• what is to save him from 
being tried and condemned as a spy ? " 

" What ? " said the lawyer ; " why a very simple thing. We will 
hire some one to swear he did not receive the commission until after 
his flight from Hawk-Hollow ; and as for the change of name, inten- 
tions, and all that, why, we shall have to coin any Ues that may serve 
our purpose. As to treason, we escape all arrangement there, his 
domicile being clearly within a foreign jurisdiction." 

" In a word," said Oran Gilbert, " and to end your scheme at 
once, he is not a conmiissioned ofiicer. Fool that he was," continued 
the brother bitterly, " he refused, and to the last, the warrant that 
would have been lus best friend." 

" Whew !" said Affidavy; " this alters the case with a vengeance. 
Refused the commission ? ** 

" Ay, and it is now in my own hands." 

•• Oho, is it ? Why, then, all's one. We'll clap it into his hands 
— fill up the blanks, if it needs — ^produce it in court— and who is the 
wiser?** 

•' You can at least try him with it," said the refugee ; ** but I know 
what it will end in. You will see him refuse it, even in prison." 

«« Why, then," said Affidavy — " Hum, ha— we won't be particular. 
Jail doors will open sometimes ; and in case of a hundred guineas 
down on the nail — (a dangerous business, captain I) — and something 
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more in protpect — jon undentond, ointiin ? Beptttationy cuptain, 
reptitotion! It may bring me by tne bceln, captain. Another 
hundred, therefore~{ftay, to be piUd at New York ; for I don't care 
if I turn toiy along with you, provided I am not let to il|;)iting>- 
an hundred on the nail, and another at York city, and I don't can if 
I dose with you. And then we nmet fifty or lo fiir Bob lingo ', oo 
managing* such an affair without money. A deuced dull cona^ 
thii» and bumnen all worn out! So, captain, an hundred on me 
mdlf and—** 

** It is enough," aaid the refugee : '* yon talk now like a man of 
aenae ; and hero are the twenty for eameat. Let ua proceed j I have 
man to tell you." 

Then riain^, and whiatling to hia horse, which obeyed the anm- 
mona, and fulowed him with great docility, he led the way willi 
Affidavy along the road, exchanging counaela with thia predoua limb 
of the law on the aubject that had drawn him lo near to the head- 
quarters of hia foea. 



CHAPTER XXXrV. 

Wtmt fix»li«h boldnoM brought thM to ttwlr morelM, 

Whom ihou, In Usrm» ho hlrjody and io d«ir, 

Hftit mailD tlilnc enmnira?— 

Tbarafbre, bjr liiw thoa art condtmnM to dla.— SnAsanAaa. 

Ok the following morning Affidavy preaented himself at the prison 
and demanded access to his client 

''Client I" said the jailer, with a stare. '* Why now, Affidavy, 
man (begging your pardon for being familiar), there's none of your 
birds ro(;8ting in my hen-house." 

''A smaller on that, Lingo-— come, what will you lay?" said the 
man of law, seizing upon the official's hand, and shaking it with 
great apparent friendship. " Come, stir about. Lingo ; clink, clink, 
stir bolt, clash key. and open. It's long since we ve had a crack 
together; but weUl have a ioily rouse vet Ah 1 that knotty old 
Schlachtenschlnger; my heaa is in a reel yet ; must have something 
to steady my nerves." 

** WeU, squire," said Lingo, a coarse-featured, shag-headed per- 
sonage, with a fist like the butt of an oak-tree, and altogether a low 
and mean look, which might have been aupposed to aiiUL him below 
tba notice of the attorney, had not Affidavy s habits made him long 
rince a fitting associate for even a meaner man : " well, squire," 1m 
aaid, with an air as if even he regarded his visitor with some little 
contempt, '* I don't care if I treat you to a drop, though my whiakagr 'a 
none of^tho smoothest, neither." 

** Curse your whiskey," said the man of law, pulling a guinea &am 
his pocket ** Do you see tliis yellow boy, mv lad of knucklaa ? 
Botheration upon you ; I came here to spend the day with you, and 
I intend to treat you royally. Bo, call your boy, Ilanachen. and let 
him fetch me a auart of^cognac fi'om old Brauntwehipunach's, for be 
keeps the best in all HUlborough. And do you take care of tba 
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dhange for xne, and help yonraelf, if 70a like, idiik I am holding 
counsel with the prisoner." 

/* Icod," said Lingo, balancing the coin in his hand, ''I never stid 
at a good offer. But I ehoold like to know where thie little feller 
came from, fiowiomever t is none of mybiisineBs, and so Hans shall 
go. Bnt who 's your client, sqidre ? I 'm glad you 're got a job, for 
you're a devil of a feller at a speedi — ^I always said that for you. 
Which prisoner do yon wiidi to soe ?'* 

•* Why, the young Hawk of the Hollow, to be sure." 

** Ods bobs! squire," said liingo, scratching his head, "yon 're 
too late for that coek-robtn, I'm thinking." 

"Too late I He ha'n*t broke jail already?*' cried the alarmed 
attorney. 

" Broke jail already ! " echoed Lingo, with a grin : '* I dnnna what 
you mean by that ; fcmt if he breaks ^dl at any time while I'm king 
of the ring, you may call me Jack Bobinson : no, the matter's not so 
bad as that. But he sent yesterday for young Pepperel — *' 

" God bless our two souls I " ejaculated the lawyer. 

** And they say," continued Lingo, " he is to have old CKmberkin 
likewise ; for, it seems, the younker has money." 

"What! old Long-tongue Timberkin? Zounds, well have the 
whole crow*6 nest at the picking. Ooons, man, let me in to him." 

" Well, I duma," muttered Lingo, leading the way, however, to 
the prisoner's cell ; ** I reokon, 'twere as well to save his money for 
something else ; for it's a clear case with him — eh, squire ?" And, 
as he sp<»e, he made a gesture with his finger around his throat, the 
meaning of which was not to be mistaken. ** Howsomever, here you 
are. When you're done with him, just knodc at the door, and 111 
let you out" 

The next moment Afiidavy found himself alone with the prisoner, 
who raised his eyes when the door was opened, but cast them again 
on the floor ; for, indeed, there was so little in Affidavy's appearance 
to excite attention, that he supposed him to be some assistant of the 
jailer, or, perhaps, a common officer come on some errand of duty 
with which he would be soon made acquainted. This suspicion was 
dispelled by the attorney, who no sooner heard the bolt shoot back 
into the stone door-post, than he advanced, declaring his name and 
chaaracter. 

"AflSdavy?" muttered the youth, with a dejected voice: "I 
thought it was Mr. Timberkin that Mr. Fepperel was to bring me." 

"Pshaw, botheration I" said the lawyer, "you were a goose to 
aend for such ninnies , we can do bettei' without them. A^d what 
can these fellows do for you? Where will you find them riding 
about of a stormy night, picking up evidence, laying plans, and so 
on ? However, we can find them something to do : I'll sort them, I 
know what they are fitted for. You stare at me I Very well ; I un- 
derstand what you mean. I come from your friends, sir, and — " 

'* From my friends ? " cried Hyland, starting up, wildly : " from 
whom ? I have no friends here — none, at least, but one ; and, oh 
God of heaven t they tell me I have killed her too I" 

" Oh, you mean old Blsie," said the attorney : " hang her, (that is, 
poor old soul !) she's not dead yet." 
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''Bat Catherine — ^MiM Loring — Captain Loring's daagbter?'* 
cried the yoath, with a voice and countenance of despur : ** what 
news of her ? '^ 

**AhaI I understand,*' mattered Affidavy ; ''but don't be alarmed, 
there's no death there. A little fright and grief, sir, that's all ; they 
never kill one." 

Hvland clasped his hands, and buried his face between them ; and 
the lawyer continued — ** Quite a small matter, I assure yon, and wiB 
blow by when we get you safely off/* 

''Get me offl" cried Hyland, again starting to his feet, in the 
greatest agitation : ** is there any hope of that ? No, there is none ! '* 
he exclaimed, vehemently: '*I am -a blood-stained man — ^I have 
taken life — ^I am a murderer — " 

''Tosh, and botheration! Hush!" said Affidavy, clapping his 
hand over the prisoner's mouth ; ** why need yon be blabbing ? That 
was confession enough to end the matter without plea or witness : 
'tis just a charge to the jury^ a verdict in the box, and then a long 
face and the hangman." 

** Misery 1 misery ! " cried the unhappy youth ; '' and to this I 
have brought myself, the death — the ignominy, of a felon ! I know 
it, I see it very clearly," he added, with indescribable emotion, '' I 
see how it must end — good God ! upon the gallows ! But it shall 
not be ; I will die first— thank heaven, I am dying already. Pat but 
the trial off— they say the court opens this day — ^put it off bat a week : 
you shall have a hundred guineas — five hundred — a thousand — all 
that I have ! only put off the trial a week, that I may die before they 
drag me into the light again. I deserve to die ; lam willing to die; 
but not, oh heaven I not upon a gibbet." 

'* Zounds ! " cried Affidavy, who strove in vain to interrupt this 
burst of frenzied feelings, '* you arc taking the best way to reach a 
gibbet notwithstanding ; you are mad, I believe : botheration, sir, if 
you talk this way there will be no saving you — " 

" Saving me ! Can I be saved — ^that is, not from death, but from 
ignominious death I Hark you, sir, they have taken my money, but 
Ihave enough more. Get me a knife, a pistol, a rope, a dose of 
poison — " 

" Tush ! if you do not cease this mad raving, and let me speak, I 
will be gone; you are making the case desperate. Be silent, and 
listen. Your case is bad, sir, very bad, I must confess, sir ; bat you 
have friends, sir, and yon may hope — yea, you may hope — ^if you are 
wise, sir, you may hope. You have — ^now don't start, or cry out, or 
I *l\ leave you. Ehem, sir, I must whisper — ^you have relations — a 
brother, sir — " 

** Oran ! " cried the prisoner, who would have again started up had 
he not been held in his seat by Affidavy : ** oh. Heaven be thanked, 
he has not deserted me ! Have you seen him ? Where is he ? What 
can he do for me ? Will he rescue me ? " 

" Tush ! you must be quiet : if you will speak, let it be in a 
whisper. As for the trial, why, we will stop that if we can. A 
British officer, with a king's commission in his hand, taken in arms, 
cannot be shuffled into a cart by a civil tribunal, for following his 
vocation, and slitting a throat or two. Now, Mr, Lieutenant Gilbert, 
"^nd me. You have a commission." 
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" No, bj Heaven, I refiued it ! I am no officer, and this will not 
ayail me. I am no officer ; I was none ; nor was I so much even as 
a volunteer : I refused the conmiission up to the last moment, and 
this is the end of it. I wonld not be the enemy of what was iny 
native country — of my countrymen, and now they are all enemies <u 
mine ! I was not a member of the band ; I never acted with it— > 
never, save that fatal once ; and then I went not to make war — no, 
not even upon the poor wretch I killed. Wonld to Qod the pistol 
had been turned against my own breast ! " 

''Tush!" said Affidavy, interrupting what bade fair to end in 
another violent paroxysm, ** that's wide of the question. The band 
looked upon yon as officer ; and unless that fellow Sterling—" 

** The villain t it is he has mined me." 

** Unless he can swear to the contrary, which he can't (and, bothera* 
tioni there's a way of stopping his mouth altogether), who will be 
the wiser ? Now, if we could get Dancy Parkins admitted, along 
with Sterling, as evidence for the commonwealth ; however, we can't ; 
and we'll sa^ no more about it: the prosecuting attorney swears 
he'll hang hmi. His mouth is, at all events, sealed. We are safe 
enough. Here is the commission. Now, sir, you will put a bold 
face on the matter ; insist upon your privilege, and " 

** Perjure myself with a lie? — avow myself the enemy of my 
native land? and so die worse and more degraded than I am? 
Never I Duplicity has made me what I am; a deception that I 
thought innocent and harmless, has brought me to this pass. Had I 
come without concealment, then I had left without disgrace — ^without 
crime I Oh, fool — fool that I was I Talk of this no more : it was 
on this ground Mr. Pepperel thought of defending me ; but on this 
ground I will not be defended." 

*^ Oho I and young ninny has been before me there, too ? " mut- 
tered the lawyer. " Well, botheration !" he continued, falling into a 
deep study, m which he held counsel only with himself, '* there is 
but the one shift in which the rascals won't join me — but one path in 
which I can walk this goose-head off alone. Well now, dl depends 
upon lingo : the rogue has a head as thick as a mountain, and a 
considerable deal harder. 'Twere a shame to waste gold upon such 
a clod-headed pig. Give him fifty guineas! God bless our two 
souls I it were a mere casting of pearls before swine, and, in some 
sort, a robbing of my own pockets. A shilling's worth of laudanum 
were a better fee, besides being cheaper. But we'll see." 

Having concluded his meditations, he turned to the prisoner, who 
sat surveying him with an anxious countenance, as if expecting some 
better comfort from his thoughts, and then said — **Well, bothera- 
tion ! we'll have to think of another thing. It is well you are not 
fettered " 

The young man writhed, as if struck with a lash ; but before he 
could speak, Affidavy continued, though with an emphatic gesture 
for silence — '* For that saves us all the vexation and danger of saw- 
ing. You see this little instrument?" he said, displaying a file. 
'* Now, be quiet, on your life, sir ! You will understand fi'om this, 
that there is something in the wind, boding you good. You are sick 
and wasted — ^you were hurt in the scuffle, too ; but put you beyond 
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theBe stone walli, with a saddled hone imder yoq, coold joa ride 
him ? Why, botheration ! what makes 70a tremble so ?" 

** Oh, Hearen I " cried Borland, ** do not mock me I K^, I will 
whisper. Give me the file : I will cut the gratinc throag^*^ 

'*It dees not need/' said Affidary, ^'and I h»re no notion of 
nmning any risk by lea^ng it in your hands. Bat yon must under- 
stand, sir (hold your ear close), that this is a Tery ugl^ pieoe of 
business, especia% for me : if discoveved, sir, I am a rnmed man ; 
the penaltjr, sir, is the very next thing to hanging ; ay, sir, and, in 
my esthnation, somewhat wone ; but that's aoeording as we think of 
it. Now, sir " 

'*I understand YOU," muttered Hyland. ''You shall name yon 
own reward — half of my estate, if you will; nay, all— dill, ao you 
set me but to the woods, when I can die in peaee, and nndis- 
honoured.'* 

''Tusht we 11, not think of death: you'll five and be hmfipf* 
Then as for reward, why, shr, I would not hare you think me esfr* 
tortionate, or capable of taking advantage of your distress ; no^ silt 
by no means. I am a lawyer, sir, but an honest man." 

''S'or Gk)d's sake, take what you will I Say •nothing more ; yoa 
shall have your wish." 

** Oh, shr," said Affidavy, *« there is no burry I As for taking all 
your estate, or even half of it, sir — sir, do not believe I will think of 
that I No, sir ; I am neither a bmsaard nor a nimnr's dog. Bnt I 
must be indemnified for losses : I ruin mjrself, sir— I must sMrifioe an 
excellent practice, sir— 4ny reputation, sir, and my prospects ; in a 
word, sir, 1 must e'en take to my heels along with you ; for after such 
a prank as jail-breaking, the county will be too hot to hold ne. StTf 
I remember your father: he was a wronged man, sir; and mj- 
feelings will not suffer me to see his youngest son too sereiely 
handled. I once knew your brothers, sir, and I always thoogfat xYuBf 
were badly treated. 6ir, I feel nmch grieved to sec poor old Mr. 
Qilbert's son brought to such a pass. Sir, my regard for your d^ 
ceased parent makes me do what I do ; and (not to -idiip the devil 
round the stump any longer), sir, I must confess, sir, that what I do 
is a very scoundrelly piec« of business, sir ; which, if anv body had 
proposed to mo in behalf of any other person in the world, I should 
certainly, shr, have knocked the proposer over the maszard — ^I wonld, 
sir, botheration I" 

''What needs more words?" said Hyknd,too much agitated to 
think of weighing the motives of his new ally in the balance of con- 
science or interest. " Make your demand, and have it." 

" Ah ! sir," said Afiidavy, with a snufile through the nose, ^ it is a 
sorrowful thing to be driven from home and friends, to wandor an 
eiule over the earth ! There's my poor Mrs. Affldavpr, the thing will 
break her heart. However," he added, for the prisoner be^an to 
wax frantic with inipatience, " I don't believe in breaking hearts, 
after all, especially Mrs. Affidavy's. Sir, you are a rich nuu, and a 
voung man, and a man without fimiily or cares. I will not sell my 
immanity, sir; no, botheration! I'm above that; but I will aeoept 
of your superfluity what will indemnify me for the losses I endim 
in your servioe. Your case is very bad, sir ; and indeed, if you were 
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eren a commissioned officer, it could not be much better. The in- 
dictment is already framed, and will this day, or at farthest to- 
morrow, be retnmed a true bill by the grand jury. You are a rich 
man, sir ; had I pleaded your cause and saved your life, I should 
have expected a fee of five hundred guineas (a small sum for a rich 
man's life); and there's old Long-tongue and Pepperel would have 
demanded as much more, each. But, sir. 111 save you five hundred 
guineas, and leave these fellows to whistle. We'll say a thousand 
guineas then, and " 

"All, I tell you, all, all !** cried the unhappy prisoner. *' Take any 
thing— take every thing !" 

**God forbid I" cried Affidavy, devoutly; "I will not prey upon 
yon. If yon, from your own generosity, should think of adding five 
hundred more to the fifteen hundred, why, sir, I should thankfully 
receive them : but I leave that to yourself, sir. At present, sir, 1 
shall be content with what I have named ; and will take your note of 
hand for the amount. You see, sir," he added, drawing fi*om a huge 
and well-thumbed pocket-wallet a slip of paper, which, with an ink- 
horn, he immediately deposited on the table, " I have drawn this 
entirely in your favour, payment not to be demanded unless upon the 
successful completion of a certain service not mentioned, and then in 
such a way as will suit your convenience. If I fail, sir, I am ruined, 
sir, and yet receive nothing. Allow me to fill the blanks, sir, and 
then, sir, you can sign. I will fill them first, sir, in order that yon 
may see I take no advantage of you, sir. Twoi thousand guineas, sir, 
is^ a small sum — a very small sum when one thinks of the gallows. 
Sir, be not alarmed — ^your hand trembles, sir ; but I trust to your 
honour to recognise the signature ; yes, sir, I prefer your honour to 
twenty witnesses, sir. You shall escape, sir, or damn it ! sir," added 
the harpy, in the enthusiasm of gratitude, ** I will hang along with 
your* 

Hyland clutched at the pen as at the bolt of his prison door ; and 
in the same frenzy subscribed, in addition, an order, committing his 
good roan horse to the disposition of his counsel, which Affidavy 
declared to be necessary, Hyland neither asked or sought to know 
how, to the success of the enterprise. Then wringing his hand with 
the most convulsive sympathy, he knocked at the cell-door, was let 
out, and would have run into the open air without utterfng a word, 
so big was his mind with the conception of his vast fee, had he not 
been arrested by the astonished jailer. • 

" Ods bobs !" said Lingo, "have you forgot the brandy, squire ?** 

** Botheration !" cried Affidavy, with a wild stare. 

** Ods bobs 1" re-echoed Lingo, " is the man mad ? Why, Affidavy, 
what ails you ? You look as white and as wild as the prisoner ! " 

'* Oh I ah I ay ! the prisoner ? yes, the prisoner," said the attorney, 
rubbing his nose and chin with great zeal, and recovering his wits. 
"Oh, ay, I remember : the prisoner, poor fellow. All, Lingo, Lingo ! 
'tis a hard case, a sorrowful case, a heart aching case ! I declare, 
Lingo, I could sit down and blubber — ^I could, botheration, I could 1 " 
and here the sympathetic counsel, to Lingo's amazement, burst into a 
loud uproarious laugh, such has he had never been known to give 
vent to before. 
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'' The devil's im the man, sue enough J " said lingo. "** But I see, 
I see,** he muttered, snnreying Affidavj sagacionsLy, " he has been 
Uowii^ it a little too hard, and now he's getting a touch of the 
honors. Well, well, brandy's the best cure for that ; and he shall 
have a snap at his own medicine.** 

So saying, the jailer poured out a glass of cognac, the rich odour 
of whicli had no sooner reached Afiidavy's nostrils, than his spiiUs 
became composed^ he stretched forth his hand, and the smacking of 
his lips proclaimed the fervour of his satisfaction. *' Old Braimt- 
weinponsch for ever I" he cried. *' Ah, lingo, you dqg ; you Icnow 
what's what Ehem, sir, botheration and ti^h. God bless our two 
souls ! but I'm monstrous sleepy. Out all last night, lingo^ in the 
rain ; was upset in the brook at old Schlachtenschlager's, and half 
drowned, and hadn't a wink of sleep. I believe I was dreanodng all 
the time the poor fellow up there was telling his story. Most go 
home and nap a little — but no, I can't I WiU finish the jog then, 
lingo, before the day 's out, ahem I Can give us a bed here, lingo, 
man, in case of necessity ? What d'ye say ? Kather full at 1&. 
Affidavy's, and a wash-day too ! Oh, you dog; botheration ! well 
have a rouse under lock and key to-night, won't we ? Have aome- 
thing to tell you, and must be near the prisoner. But mum, hoy- 
mum's the word ! We'll have a rouse to the health of my cUeni." 

With that the attorney made another long face, fell into a second 
roar of merriment, and went fiying from the prison. 



CHAPTER XXXV. 

If this should fall, 
And that oar drift look through our itad performance, 
Twere better not essay'd : therefore, this project 
Should have a back, or second, that might hold, 
If this should blast in proof.— ^«mfef. 

It was night before Affidavy returned again to the prison, a circum- 
stance that might be supposed to puzzle the brain of the jaUer not a 
little, whenever he happened to cast his eyes upon the bottle provided 
at the lawyer's own expense, and considered the notorious degree of 
attraction existing between the materiaJ spirits of the one and the 
immaterial spirits of the other. Before he had yet detenmned 
whether the phenomenon should be attributed to the disorder of mind 
he was at first disposed to suspect on the part of Affidavy, or to some 
uncommon display of his zeaJ on the plaintiff's behalf, Affidavj mAAft 
his appearance, and notwithstanding the lateness of the hoar, was 
immediately admitted ; not so much, however, as a man of law 
visiting his client, but as an old friend and crony, whom lingo in- 
troduced for his own private satisfaction. The attorney, nevertheless, 
aftw squeezing the jailer's hand, and giving way to a grin of extra- 
ordinary friendship, averred he must see his client, before indulging 
a moment in pleasure ; and assuring Lingo, with uncommon spirit 
and generosity, that he designed treating him like a prmce, bade him. 
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out of i(be fhndf he had placed in hia handa, lay in a atore of all 
drinkables he could deyise, with pipei and tobacco, and so forth, so 
that they might have a jolly time of it together. Then, after re- 
maining half an hour with the prisoner, he returned to ihe lailer^s 
private quarters, snapped his fingers, as if exulting ait being deliyered 
from toil and restraint, swore he was the busiest dog that ever slayed 
at a case, but would take his comfort and his ease, without tronbliaff 
himself farther for the mgbt^ were all the gallows-dogs in isbt woda 
calling on him for assistance. *' Drink, Lingo, yon rogue !** said he; 
** give me a pipe, and snufif the candle, for I abhor taking the first 
whiff out of a greasy old cotton-wick. Drink, you big-fist^, honest 
old sly-boots t and 111 tell you all about the case.** 

*^ Well, squire, I'm for you,** said Lingo, swallowing a draught 
that showed him to be serious. '* But I reckon I know lul about She 
case ; and it's a clear hanging matter, as yon must own." 

^ ff I do, botheration on me I ** said the lawyer. " There's two 
sides to ercry case ; and all kilhng a'n't murder, nor manslaughter 
neither, for the matter of that." . 

** Well, it's well to keep a good heart — ^I always said yon had good 
pluck, Affidavy, especially in desperate cases. Bnt there was old 
Timberkin here this afternoon, who went off with a long fooe ; and 
there was Pepperel, who as much as confessed there was no hope for 
the young one. And why should there be ? For my part, I don't 
reckon it any great matter to have plumped a bullet into one of the 
Falconer kidney; but when it comes to a bloody refugee playing such 
outdacious tricks, why, there, Affidavy, I stidk: it's clear ag'in all 
principle ; and there's ne'er a man of any jury yon can pack in the 
Gounhr, but will say — ^Hang I" 

'<Tush, drink! here's to you! You've been gabbling with 
Pepperel and Timberkin — ^numskulls, Linso, between you and me, 
ntmiskulls ! What do they know about the case ? what have thej^ 
been doing to study it ? Here have they been all day laying then: 
fool's pates together over it, like two owls at mid-day over a dead 
bull-frog, not knowing what to make of it Drink, ^ou rascal I 
Now, haid you but been at old Sehlachtenschlager'slast night — ah !— 
However, that 's neither here nor there. Now I, my boy, botheration ! 
I study my cases in another manner, and I have been studying this 
hard ail day. But how? Ay, there's the question — ^tush! Riding 
about, hunting witnesses from post to pillar, serving subpoanas, and 
aU that, and smelling out the intents of the prosecution." 

"What witnesses do you want?" said Lingo; "'tis a clear case, 
«nd the younker owns to it.' I'm to swear myself, that he admitted 
the murder : he made no denial — " 

*'He's an ass," said Affidavy, *'a fool and a madman, who would 
knock his head against a post, sooner than go round it, were his skull 
no thicker even than a pumpkin-shell." 

" Oh, ay!" said Lingo, nodding over his glass, '* I see what you're 
at, you'll make it out a non cumpu»» case! But that won't do, 
squire, I swear ag'in you there : there 's no mad in him ! there 's more 
in some of the witnesses. But I suppose you have been raking up 
for witnesses about old Elsie Bell's ? The lad begged I would send 
for her ; but they say she is in a dying way." 

o 2 
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"Bad enoagh— 'bad enough !" said the lawyer, ''and a good 
witness, too ; but we can do without her." 

"Well, I reckon you'll want all rou have," said the jailer, "for 
they're strong for the commonwealth. There's Dancv Parkins — 
they've taken him for state's evidence, along with this here gali- 
ranting fellow, Sterling that came in for quarter, and a power of 
others beside. I dunna why they're so easy on Dancy ; but they say 
he's not deep in for't; and the prosecution's ag'in hanging him. 
They say Colonel Falconer has sworn he will have the youngster's 
blood, if it cost him the price of Hawk-Hollow twice over." 

"Tush! what care we? The devil take Falconer, and the 
witnesses too, as undoubtedly the devil will ! As for your Sterling, 
I can smash his testimony as I would a rotten apple. Botheration, 
the man has a neck of his own 1 " 

" Oh, ay, in the matter of the spying !" said Lingo : " but they say 
th^ will wink and let him off, if Colonel Falconer be so minded ; 
ana they say, too, he was promised protection by the soldiers, and a 
clear pardon, on condition he fetched 'em into all Oran Gilbert's 
hiding-places. I don't see, for my part, how a soldier can promise 
any such thing, seeing that a soldier is neither a judge nor a 
governor. And morcsomever, there's the matter of the attempt to 
do murder on Colonel Falconer, for I reckon that can be proved on 
him ; and how ho is to get clear of that, if the Colonel pushes him, I 
don't know. Howsomever, his case is bad — ^thc man has a bad con- 
science, thoufl'h, perhaps, 'tis only a small touch of the horrors, for he 
has been drinking hard ever since he has been in prison." 

"Oh, the devil take him, base turncoat and betrayer!" said 
Affidavy ; " I hold honour among thieves to be as good a rule as 
honesty between friends ; and between you and me, Lingo, he has 
served the Hawks a turn they will not forget. You know how they 
hanged that soldier, Parker ? Well, now, two pigs to a pound of 
butter, as the saying is, you'll hear of this fellow swinging iu a 
•wamp, some time before doomsday." 

'^ Ay, when they get him," said Lingo, " and with all my heart ; 
but, you see, there's no talk of proceeding against him; and when 
the trial's over, I reckon he'll show the county a clean pair of heels 
—that is, if he ever gets over his hurts ; for, you must know, there's 
somotiiing of the staggers about him— a sort of horrors, as I said— 
but I don't know; and if you stay here long enough, you'll hear him 
squeal out in his sleep, like a choking dog. Ods bobs I he made a 
squeak last night, and I thought the devil had him ; so I runs into 
his room, and there I sees him sitting on his bedside, all of a shiver, 
and as white as a sheet, singing out, as if lie was talking to old 

Nicodemus, 

' BhAke not your Jolly locks at mo,* 

or something of that nattir' — ^I dunna what, but it was al)Out locks 
and bolts, and the Lord knows what ; but I fetched him a box on the 
ear, and that brought him to, and he fell to groaning. And now, 
Affidavy, hero's to you ! and I don't care if I do, you a bit of a 
service, though I don't see what good can come of it. If it will do 
vour cause any service to knock this here testimony on the head, why, a 
»i5«* », as good as a long sermon, as the saying is. Just 'validate him 
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on the p'int of his upper story, and call me and Hanschen to swear 
to his doings and sayings ; for, I reckon, he's a clearer non cumpuss 
case than the prisoner. Howsomever, that can't do no good ; for 
I'm clear in for swearing to the youngster's admitting he killed the 
deceased, which is quite a settler of the whole hash.** 

''Tush,** said Ai^d«vy, *^\et him swear, and swear his hest! 
There is testimony enough to do the business, if we trust to that. 
The devil take the case I I won't bother my brains with it any 
farther. However, Lingo, my boy, it was a queer thing of yours, 
that letting the prisoner go clear of gloves and garters : he might 
break jail— «h, my hoy?" 

'*Aji how ?** said Lin^. ''No, squire, you don't come over me 
there. I clapped the irons on him at first; but, you see, poor 
fellow, I saw he was sick, and just as weak and heavy-hearted as a 
pipped poult, and no more fear of dodging in him than an old horse ; ■ 
so I knocked the clinkers off, and let him have the swing of the 
room, poor fellow I and there he's safe enough. Moresomever, I 
never heard tell of his being much of a Hawk, only in blood and 
name ; and I have a sort of pity on him." 

"Ah, ves I" said Aifidayy, with a melancholy stare ; " if you were 
to hear his story, Lingo, it would melt your heart *, for you have a 
soft heart, Lingo, a merciful heart, liingo ; and it will go well with 
you, Lingo; for there's something said in the Bible about the 
merciful." 

"Well,'* said Lingo, "I ddn't set up for much of that, nor for 
much religion neither ; bat I never beats a prisoner, except when 
he's contrary; and this here youngster seems much of a gentleman ; 
and I have a notion, if he's well treated, he may leave me something ; 
for he has a gold watch, (howsomever, the sheriff's got it ;) and, 
they say, he's well to do in the world. But, squire, drink on ! it's 
getting late." 

"Let it," said Aflidavy; "here am I fixed for the night ; for how 
do I know but that you may be in trouble before the morning, and 
may want a friend to help you." 

" Trouble and help I " said Lingo, looking up with surprise. " If 
you mean that Sterling and his squeaking I why, ods bobs, it only 
needs a cuff or two to bring him about. Ods bobs, AfiSdavy!" ho 
added, with a grin, "if you stay, I reckon, it's yon may want a 
friend to help you.' I don't say nothing ; but he that's got a speech 
to make before court and jury to-morrow, should not be too free of' 
the creatur' to-night." 

Affidavy, who had not yet betrayed any strong symptoms of being 
affected by his good cheer, shook his head mysteriously, and then 
replied — "There's no telling what might happen. Lingo. These 
refugees are devils incarnate, as far as daring goes. The whole 
regiment here is out in chase of them, and all the able-bodied men of' 
the village in company; so that there's nothing left to keep guard 
over us but old women and young ones. Now, Lingo, we '11 suppose 
a case : how many men, armed with muskets and axes, wotdd it take 
to sack your stone jug here, smash open a door, and let out the 
prisoners?" 

"Ods bobs !" said Lingo, "I don't know : but I reckon I conlct 
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hold oat, me and Hanscheii, until w« had Mutance. Bst, lunr- 
flomofer, that's tappoaing a caae that can't happen." 

** Dont be too secnre," said the attorney, wifii » solenm Toiee ; 
" for there 's no saying what may happen, when there 's snch a man 
as Oran Gilbert in the case. I reckon an axe and a few crowban^ 
with an anger or two, migh^ soon make way through the yaid-gate ; 
and then the baek-door wrald be but a mere joke; and then, Lingo^ 
why, sorrender, or hard axe and soft head would be the end of it." 

** Ods bobs ! '' said Lingo, ** what pats such a notion as.' thai into 
your head ? There's ne'er a tory now within forty miles of na I" 

'* Ah, Lingo, this is a wicked world, with a good many crooked 
ways in it; and there's a deal of 'em lead to the jail door. My own 
notion is that Oran Gilbert is lying where no one wosld think of 
distnrbing him. How, Lingo, you and I are fiiendSb You're an 
honest Mlow, Lingo, but, botheration t yoa'Te mortaL And so. 
Lingo, I shouldn't trnst you too far, if Oran Gilbert came to the 
wall>gp&te, about the time of cricket-ci^, chucked yon over a purser 
with the matter of ten guineas or so in it, while you stood peeping at 
the key-hole." 

** Oh I " said Lingo, staring at the attorney with that sort of 
perplexity which a stupid man betrays when endeavonxing to 
fathom tiie point of a jest, which he is sensible ought to be langhed 
at ; *' oho, squire, I see what yon are after— he, he, he I " he said, 
beginning to giggle, and lifting a glass, as he laughed. **r'm a 
mortal man, sure enough, and might take a fee, as well as e'er a 
lawyer in the land. But ten guineas is a smaQ sum, Affidai^, and 
as for opening a jail door for snch a small matter, why, Amdary, 
that's only — he, he, he ! And so you have been retained by the 
tories ? he, he, he ! Well I was wondering where the yaUow boy 
came from — ^he, he, he ! " 

*' Tush I retained by the tories ? I ? " said the man of law, aome^ 
what disconcerted. 

" Oh, squire, a joke for a joke 's all fair I tit for tat, yon know — 

•Tltfbrtat, 
Batter fbr fkt, 
Kick 017 dDff» and 1 11 UU jaor oat,' 

as the 8a3ring is," and the worthy Lingo again burst into a- peal el 
mirth, which allayed the sudden alarm of his companion. 

Affidavy looked him in the face, and became satisfied, trani tiie air 
of stupid glee which invested the jailer's features, that the liquor was 
suddenly beginning to fill his noddle; and in this conceit he was con- 
firmed by Lingo adding,, after another preliminary giggle — ^' Wdl, 
now, Afiidayy, I'm an honest feller — as you say, but I scorn being' a 
fool. I know what's what ; and I wish somebody would chuck mo 
ten guineas over the wall-gate ; I wouldn't ask him whether he waa 
a tory or a true American ; for, you see, a guinea's a guinea, and 
clean stuff, no matter what pocket it comes from. But then, aqaina, 
as to opening the gate for such a small matter— ^e, he, he ! why, I'm 
too honest for that. I'm a poor man, but, as I said— he, he, he I I 
scOTn being a fool; and so— he, he, he! as you and me is friends, 

ffidavy, why, if the man was to chuck about fifty more to the back 
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of 'em, wiry— -he, he, he ! I donl know what might become of my 
pnflonen. 

''Fifty gaineafl!" cried AiBdavj grinning in return, but with a 
0ort of scorn ; "that's patting jonr honesty at a higher price than 
yoar son!, for which, botheration ! I would not give mdf the money.** 

^ He, he !** said Lingo, slapping his boon companion on tiie knee, 
and nodding and winking in a manner meant to be exceedingly 
significant; **bnt come now, whatll they give? for I'll stand to 
reason." 

** Give ! who give ?" said Affidavy, affiscthig sorprise. ** Oh ! the 
tories you mean. Tnsh ! how do I know ? Perhaps you might get 
twelve <x thirteen guineas out of them ; and that s a good round 
smn." 

" He, he, he ! " said lingo ; •* but what do yon get yourself?" 

**!?*' said Affidavy, again alarmed. His trepidation was, however, 
dnven to flight by another fit of laughter, in -^ich Lingo's honest 
CDuntenance indicated the most expressive innocence of all suspicion. 

•*Ods bobsP* said he, "I wouldn't sell a prisoner under fifty 
pounds ; and if they'd talk to me about that— he, he, he I" and here 
he could scarce proceed for laughing. " No, no ! if you'll strike a 
bargain for me ibr fifty pounds in ^d money, why then, he, he ! 
they may take my prisoners and hang them if they wilL But it's all 
one ; there's no such luck for poor Bob Lingo : honestj won't fetch 
anything worth having now-a-days. Fifty guineas I a small sum ; 
why one could get more for letting a tory in jail ; but— he, he, he I 
it's all one to Bob Lingo. I'm 'mazing sleepy, squire I But I know 
what '11 keep me awake— he, he I I've got a barrel of wonderful fine 
cherry-bounce, and — ^he, he ! I'll go fetch a pitcher of it, and we'll 
make a night of it, I warrant me." 

With these words he left the apartment. 

'^Bravissimol'' said the attorney, w soon as he had departed; 
''-in cheat the unconscionable rascal out of every penny. He's as 
drunk as a pig already." 

He stole to the door, peeped out, and then,'' satisfied that Lingo 
was beyond obs^ration, proceeded to pour into a glass, from a little 
yiA he drew from his pocket, a goodly dose of laudaimm, to which 
he forthwith added sugar and brandy, muttering to himself all the 
while — " Here 's a dose for the dog, will make him sleep like a wood- 
chuck at Christmas ! but 't won't hurt him. Botheration ! I'm sleepy 
myself, the Lord knows. But two thousand guineas I Two thousand 
devils ! I'm a made man, even if the young ass repents his bargain 
and makes me 'bate one half ! Give him fifty guineas ! pearls before 
swine \ He'll sleep like a top ; and as for Hanschen, why he's fast 

already Devils ! what 's that ? Oh, the drunken fool has stumbled 

over a chair and smashed the pitcher ! Could hear the clink and 
clatter together. Am somewhat drunk myself; but a little does me 
good." 

Having completed the soporific potion so kindly designed for 
Lingo, and not without producing some clattering of the glasses, for 
he was far from being sober, he sat down and prepared a second glass 
as much like the first as possible, except that he took good care not 
to qualify it from the vial which he restored to his pocket. He then 
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jailer awaj so long. ** The town it aJread j faM. 

** and mr three j^j tones will be ■liinlii^^ m, H 

tb/>u8aad katjdidt. Foor lln. Afidavj, faov d 

ac(Ad in tbe momiog ! Odd rabbit bcr ! Ae baa a 

a judge OQ the bench ; aad, botbentaoB ! it wiU be a hmckj day fcr 

me when I'm well quit of b^.' 

While he rejoiced over his 
the apartment, bearing a hoge pitcher, fron wfaicb be eaotmed at 
every sup to diacharge, ao w^e and nnoertain wea bia put, no Bflui 
quantit/ of its purpU contents ; indeed, if appemncea were to be 
trusted, he was already so far gone in inta¥icatifln tbact k aeedcd lat 
one glass more to stretch him on the fk>or ; and AfidaTj hailed his 
Infirmity as the herald of saccesiL 

'*()ds bobsl'' said the jailer, staggering up to the table, aad 
depositing his bnrthen with so little dexterity, that half its rontmls 
went splashing over his firiend : ** here's staff for yon 1 But a jail's 
a bad place to keep liquor. Ods bobs ! I broke my shin over a fetter- 
bolt ; and, ods bobs ! I broke my blue pitcher; but, ods bobi^ who 
cares for expense ?" 

** Botheration/' said Affidavy ; ** here IVe mixed yon a biandy 
cock-tail, and you've spilled the bounce into it. However, 1 wairaot 
It's all the better." 

*' Ay, I warrant me, old Teffi** said lingo, giinng him aa aflee- 
tionate hug round the neck; ^'and we '11 drink it, mj boj, like a 
lord and a true-hearted American. But, ods bobe ; my boy, gi' me a 
chair ', for, d'ye see, I sprained my leg, and it's weak under me." 

''Oh, ayl^ said Affidavy, dragging the jailer'i chair roond to 
his own end of the table. ** But stop mere, you fool, you've got my 
glass!" 

** IIic—<rup— where 's the difference ? he, he I " said lingo, yidding, 
however, the glass he had taken and receiving that which Afidavy 
had so craftily prepared. ** Here *8 to you, old Teff Affidary ! " 

" Here's toyou,^' laid the lawyer ; and both raised the glasses to 
their lips, llie attorney watched Ms victim with the eye§ of a 
mouflcr intent upon her prey. He saw him swallow one mouthful, 
and then a second, and then — the jailer withdrew the yessel from his 
lips. 

" Botheration 1 '* murmured Affidavy to himself, '* does the TiUain 
taste it?" 

IIo was soon relieved from his fear. Lingo laid the glass on the 
table and, turning to Affidavy, burst into a fit of maudlin weeping, 
betraying, at the same time, a strong disposition to repeat the fraternal 
embrace. 

As Affidavy felt no inclination to balk this friendly intention, he 
laid down his own glass and was instantly taken round the neck by 
the jailer, who exclaimed, in the most pathetic manner in the world 
— ** Ods bobs, old TefTI I don't know what will become of me !" 

" Why, what's the matter?" said Affidavy, 

" Wliy, ods bobs ! " blubbered the other, " one day, when I was a 

,4 J*'*?' ^ ^^'^^od my father J and there's no good can come of it." 
Tunh, you ttssi" sold the attorney, "you might have trounced 
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jonr mother too^ if yoa had been so minded. Bat» botheration on 
70a ! let me go, and drink your cock-taiL" 

" Well, I will," said lingo : '* but it's a murdering piece of busi- 
ness to whip one's father; and I've a notion to give myself up, and 
let 'em hang me : but I can't hang without counsel, and I can't 
spare money to pay a fee. Now, old Teff, my boy, you're my friend, 
and if you'll make a speech for me for nothing — ^I always stuck up 
for your being the 'cutest lawyer in the county, and 1 11 lick any 
body that says * No ' to it. Now, if yon '11 make me a speech, I 
reckon I may get off for nothing'with a clear 'quittal." 

** Drink, you fool ! " said AfEidavy ; *' I'll take the case and charge 
you nothing." 

**He, he!" said lingo, snatching up his glass; "well go 'em, 
then, slick as a snake in a new skm. Here s to yon, TefF, my old 
boy! and the devil eat his liver that don't drink smash down to the 
bottom I Hie— cup — ^here 's to you I " 

He swallowed his potation, and the attorney, without a moment'! 
hesitation, drained his own at a sinele draught ; but scarce had he 
withdrawn the glass from his*lips before he started, exclaiming — 
'* God bless our two souls ! what was in the glass ? Ah, lingo, you 
fool, 'twas that cursed bounce you spilled in it! Vile trash, yon 
dog, vile trash 1" 

**Whatt my bounce?" cried Lingo, indignantly; ''as good 
bounce as was ever brewed, and, ods bobs ! a good deal better. But 
now, vou jolly old Teff, let's sing a song. Don't sit there staring at 
me like a starved cat, but sing, you old rascal ! Let's sing ' Vain 
Britons.'" 

**The oddest taste in the world," said Affidavy, in obvious be- 
wilderment : ** sure there must have been some mistake ! " And, in 
effect, there was; for at the very moment when the jailer was 
embracing his friend, and beseeching the favour of his counsel, he 
slid one hand behind him to the table, and there kept it until he had 
effected a mutual interchange of places between the two glasses, the 
consequence of which was, that when the fondling fit was over and 
the vessels resumed, he himself got possession of the innocent draught, 
while AiSdavy caught up and swallowed that designed for his com- 
panion. Had Lingo been in any condition but that in which he 
appeared, the attorney would have perceived the trick in a moment ^ 
but a look at the innocent jailer's visage was sufficient to banish all 
suspicion of foul play ; and in consequence, he could only stare about 
him in wonder and perplexity, nodding his head up and down in a 
manner the most ludicrous m the world, while Lingo testified his 
indifference and patriotism together, by launching out in a quavering, 
drunken voice, upon a camp-song, said to be then highly popular 
among the continental soldiers. 

" Yaln Britons I boast no longer, with insolence and glee, 
By land your conquering legions, your matchless strength by sea; 
For lo I at length Americans their swords have girded on. 
And sung the loud huzza I huzza I for war and VTashlngton I 

Sent forth by North for vengeance, your gallant champions came 
With tea, with treason, and with George, their lips were all on flame; 
Yet, sacrilegious though it seem, we rebels still lire on, 
ADd laugh to scorn your empty threats, and so does Washington. 
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down on either side of it — **^ Kow, mind ye, men ; I hold to the lock, 
and here's my cne. If any enters, why I claps the gate to behind 
^ them, and then onts with &ie key ; and then yon 're to jnmp np and 
oa 'em, taking 'em aliye, if yon can. Bat mind ye, you're not to stir, 
y till you hear me give the signal to fall on; and tile signal is— 
,1 ^Toa're welcome, gentlemen.' Don't fbrget it. Now, 'taint suxe 
- ; tJigrll come ; but if they do, ods bobs, we're got 'em." 

Having thus received their instructions, the whole party squatted 

I dowm on the ground, and awaited the issue of their adventure in 

* silence. The viUkge jail was a small, though strong building of 

'; Stone, and the yard, therefore, on the rear, in which the prisoners 

were sometimes allowed to air themselves, was of no great extent. 

It was surrounded, however,- by a high and strong waD, the gate 

to which was of heavy double planking, strengthened with bars of 

iron ; and the lock was of weight sufficient to make any prisoner 

despair of forcing it. 

u was perhaps midnight, when these silent guards — seven in 
number, including the jailer and his assistant — took their places. 
The night was perfectly dear, and so far unfavourable to the as* 
sailants, if assailants they really were, of which, it must be confessed, 
honest Lingo could not affect to be certain, his ^ole information 
amounting to no more than the few ambiguous phrases he had caught 
fh>m Affidavy. But then this fellow, under a stupid countenance, 
concealed an astonishing Amd of quickness and canning, of which 
the attorney little dreamed ; and long before Affidavy had opened 
his lips on the subject, Lingo had seen and noted enon^ to give edge 
to the native suspiciousness of his character. The appearance of 
Affidavy himself, claiming to be one of the prisoner's counsel, in- 
stantly set his wits to work ; he marvelled who had retained him, 
since he knew he had not yet seen the prisoner. Then the appearance 
of the guinea, a raro coin in such hands, and devoted with such 
magnificent nonckalanee to the purpose of doing honour to him, was 
not without its virtue in stirring his conjectures, especially when it 
came to be added to the invitation Affidavy so coolly gave himself to 
repeat his visit, and spend the night in the jaiL He ascertained, 
without trouble, that the attorney, soon after leaving the prisoner, 
had ridden into the country, where he remained all day, without once 
seeking a conference with either of the prisoner's original counsellors; 
and one or two other little circumstances he discovered, which pre- 
pared him to understand, and make the most of what Affidavy after- 
wards divulged in the form of supposition. 

All his discoveries, however, went no further than to induce a 
belief that some design for rescuing the young Gilbert was on foot ; 
but where, and in what manner, the enterprise was to be attempted, 
rc^'' he was left to infer as he could. He did not doubt, indeed, that the 
i:>^^ attempt was expected to be made with his connivance, and that 
\l Affi^davy had been bought to bribe him into compliance ; though the 
covetousness of this unworthy and degraded limb of the law had led 
him upon a device fbr dispensing with the jailer's services, and so 
olapping the additional reward into his own. pocket. This circum- 
; stance convinced him the force of the conspirators could not be very 
great ; and besides, he had good reason to suppose that not more than 
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mmdMfto niai eainaiam, itlU blind to BaglMid^ good. 
Your kiWTW, for tbirty plooit, botnqrad jfoot eooatry*! blood : 
Uke iBfo|>'f our, you'll only gitim a ibadow for a booe, 
Tot And Qg dugeroaa iluidM» Indeed, in«plnd by WaiUogton." 



The third itaim of thif patriokic roancfeU^ (tiicn an % 4ozcn 
■fcMjgtti ahogetber), wa» nag by Lingo with eraeeMl wiijihaiiii fta- 
ticularly the second and third line, aad sight hava oooveyed te the 
attorney some inkling of the tme statte of tw questSna batweea theai* 
had not hie aenset l^n already ov^pi>owered. The stven|^ ef the 
draught, aided not a little by the Tigilance of the preceding nighK» 
wae too mndi for AiSdavy's bnln ; and before the stanza was am' 
daded, he slipped from his chair to the floor, and there lay like a dog. 

The jailer conclnded tbe song ; then springing up, he bmat into a 
kearty laneh, exdaisiing — ** Ods bobs, I've oatlawyered th» lawyer; 
and there he is, as ftst as a poker. Now, you old fool," ha added, 
without a vestige of intoxication remaining (and indeed his dmakea« 
ness had been all assnmed), **if there was too much staff in the 
mixing, why, e'en take the conaeqnenee, for it waa all of yoar own 
brewing." 

Then stooping downy he examined AiBdavy's poekets. Tha first 
tking he laid hands on was the vial of landannm, which he smelt st 
with great glee ; he then filched out a leathern purse containing, ao 
omrdiaff to his own reML inventory, ^* sixteen goineaa in gok^ two 
&)anish dollars, a Trench crown-piece, and an English shilling — Oho^ 
old Teff I" Hie next thing discovered was the pocket-waUat^ fitna 
which he drew to light the note of hand which the cormorant had 
caused the prisoner to sign in the morning. All these difi^mnt 
Items he deposited under lock and key in a closet, from which he 
also drew a pair of horse pistols, and an old horseman's sword, aQ of 
^ich he proceeded to buckle round his body. 

While thus engaged, some one softly approaching tapped at 
the door, and, being bidden to enter, disclosed the features of his 
asMstant Hanschen. ** Done him up/' said Lingo, poiatmg to the 
prostrate figure : and then demanded— ^ All ready 7^*^ 

•*Taw." 

** How many ?*• 

"Tv, dtare's Stnmhansen, Schnapps^ and tree odera, mit gans 
and mstols." 

** Uds bobs r then well nab 'em ; for tiiey can't master half so 
many. Have you chained the prisoner ? " 

''Yaw; and he turned pale and fainted aftiy. Then I put polts on 
Tancey Perkins i and now I fill go and fix t'oder, Shterling.^ 

'^ Never mind him, he's safe. Now, Hans, you most fight like a 
boll-dog, if there's any fighting at all. But not a word abcmt the 
lawyer here. Here's a pistol : take a swig at the bounce, and well 
carry it down to the bc^s to warm their hearts a Uttle» If we catch 
that Oran, ods bobs I I don't know what the reward is, but it will be 
the making of us." 

^ "Yaw," said Hans; and, picking up the pitcher, he followed the 

jailer into the yard. Here they found five stout men, with whom the 

J^i^^f^nvei-sed in whispers, and then, afi;er all had drunk of the 

he led them towards the gate, saying, as he bade them lie 
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down on either side of it — ** Now, mind ye, men ; I hold to the lock, 
and here's my cue. If any enters, why I claps the gate to behind 
them, and then onts with the key ; and then you're to jnmp up and 
on 'em, taking 'em aHye, if yon can. Bat mind ye, you're not to stir, 
till you hear me give the signal to fall on ; and the signal is— 
'You're welcome, eentlemen/ Don't forget it. Now, 'taint surer 
they'll come ; but if they do, ods bobs, we're got 'em." 

Having thus received their instructions, the whole party squatted 
dowB on the ground, and awaited the issue of their adventure in 
silence. The viUkge jail was a small, though strong building of 
stone, and the yard, therefore, on the rear, in which tile prisoners 
were s(»netimes allowed to air themselves, was of no great extent. 
It was surrounded, however, "by a high and strong wall, the gate 
to which was of heavy double planking, strengthened with bars of 
iron ; and the lock was of weight sufficient to make any prisoner 
despair of forcing it. 

B was perhaps midnight, when these silent guards— seven in 
number, including the jailer and his assistant — took their places. 
The night was perfectly clear, and so far unfavourable to the as* 
sailants, if assailants they really were, of which, it must be confessed, 
honest Lingo could not affect to be certain, his whole information 
amounting to no more than the few ambiguous phrases he had caught 
fbom AfSdavy. But then this fellow, under a stupid countenance, 
concealed an astonishing fhnd of quickness and cunning, of which 
the attorney little dreamed ; and long before Affidavy had opened 
his lips on the subject, Lingo had seen and noted enough to give edge 
to the native suspiciousness of his character. The appearance of 
Affidavy himself, claiming to be one of the prisoner's counsel, in- 
stantly set his wits to work ; he marvelled who had retained him, 
since he knew he had not yet seen the prisoner. Then the appearance 
of the guinea, a rare coin in such hands, and devoted with such 
magnificent nonchalance to the purpose of doing honour to him, was 
not without its virtue in stirring his conjectures, especially when it 
came to be added to the invitation Affidavy so coolly gave himself to 
'repeat his visit, and spend the night in the jaiL He ascertained, 
without trouble, that the attorney, soon after leaving the prisoner, 
had ridden into the country, where he remained all day, without once 
seeking a conference with either of the prisoner's original counsellors; 
and one or two other little circumstances he discovered, which pre- 
pared him to understand, and make the most of what Affidavy after- 
wards divulged in the form of supposition. 

All his discoveries, however, went no further than to induce a 
belief that some design for rescuing the young Gilbert was on foot ; 
but where, and in what manner, the enterprise was to be attempted, 
he was left to infer as he could. He did not doubt, indeed, that the 
attempt was expected to be made with his connivance, and that 
Affidavy had been bought to bribe him into compliance ; though the 
covetousness of this unworthy and degraded limb of the law had led 
him upon a device for dispensing with the jailer's services, and so 
clapping the additional reward into his own . pocket. This circum- 
stance convinced him die force of the conspirators could not be very 
great ; and besides, he had good reason to suppose that not more than 



S18 



Ukm MM^m€n, ymH oalj'gBte a dkaAtmfar a 

^Tc^ floft flB vflDflUQQft IDttSBSft OhHCIm BMBDnHl DOT 



The third ilniMi of thif patriotic nmndelsf (jibmt mn * dosn 
flHBfli altogetlierX wm fwi^ hr Lingo with wpttwl cmphMiiy ftm- 
tienhnff the neond and drird Iiiie, aid an^ £■;«• oonvcjad to tba 
mtomej some inkliiig of die true rtaCe of tte qoestfaii batween theai^ 
had not hja iOKa Men ahread/ ovorpowcnd. The atnop^th of the 
dzaugfat, aided not a fittk hj the Tiphmre of the piccediog mf^ 
wee too nmdi for AMdsrj'B hnan ; and before the stanza wae con* 
dadedy he slipped ham his chair to the floor, and there Iaj like a dog. 

The jailer condaded the song ; tlien q>ringing np, he bant into a 
heartf uoeh, esdainihig— " Ods bobe, I've o&thnrjered the fanryer ; 
and there he fB, ao foat as a pc^er, "SUm, joa dd foo]," ha added, 
widiont a yestige of intoxication remaining (and indeed hia dnnften- 
aesi had been all assnmed), **if there was too mneh stuff in the 
nixing, whj, e'en tahe the coneegaenee, for it was all of jonr ova 
brewing." 

Then stooping down, he eramtned Affidavy's poebeti. Thm fiat 
tidng he hucl haads on was the vial of landananiy niueh he amelt at 
with great glee ; he then fllched ont a leathern pnTse containing, ae- 
oordine to his own ferbal inrentory, ^^sixteen gvineaa in gold, two 
Spanish dollars, a IVench crown-piece, and an Ea^^iish slnDing — Oho^ 
Old Teff I" Hie next thing diseorered was the pockel>wallet, frooi 
which he drew to light the note of hand which the cormoiBnt had 
caused the prisoner to sien in the morning. All these diflerent 
Items be deposited under lock and key in a cIoaet» ihnn which be 
also drew a pair of horse pistols, and an old horseman's swoid, all of 
which he proceeded to buckle round his body. 

While thns engaged, some one softly approaching tapped at 
the door, and, being bidden to enter, disclowd the featmnss of hia 
assistant Hanschen. ** Done hun up/' said lingo, pointing to the 
prostrate figure ; and then demaaded^-^ All ready 7^ 

^•Taw.'' 

••How many?* 

"Vy, dtare's Sturmhanseuy Schnapps, and tree oders, mit gana 
and pistols." 

""Ods bobs r then well nab 'em ; for they can't master half so 
many. Have you chained the prisoner ? " 

''xaw; and he turned pale and fainted aAiy. Then I put polta on 
Tanc<^ Perkins ; and now I All go and fix t'oder, Shterhng.^ 

'* I9ever mind him, he's safe. Now, Haas, you must figlit like s 
boll-dog, if there's any fighting at all. But not a word abost the 
lawyer here. Here's a pistol : take a swig at the bounce, and well 
carry it down to the boys to warm their hearts a Uttle. lif we catch 
that Oran, ods bobs I I don't know what the reward is^ but it will be 
the making of us." 

"Yaw," said Hans; and, picking up the pitcher, he followed the 
jailer into the yard* Uere tney found five stout men, with whom the 
Jailer conversed in whispers, and then» after all bad drunk of the 
pitcher, he led them towards the gate, saymg, as he bade them lie 
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down on either side of it — ^"Now, mind ye, men ; I hold to the lock, 
and here's my cue. If anj enters, why I clAps the gate to hehhid 
tbem, and then onts with the key ; and then yon 're to jump np and 
on 'em, taking 'em alire, if yon can. Bnt mind ye, you're not to stir, 
till yon hear me give the signal to fall on; and die signal is — 
*^Toa*re welcome, gentlemen.' Don't forget it Sow, 'taint suie 
th^ll come ; but if they do, ods bobs, we've got 'em." 

Having thus received their instructions, the whole party squatted 
down on the ground, and awaited the issue of their adventure in 
silence. The viUkge jail was a small, though strong building of 
stone, and the yard, tilierefore, on the rear, in which the prisonen 
were sometimes allowed to air themselves, was of no great extent. 
It was surrounded, however,* by a high and strong waD, the gate 
to which was of heavy double planking, strengthened with bars of 
iron ; and the lock was of weight sufficient to make any prisoner 
despair of forcing it. 

B was perhaps midnight, when these silent guards — seven in 
number, including the jaUer and his assistant — took their places. 
Hie night was perfectly clear, and so far unfavourable to the as* 
sailants, if assailants they really were, of which, it must be confessed, 
honest Lingo could not affect to be certain, his whole information 
amounting to no more than the few ambiguous phrases he had caught 
from Affidavy. But then this fellow, under a stupid countenance, 
concealed an astonishing fund of quickness and canning, of which 
the attorney little dreamed ; and long before Affidavy had opened 
his lips on the subject, Lingo had seen and noted enou^ to give edge 
to the native suspiciousness of his character. The appearance of 
Affidavy himself, claiming to be one of the prisoner's counsel, in- 
stantly set his wits to wwk ; he marvelled who had retained him, 
since he knew he had not yet seen the prisoner. Then the appearance 
of the guinea, a rare coin in such hands, and devoted with such 
magnificent nonckalanee to the purpose of doing honour to him, was 
not without its virtue in stirring his conjectures, especially when it 
came to be added to the invitation Affidavy so coolly gave himself to 
'repeat his visit, and spend the night in the jaiL He ascertained, 
without trouble, that the attorney, soon after leaving the prisoner, 
had ridden into the country, where he remained all day, without once 
seeking a conference with either of the prisoner's original counsellors; 
and one or two other little circumstances he discovered, which pre- 
pared him to understand, and make the most of what Affidavy after- 
wards divulged in the form of supposition. 

All his discoveries, however, went no further than to induce a 
belief that some design for rescuing the young Gilbert was on foot ; 
but where, and in what manner, the enterprise was to be attempted, 
he was left to infer as he could. He did not doubt, indeed, that the 
attempt was expected to be made with his connivance, and that 
Affidavy had been bought to bribe him into compliance ; though the 
covetousness of this unworthy and degraded limb of the law had led 
him upon a device for dispensing with the jailer's services, and so 
olapping the additional reward into his own . pocket. This circum- 
stance convinced him the force of the conspirators could not be very 
great ; and besides, he had good reason to suppose that not more than 
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The third ttenaa of tfaia patriotic roanMtf (Hmtb are % dozen 
flHBfli altogether), was fug by lingo with e^Noai WfiphawB, |Mtt- 
ttcularly the second and lifaird line, and nyj^ have conveyed to the 
attorney- some inkling of the tme state of t& qaest&Bn between them, 
had not his senses htsa already ov^^rpowered. The sdrength oi the 
draught, aided not a little by the vi^lance of the preceding nig|it^ 
was too nradi for Affidavy's brain ; and before the stanza was am- 
daded, he slipped from his chair to the floor, and there lay like a dog. 

The jailer conclnded die song ; then spiinging up, he bnrst into a 
kearty lai^h, exdaiming — ** Ods bobs, I've outlawyered the lawyer; 
and there he is, as £ut as a poker. !Now, you old fool,** he added, 
without a vestige of intoxication remaining (and indeed ins drmiken^ 
ness had been all assmned), '*if there was too much stuff in the 
mixing, why, e'en take tiie conaeqaenee, for it was all of yonr owa 
brewing," 

Then stooping down^ he examined Affidavy's pockets. The first 
tidng he laid himdB on was the vial of laudanum, which he smelt at 
with great glee ; he then filched out a leathern purse containing, ac» 
cording to his- own verbal inventory, ^ sixteen goineaa in gold, two 
Spanish dollars, a SV^ich crown-piece, and an Englidi shilling — Obo, 
Old Teff I" The next thing discovered was the pocket->waliet, firom 
which he drew to light the note of hand which the cormorant had 
caused the prisoner to sign in the morning. All these dififeient 
items he deposited under lock and key in a closet, from which he 
also drew a pahr of horse pistols, and an old horseman's sword, aO of 
which he proceeded to bnc^e round his body. 

While thus engaged, some one softly approadiing tapped at 
the door, and, being bidden to enter, disclosed the features of his 
assistant Hanschen. " Done him up," said lingo, pointing to the 
prostrate figure : and then demanded — ** All ready ?'** 

•*Taw." 

** How many?" 

"Yy, dtare's Stnmhansen, Schnapps, and tree oders, mit gnna 
and pistols." 

** Ods bobs r then well nab 'em ; for Ihey can't muster half so 
many. Have you chained the prisoner ? " 

**Yaw; and he turned pale and fainted aftiy. Then I put polts on 
Tancey Perkins ; and now I fill go and fix t'oder, Shterling." 

** Never mind him, he's safe. Now, Hans, you must fight like a 
bull-dog, if there's any fighting at all. But not a word abont the 
lawyer here. Here's a pistol : take a swig at the bounce, and we 11 
carry it down to the boys to warm their hearts a little* lif we catch 
that Oran, ods bobs ! I don't know what the reward is, but it will l>e 
the making of us." 

"Yaw," said Hans; and, picking up the pitcher, he followed the 
jailer into the yard- Here they found five stout men, with whom the 
jailer conversed in whi^ers, and then, after all had drunk of the 
pitcher, he led them towards the gate, saying, aa he bade them lie 
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down on either side of it — ^**Now, mind ye, men ; I hold to the lock, 
and here's my one. If anj enters, why I clAps the gate to behind 
them, and then onts with the key ; and then you're to jump np and 
on 'em, taking 'em alire, if yon can. Bat mind ye, yon 're not to stir, 
till yon hear me give the signal to fall on; and die signal is— 
*^ Ton "re welcome, gentlemen? Don't forget it Kow, 'taint sure 
lii^'ll come ; but if they do, ods bobs, we've got 'em." 

fiaving thus received their instructions, the whole party squatted 
down on the ground, and awaited the issue of tiiieir adventure in 
silence. The villkge jail was a small, though strong building of 
stone, and the yard, therefore, on the rear, in which the prisoners 
were sometimes allowed to air themselves, was of no great extent. 
It was surrounded, however,*by a high and strong inSL, the gate 
to which was of heavy douUe planking, strengthened with bars of 
iron ; and the lock was of weight sufficient to make any prisoner 
despair of forcing it. 

It was perhaps midnight, when these silent guards — seven in 
number, including the ja^er and his assistant — took their places. 
The night was perfectly clear, snd so far unfavourable to the as- 
sailants, if assailants they really were, of which, it must be confessed, 
honest Lingo could not affect to be certain, his 'vHiole information 
amounting to no more than the few ambiguous phrases he had caught 
ftom Affidavy. But then this fellow, under a stupid countenance, 
concealed an astonishing fund of quickness and cunning, of which 
the attorney little dreamed ; and long before Affidavy had opened 
his lips on the subject, Lingo had seen and noted enou^ to give edge 
to the native suspiciousness of his character. The appearance of 
Affidavy himself, claiming' to be one of the prisoner's counsel, in- 
stantly set his wits to work ; he marvelled who had retained him, 
since he knew he had not yet seen the prisoner. Then the appearance 
of the guinea, a rare coin in such hands, and devoted with such 
magnificent ntmchalance to the purpose of doing honour to him, was 
not without its virtue in stirring his conjectures, especially when it 
came to be added to the invitation Affidavy so coolly gave himself to 
'repeat his visit, and spend the night in the jaiL He ascertained, 
without trouble, that the attorney, soon after leaving the prisoner, 
had ridden into the conntry, where he remained all day, without once 
seeking a conference with either of the prisoner's original counsellors; 
and one or two other little circumstances he discovered, which pre- 
pared him to understand, and make the most of what Affidavy after- 
wards divulged in the form of supposition. 

All his discoveries, however, went no further than to induce a 
belief that some design for rescuing the young Gilbert was on toot ; 
but where, and in what manner, the enterprise was to be attempted, 
he was left to infer as he could. He did not doubt, indeed, that the 
attempt was expected to be made with his connivance, and that 
Affidavy had been bought to bribe him into compliance ; though the 
covetousness of this unw^orthy and degraded limb of the law had led 
him upon a device tor dispensing with the jailer's services, and so 
clapping the additional reward into his own . pocket. This circum- 
stance convinced him the force of the conspirators could not be very 
great ; and besides, he had good reason to suppose that not more than 
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two or three could succeed, whatever might be their boldness, in 
making their way to the village, while the band was so closely beset 
at a distance. ** At all events,** he muttered to himself, as be sat by 
the gate, listening for the sound of footsteps, *' if there should come 
even a dozen of them, and there's not so many left in the gang, I can 
let in just as many as will serve my turn, and then slap the door to 
on the rest. Hist I it sounded like the tramp of a horse ; yet 'twas 
only the splash of the river over the stones. Well now, if they 
shouldn't come, here's so much trouble for nothing, and the Lord 
knows how much cherry-bounce. Silence, there, you Hanscheo, 
you're asleep. Ods bobs, men, don't scratch your heads so hard." 

He kept watch for perhaps the space of an hour, without hearing 
the stir of man or beast, or indeed any other sound besides the rush 
of the river, which rolls down a pebbly declivity hard by, and the 
chirping of numerous field-crickets on the trees of neighbouring 
gardens ; when suddenly one of these insects, tired, as it seemed, ^ 
Its dewy perch, which it had exchanged for the dry planks of the gate, 
or perhaps just waked up in the key-hole, began its nocturnal cry, 
with a zeal and energy that instantly captivated the jailer's attention. 
It now struck his recollection, that the attorney had, in some way or 
other, drawn these minstrels of the night into his suppositions ; and 
he began to fancy the sound might be a signal made by the tones, 
though he could not imagine how the oreans of a human being could 
be ever taught to imitate a cry so peculiar ; he felt his own inability 
to answer it in the same tone ; and not knowing how otherwise to 
bring the affair to a point, he replied by a goodly whistle, which his 
com[)anions supposed to be the signal of the enemy, and therefore 
prepared to start up at a moment's warning. The whistle was in- 
stantly followed by a slight tap on the gate, and Lingo, waving his 
hand to his backers to be silent, boldly turned the key ; then slipping 
the bolt aside, he saw three human figures on the outside, r^y to 
enter. ** Two to one/' he muttered to himself, opening the gate wide 
enough to admit one to pass at a time. One actually entered, and 
was moving aside, without speaking, to make way for the oiben, 
when Lingo's scheme was defeated by a sudden rattling of chains at 
the window of Hyland's cell, and by a voice crying out — ** Beware ! 
beware! you are betrayed!" — **Up, and on 'em!*' cried Lingo. 
*' Gentlemen, you are welcome I" and as he spoke, he made a grasp 
at the first comer, which was answered so effectually, that he instantly 
found himself sprawling on his back, with such a blaze of lights 
dancing in his eyes, that he thought his whole brain had been con- 
verted into a ball of fire. The next instant, there was a loud cry of 
voices, and a roar of pistols, which, reverberating from wall to waU, 
filled the narrow yard with the most dreadftd din ; and Lingo started 
up just in time to behuld a tall figure darting through the gate into 
the open air — ** Fire and furies ! " he cried, rushing after the fugitive t 
**I'il pay you for that touch of the tomahawk, you bloody tory !** 
and the next moment, coming up with his chase, he struck him a 
blow with his heavy sword that brought him to the ground. Then 
Tw»««/.i«n. nDon him, and assisted by another who ran to his assistance, 
all were taken," he dragged the prisoner into the yard 
e gate—** Lights, Hanschen ! " he cried. 
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"Taw," said Hanschen! "but fat's the use? Here's one teadt, 
and another tying; and here's Sturmhausen has his headt proke; 
and here's me mit my finkers chopped off by the tamt schelm rogues. 
But I have kilt vone, mine Gott be tharik'd ; and I fill hang the 
t'oders!" 

Before Hanschen had wholly delivered himself of his private ills 
and triumphs, a loud huzza was set up by the others, upon hearing 
tht^t all the three assailants were secured. Lights were instantly 
brought into the yard, and, sure enough, there lay three men on the 
ground, one of whom was stone dead, his head blown to atoms by 
Hanschen's pistol, a second writhing, to all appearance, in the agonies 
of death, and a third — but what were the surprise and mortification 
of the jailer, when in this third, the man he had cut down with his 
own hands, he beheld the visage of his prisoner. Sterling. 

Upon this discovery being made, all was again confusion; the 
gate was a second time thrown open, but only that they might behold 
the whole village in commotion, the alarm having been given by the 
previous tumult. It was plain that the third individual, and h^ per- 
haps the most important of all, had made his escape. To add to the 
confusion of the scene, the wounded tory, upon hearing some of those 
who raised him pronounce the name of Sterling, suddenly snatched a 
pistol from one, and discharged it at this unlucky personage, with a 
bitter oath. It was struck from his hands, however, so that it did no 
hurt to anv one. 

The jailer, now in fear lest tlie other prisoners might have broken 
from their cells, ran to those occupied respectively by Hyland Gilbert 
and Dancy Parkins, both of whom he found in fetters, the former, in 
truth, secured by a bolt to the floor, so that, although he had some 
freedom of motion, he could not approach the window near enough 
to look out, and must therefore have been led to give the alarm to the 
rescuers by hearing the crash of the bolt in the gate. This was ad- 
ditional evidence of the guilt of Afiidavy ; but, at that moment, the 
jailer did not trouble himself to think of that discomfited personage. 
He stared at the prisoner, heard his beseeching demand — ** Who had 
been taken ? who had been hurt ? " answered it by a profane oath, 
and then ran to Parkins' cell. He then stepped to that occupied by 
Sterling, and found that this individual, seduced perhaps by the 
sounds of wassailing below, had employed his time in removing with 
a knife a hinge from his door, by which means he had made his way 
into the yard, where he took advantage of the commotion so unex- 
pectedly displayed, to make a bold dash for freedom. What had 
seduced this wretch, who was in no immediate peril of death, or even 
trial, and who had freely rendered himself into the hands of justice, 
to attempt his escape. Lingo could not imagine ; and in truth, he did 
not attempt to solve the mystery. He satisfied himself that he had 
given him a severe, perhaps a serious cut, betwixt the neck and 
shoulder, and then had him carried into his cell, not without some 
very hearty curses upon his enterprise, and its effects in robbing him 
of a more valuable prize. These were borne by the adventurer 
without any reply save ghastly looks ; and indeed, Mr. Sterling was a 
greatly altered man, presenting an appearance even more wo-begone 
and wretched than that of Hyland, the victim of his anger. As if to 
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mark the jailer*f indignaUon in the strangest way, tbe woimded 
refugee was deposited in the same cbamber, as well as the body of 
hif comrade. 

Upon examining into the condition of the defenders, it was found 
that Hanschen had received a cut over the hand, which, as was dia- 
oovered afterwards, had been inflicted not hy a foe, but by one of his 
feUow-defenders; and this had deprived him of a linger, and perhm 
at the service of two others. Another man had been hurt by a bullet 
in the leg, and a third had been stunned, like Lingo, by a stroke on 
the head. As for Lingo himself, he discovered, with some surprise, 
that the blow which fMTOStrated him had left a wide and ugly gaah on 
his crown, though not one from which he had cause to nppiebead 
lerious consequences. The only ill effect it produced was, to boot 
his temper to an unconmion degree ; so that after peace was restored 
in his dominions, and his aiders and abettors all discharged for the 
ni^^t, he betook himself to the sleeping Affldavy, and bestowed sone 
three or four such kicks upon his rib:), that it was a wonder he left s 
sound one in his body. But even these failed to rouse the stu|^fied 
attorney ; and at last, calling to Hanschen for assistance, he dragged 
him up into Sterling's cell, where he deposited him on the floor, 
betwixt the dead man and the dying. 

^ Now here are four bites for the devil t^e&er," he said ; **aod if 
they all die before momins, it*s all one to Bob Lingo.*' 

With these words, he descended to look after his wound, which 
was bleeding freely. 



CHAPTEB XXXVL 

Jag'. Ha I 

Pierre, Bpssk; Is't flttlaff? 

J^f, FttttiV? 

P4sm. Y«; la'tflttlns? 

/(flUT* WhAt*s to be done? 

Fiirrt. I'd have thee undertake 

Sometlilng that's noMo, to preserve my memofy 
From the dtogroce that'f ready to attaint lt«— OtiTat. 

The attorney's sleep was long and sound ; and by-and-bye, notwith- 
standing the exciting nature of the midnight events, sleep visited the 
eyes of all others in the prison, even those of the hapless Hylasd. 
The misery of his situation was complete. His hopcH of eacape, con- 
firmed almost to certainty by Aifidav;^ in his last visit, in which the 
whole }ilan was explained to him by this honest gentleman, threw him 
into a frenzy of joy ; and it was with unspeakable agitation that he 
listened to the subdued murmurs below, which told him the first and 
most critical scene of the conspiracy had already b(;gun« How the 
attempt of Affidavy upon the head of the jailer terminated, has been 
already seen; how the scheme mizht have eventuated, had this 
rapacious wretch followed out the plan he had proi>osed to others, 
which was to bribe the jailer into connivance, it is not so easy to say, 
Lingo being perhaps too much of a philosopher, in his way, to refuse 
^ good price for his honesty. But Aflidavy, while he held the bone 
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in his moathi Imngered exceedingly for tiie shadow, or, to ^eak 
jnore strictly, for that smaUer morsel destined for the jawi of his 
friend ; and, in conseqnence, adc^ited the foolish device of the 
''kocassed" cup, in which he encountered so signal a failure. 

While Hyland sat in his cell, devoored by expectation, rae door 
was opened, and the iailer's assistant entered^ bearixw a heavy set of 
fetters, which he foruiwith proceeded to fasten npon his limbs. This 
was the first moment they were ever thns dishononred ; bat the 
nnhappy yonth thought not of the disenoe : he saw at once that the 
sdieme of flight was defeated, and that his hopes had been encouraged 
only to be blasted. The agitation of his spints threw him into a 
swoon ; rousing from which he gave hknself up to deqiair, until h» 
thoughts were diverted into a new channel by an unexpected oomr 
motion below, whidi was, indeed, caused by nothing less than the 
entrance into the prison of the five men whomHanschen had secretly 
sunmoned to his assistance. He heard them pass into the yard, and 
inferred at once that the scheme for his escape was intended to be 
turned against his unsuspecting friends. For this reason he gave the 
alarm the instant he heard the gato swinging on its hinges, and would 
have done so sooner had he be^ able to approach tlie window, so as 
to look out upon the proceedings of the lailer. Let his sufferings be 
imagined, when he heard the sadden din of pistols and voices, fol- 
lowed by execrations and groans, without. Imowing anght of the 
result of the rencoonter, except that it had been fatal to his own 
hopes. Be saw the jailer look into the apartment, his visage stained 
with blood, and then depart without satisfying his painful curiosity ; 
and then followed a long period of silence, equally oppressive and 
distracting. Great as was his distress, however, it contributed in the 
end to stnpify his mind ; and towards morning he fell into an uneasy 
slumber, to add the tortures of the ideal to those of the material 
world. From this he was aroused bv a noise, as it seemed, at his 
window; and starting op, he distinctly heard a voice pronounce his 
name. It was but a whisper, and that fainter than the lowest chirp- 
ing of the insects ; but he reoognised at oaoe the tones of Qraa, and 
scaroe repressing a cry of joy, he rushed towards the window. The 
chain was still upon his body, and its clash, with the rattling of the 
ring by whidi it was attaiJied to the floor, told to Qcan, as weU as to 
his own spirit, how vain was the efibrL The cell which he inhabited 
was in a comer of the building, and the wall of the yard was, 
perhaps, within six or seven feet of the window, which was more 
elevated, and therefore overlooked it. It was possible for a man, 
standing on the top of the wall, and of sufficient strength of body, to 
support himself^ lizard-like, while leaning towards the window, almost 
to reach it with his arms ; and Hyland, who had noted these circum- 
stances before, easily understood the situation of his visitor, which, 
besides being extremely dangerous, was also exposed to observation. 

**I cannot approach, Oran," he cried, in the same whispering 
tones ; " I am chained to the floor." 

*' Hold forth your hand," muttered the refugee, " and cast me the 
end of your neckcloth. You shall have files and aquafortis ; and to* 



morrow night you shall be free. Cast out the neckcloth." 
** I cannot," replied the prisoner, with a voice of despair; *' 
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reach the bars even if I had files to cat them. What shall I do ? 
Oh, brother, brother ! why did you leave me ? Speak, brother, for 
Hearen's sake, speak ! Can you help me ? " 

The refuffee remained silent, apparently struck dumb, either by the 
reproach of his brother, or by the discovery of his inability to help 
himself ; and Hyland, imagining that his silence was owing to some 
■udden alarm, held his own peace, awaiting the event. In a short 
time, however, the refugee spoke again : the whisper was aa low as 
before, but it was broken by some strong tumult of feeling. 

"I cannot help you, Hyland," he said, "unless — ^unles»— Bat 
hold ; I will fling a flle through the bars, and you can saw yoonelf 
free. Throw your bed on the floor under the window, that it may 
make no noise. Are you ready ? ** 

**I am,*' said Hyland; and the next instant he heard the steel 
instrument strike upon the bars of the grating, whence it fell ringing 
among the stones in the yard. A second was cast with better effect, 
and entering the window, fell upon the couch. But as if fate now 
designed to tantalise the unhappy youth into distraction, he no 
sooner sought to obtain it by dragging the bed towards him, than be 
heard it drop off upon the floor, where it remained beyond his reach, 
and must remain until discovered by the jailer. This mishap being 
communicated to Oran, drew from him an exclamation, in which 
Hyland was nmde aware of his hopeless situation. 

** God help you|I** he cried; •* I can do no more.** 

" Tes, Oran, yes I" exclaimed the prisoner, ** you can help me yet 
Throw me a knife—" 

" Hah ! ** said Oran, •* and you will use it on the jailer ? ay f as he 
bears you to the court-house in the morning I Strike him fn the 
throat : I will be by, and, perhaps — Well, well, you will at least die 
like a man, not like a dog. Will you kill him ? " 

" No !*' said the youth : " God pardon me the blood I have shed 
already: I will never more harm a human being — ^no, not even to save 
my wretched body from shame. Tet throw it to me, throw it to me !" 

** And for what ? " muttered Oran, in tones scarce audible. 

** For what ?** replied the prisoner. " Oh God; I do you ask mc, 
brother?" 

** For your own bosom, then ? Ay, can we do no more ? And the 
lawyers, then, can give you no hope, not even for money?" 

^ None, none : I am condemned already. The knife, the knife !** 

"The dream's outt" said Oran, with what seemed a laagh. 
^ When I was a little boy, and the rest were but babes about me, I 
dreamed one night that there were seve;i of us together, though there 
were but four of them bom, and that I killed them ; and so they say 
I have indeed I Well, boy, I have killed you as well as the rest* and 
now I am alone. You shall have the knife — ^yct be not in a hurry; 
something may turn up : Sir Guy may demand a militanr trial : but 
no, I am lying to my own heart — ^you must die, Hyland, you mnst 
die, for even I cannot help you." 

" The knife will help me." 

"Take it 1" said the refugee, with a voice so loud as to show hia 
feelings had got the better of his caution, and, indeed, his accents 
betrayed the most vehement agitation : " take it I " he cried, flinging 
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it against the window with a motion so reckless or perturbed, that it 
did not eyen strike the bars, but coming in contact with the stone 
framework, it rebounded and fell, like the file, to the ground below. 
" Ha, ha I you see, brother, there is no hope for you — ^no, not eyen 
in the knife I" 

*^ Brother," cried Hyland, ** yon can help me yet I" 

'*It is false !** said the other: *'my band is broken, my body 
bleeding, and now, if they would send a boy against me, why a boy 
might take me." 

''Listen, brother — ^it is my dying prayer," said Hyland, "and 
nothing else can be done. Before midnight of the coming day, per- 
haps earlier, I shall be a doomed man — doomed to death — doomed to 
the gallows I Brother, don't let me die on the gallows ! Where is 
Staples ? He can send a bullet through the eye of a leaping buck ; 
I haye seen him kill a night-hawk on the wing. Brother, you will 
be my heir — give him what you will, give him idl, and let him come 
to-morrow night on the square, and when he sees a candle at this 
window, let lum fire at it—let him aim well — at the candle, brother, 
at the candle ! Oh Heaven ! do you not hear me ? " 

^* I hear," said Oran. ** A wild freak that ; but good I ay, boy, 
good I good ! good ! But Staples — ^ha, ha I Choose another : take 
the whole band ; one will be as ready to serve you as another." 

Had not the prisoner been prevented by his own feelings from 
giving note to any thing save the mere words of the refugee, he might 
have detected the traces of some extraordinary emotion in the unusual 
abruptness of his expressions. He even failed to observe the in- 
congruity between Oran's invitation to choose an executioner from 
his whole band, and the late declaration he had made that his band 
was broken up. He repeated the name of Staples, adding, *' Let it 
be Staples, brother, for he is the boldest and truest ; he fears nothing, 
and he misses nothing." 

*' Call him out of the yard, then," said Oran, '* he lies there cold as 
a stone." 

" Ashbum, then — Tom Ashbum I" cried Hyland, after an excla- 
mation of dismay at the intelligence ; *' he is the next boldest, and a 
true shot." 

** Another, another ! They fished him out of the river at the Foul 
Sift, yoked fast to the carcass of his horse." 

" Bettson, then I " 

" He lies with Staples dead in the yard here." 

*' Good God ! is there none left, then, to save me from this horror ? 
Oh, brother, send any one. Is there not one ? ** 

" There is one," said Oran, and his teeth chattered as he spoke — 
*< there is one, and only one ; but he shoots well, too, and is as bold 
as any. Farewell, young brother — the streaks are in the sky; we 
will never see one another more. Reach forth your hand, brother, 
and let me touch it." 

*' Alas, Oran, I am chained to the floor." 

" Ay, I forget ; 'tis all one. Say that you beg God to forgive me, 
and that you forgive me yourself — let me hear you say it." 

" Wherefore, Oran ? Alas, wherefore ? " 

^ For what I have done to you ; for what-^But it is nothing. But 
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laj it thongh; say it, or hope for no firiend in tiie thing 70a 
•peak of." 

** God forgive ron, then, Oran/' muttered the brother, atanoet 
mechanically ; ** I forgive yon myself." 

" It is enoagh," said Onin — ** Farewell." And these were the last 
words Ilyland ever heard him ntter. He descended from the wafl — 
how, the prisoner knew no more than how he had climbed it — ^and 
that so snddenly, that although H^land called to him again, the 
moment the farewell had pasMd his lips, he was aheady b^ond 
hearing. 

Finding that he was alreildy gone, the prisoner fell upon his knees 
and strove to invoke forgiveness of the act he meditated ; fi>r he 
rightly felt that it must be but a form of self-murder. He then 
threw himself on his couch, looked back upon the events that had 
marked his existence in the valley, and wq)t over the misery they 
had entailed upon one whom his love had wrapped in the same 
destruction with himself. 



CHAPTER XXXYU. 

Convict hy muny wltneMei and proofli. 

And by thine own confewiou.— i/oHno Faliiro. 

Wb must pass bv, with a word, the confusion caused throughout 
the whole village by the rencounter in the prison-yard ; the steps that 
were taken in consequence to follow the refugee who had escaped ; 
the proceedings that were had in relation to the bodies (for the 
wounded Staples expired within a few hours after his snrrender) ; 
and, finally, those that paved the way for the trial of the unfortunate 
Hyland. 

The morning broke ; the hour of trial approached ; the village 
was thronged with the idle and the curious ; the court was opened, 
the grand jury empannelled and charged, and in a short time 
returned into the court a formal bill of indictment against Hyland 
Gilbert, with some two or three aliases, for the wil^l murder of 
Henry Falconer. 

The details of the trie) it is not our purpose to narrate. Upon 
being asked " How he would be tried ? ** he answered, with readiness, 
**By God and my country;" and the elder of hts counsel making 
some trivial remark on the latter word, coupled with the hint that his 
domicile was strictly within a foreign territory, he repeated the word 
with great vehemence, insisting *'that he was bom upon the soil on 
which he stood, and whether he lived or died, and whether it owned 
the sway of the royal government, or assimied the state of a fiee 
republic, it was still as much his country as before, since still the land 
of his birth." 

He was directed to resume his seat ; but the readiness with which 

he seemed to abandon all the little hopes remaining to him softened 

^e hearts of his judfj^cs, and brought tears into the eyes of many who 

ne to see, in a Gilbert and refugee, some dread-looking monster, 

beheld only an emaciated youth, evidently nurtured on the lap of 

ticness. Indeed there was no little confusion produced on several 
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oeeasknii, bj the oompiiBion his appearance excited : one instance 
of which hi^peiiedy when Captain Loring, tnmmoned entirel j with- 
oat the knowkdge of Hjland, along with two or three others, for no 
imaginable purpose, but to testify to the mildness of his disposition, 
and the excellence of his previoos character, entered the witness's 
box, and laid eyes on the yonth for the first time since his arrest. 
He no sooner beheld his wretched plight, than forgetting half his own 
wrongs, he began to blabber and stretch out his arms, and declare, 
** after all, adiooks ! he didn't believe his young Hennan had com* 
mitted the murder, for all they said of him/' Then being reproved, 
and something in the rebuke reminding him of his daughter, he burst 
into a rage, reproaching the young man for his deceit and base 
oatrage, from which he was only diverted by a second rebuke, to 
begin to blubber and defend as before. In short it was soon fonnd 
that his testimony was not to be obtained, and as his wits were pretty 
generally tibought to be infirm, he was directed to be remored. This 
was, howeyer, at a later stage of the trial, and after the more 
important witnesses had been examined. These comprehended those 
individuals who were present at the scene of blocnd, the chief of 
whom were Captain Caliver, Lieutenant Brookn, and die adventarer 
Sterling. The evidence of the two fonAer might have been esteemed 
sufficient of itself to convict the prisoner ; and there seemed a degree 
of cruelty in bringing into the court, merely to confirm their tes- 
timony, a man enduring so much bodily suffering as this wretched 
Sterling, It seemed, that he had received some serious injury, when 
hurled so roughly by Oran Gilbert among the rocks ; for it was 
remarked, soon alter the cavalcade was formed that conducted the 
body of young Falconer to Hawk-HoUow, that he became wan and 
troubled, and occasionally a little wandering in his behaviour. He 
had grown worse during the three days he was confined in pison, 
and had caused no little trouble by his groans at night. In addition 
to all this, he had bled freely finom the cut he had received from the 
jailer, while attempting to escape ; that attempt, as he averred on a 
previous occasion, having been made in his sleep, he being occasionally 
afiUcted with the infirmity of somnambulism. When he appeared in 
court, all were struck with his haggard appearance ; the light of 
cunning had departed frY)m his eyes and mouth, being superseded in 
the one by a certain wild, yet torpid and smouldering ray, such as 
might be looked for in the organs of an expiring maniac, while the 
other was distorted with pain, of which it was hard to say whether 
it. existed most in mind or body. Upon being called upon to declare 
what he knew in relation to the prisoner and the deceased, he swore, 
to the snrprise of every one, " that he knew nothing to prove the 
priaooer's guilt, but much that spoke in favour of his innocence." 

£ven Hyland, who had leaned his head down in passive despair, 
was startled at a declaration bo uhexpected ; his counsel became a 
little animated, and Uie deputy attorney-general reminded the 
witness, 'Uhat he was now in a court of justice, speaking to truth 
npoa oath, and not upon the boards of a theatre, delivering the 
tricksey paradoxes of a playwright." 

'* Very true,*' said Sterling, with a ghastly smile ; *' but that day is 
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Upon being aiked what he meant bj the last ezpresaon, he replied, 
" that he allnded to hit original profession of the stage, on which he 
once had his daj, like others." He then proceeded to state, that 
while puTsaing his vocation, some years before, in the isUmd of 
Jamaica, he had aereral times seen the prisoner, then a yonng man 
of eighteen or twenty, the heir of a rich widow, his kinswoman, and 
occupying a highly fayoorable situation in society, and being, as far 
as he knew, of estimable character He next encountered him in tlie 
month of May, at the tavern of Elsie Bell, although he did not 
immediately recognise him. The third time be saw him was at the 
Terrapin Hole, among or near to the refugees, among whom, as he 
caused it to appear, he had himself stumbled by accident; the 
consequence of which was, that he was induced to join the band, to 
protect himself from a peculiar peril in which he was placed. On the 
evening of that day, he accompanied the leader of the band to the 
park of Gilbert's Follv, where the prisoner was found stmgf^ling in 
mortal combat with the deceased. A conflict ensuing, of which he 
could say but little, having spent several hours previously in drinking, 
h0 did himself attack the deceased with a pistol, scarce knowing, in 
his intoxication, what he did ; and would have killed him, had he 
not been restrained by the prisoner, who took the pistol from his 
hand, and assisted the deceased to make his escape. '* And this the 
prisoner did,'' added the witness, with a firm voice,' *' although, at 
that moment, he was bleeding from a pistol-shot, received but a 
moment before from the deceased, with whom he had fought a duel, 
and by whom he had been treated with some unfairness and much 
barbarity." 

He then continued to state, that the design having been com* 
municated to him of carrying off Miss Loring, he himself esteemii^ 
it rather a wild frolic than a serious outrage, had obtained permission 
to co-operate in an assumed character $ and that what confirmed Um 
in the belief that no wrong was meditated to any one, was his over« 
hearing a conversation betwixt the prisoner and Oran Gilbert, in 
which the former insisted that no one should be injured, par« 
ticnlarly naming the deceased, and his father, Colonel Falconer. At 
Ae time the band broke into the house, be, being again overcome by 
wine and in a mischievous mood, knocked down the deceased with a 
fiddle ; and had the prisoner been moved by any malicious impulse, 
he could have easily killed him at that time. As -for the murder 
itself, all that he could say was, that at the moment the pistols were 
discharged he was himself nearer to the prisoner than was any other 
person on the ground; and yet he could neither swear upon his 
knowledge, nor to the best of his belief, Uiat the prisoner had fired 
the pistol that had terminated the deceased's career. There were 
several pistols fired, he knew not by whom, nor did he believe mnj 
man could say by whom, for the morning was still dark, and all were 
in confusion. It was as likely that the deceased had been killed by 
his own (the deceased's) pistols, as by the prisoner's; for being 
notoriously an expert shot, nothing but accident could have caused 
him to miss the prisoner, at whom he aimed, and who was so nigh at 
hand ; and the accident that diverted the pistol from the prisoner, 
^tght have turned it against the neck of the deceased himsclC 
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Einally^he was convinced that, be the matter as it might, there could 
have been no malice aforethoaght on the prisoner's part, or he would 
have taken advantage of those moments to execute his purpose, 
when he could have done so without risk or discovery. 

This testimony, which was justly esteemed extraordinary, coming 
as it did from one who had been admitted as evidence against the 
prisoner, produced a remarkable effect throughout the whole court 
and jury, as well as the spectators ; and was indeed more like an 
harangue designed for the prisoner's benefit than any thing else. It 
was delivered with pain, but still firmly; and at the dose, Uie 
witness appearing to be exhausted, he was allowed to retire, while 
the deputy, saying, "he was gratified to hear such mitigating 
circumstances advanced in the prisoner's favour," added, that he 
would summon two witnesses, to prove the murder from the prisoner's 
own Toluntaiy confession, and would then produce two pistols, the 
only ones discharged, one' of wMch he could prove had been fired by 
the deceased the other by the prisoner. 

The jailer and his assistants were called and both swore that the 
prisoner had repeatedly called himself a murderer. 

Honest Schlachtenschlager, who had officiated as coroner, was 
then summoned, and appeared in court, bearing five pistols, being 
those delivered to him by Brooks, while sitting on the inquest These 
being handed to the latter gentleman, he immediately identified one 
as the weapon discharged by the deceased ; the second, he averred, 
he had taken from the ground at the pri8oner*s side, and the other, 
its fellow, from the holsters ; the remaining pair belonged to Sterling, 
and had been taken from him before or after the murder, he knew 
not which, and had been by the witness given into the possession of 
Schlachtenschlager. 

The pistols were immediately examined, and one found well charged, 
the other was empty ; and it was discovered that there was some 
foreign body in the vent, which rendered it wholly unserviceable. 
** This is, indeed, extraordinary," said a judge on the bench. 
" With your honour's permission," said the deputy, who had been 
whispering to one of the under functionaries of justice, and now 
looked up in some perplexity, **I will recall the witness Sterling to 
the stand ; though I humbly submit I know no more than your 
honour what he has to say more ; yet he desires to be recalled." 

•* Ay, let him come," said Hyland, clasping his hands with joy ; 
" he remembers the circumstance of the stoppage by a leaden shot or 
some other substance ; for I showed him tiie pistol, and he told me 
the shot could be only taken out by a drill." 

At this moment the current of feeling was strongly in the prisoner's 
favour, and the condition of his weapon rendering it impossible that, 
it could have discharged the fatal bullet, there was scarce a man 
present who did not believe him innocent, and believe so with plea^ 
sure, notwithstanding his unhappy connexion with the outlaws. 
But it was destined to be seen upon what a reed they had based their 
commiseration and belief, when Sterling, appearing again, craved 
to mention a circumstance which was now recalled to his memory 
by the turn of proceedings,^ and of which his previous forgetfulness 
should be rightly attributed to illness and disorder of mind. He 

p 3 



230 THB HAWKS COT HAWX»aOLLOW. 

remembered well the convenatiOD of which the prisoner spoke ; he 
had said that nothing but a drill would remove the obskmction ; but 
-^«nd hero he spoke with a degree of agitation that showed his reluc- 
tance to advance anything against the prisoner — ^it happened that 
the converBation terminated in himself offering to remove the diffi- 
enlty, by taking the pistols with him to Blsie Bell's, where some 
instniment mig^t be tound to serve the purpose ; that he had accord- 
ingly taken it« leaving one of his own pistols with the prisoner, bat 
had found neither leisure nor opportunity to repair it ; that the cir- 
cumstances of the flight had prevented a re-exchange ; and, finally^ 
that the incident had not been again th<raght of by him until the 
present moment. He was not himself disarmed until after Falconer's 
death ; he had a pistol in his hand at the moment, which be drc^yped, 
while seizing upon the prisoner i and taking it up again (as he sup- 
posed) afterwards, it was probable he had then, without observing it, 
regained his own ; and this might perhaps be the we^M>n with which 
the unfortunate shot had been fired. He was disarmed a few momeate 
afterwards, and was then seized with indisposition, which prevented 
his examining into the matter, or indeed thinking of it. 

The testimony was as decisive at it was wholly unexpected. It 
struck the prisoner dumb, and his looks of horror were esteemed the 
best proof of guilt. It was in vain that he afterwards exclaimed that 
the witness had sworn falsely ; he had no testimony to disprove the 
stoiy, and it was one that all others found apt and true, especially 
when, Sterling's pistols having been examined, one of th^ was dis- 
covered to be empty. 

The contest was however over, the hour of grace was past, and the 
jury, after being charged in & manner highly unfavourable to him, 
were sent out to form a verdict, the character of which no one thought 
of doubting. It was even supposed that a few moments would suf- 
fice to terminate their deliberations, and that they would shortly 
return to pronounce the word of doom. In this, however, tbe spec- 
tators were disappointed : some merciful or doubting* member of the 
panel had thrown a difficulty in the way of others ; and the prisoner 
being remanded, the court was adjourned until such time as they 
shoidd be found to have agreed upon a verdict. 

Long before the night had passed away, a new feature was added 
to the story of Hyland's fate, and new characters mingled in the 
drama, bringing with them new revelations. 



CHAPTER XXXVni. 

Feaoe I thou hast told a tale» whose eveiy word 
!nureaten8 eternal slaughter to thy soul. 

Heaven is angry, and, be thou resolved 

Thou art a man remark'd to taste of niiitchief : 

Look ft>r*t; though it come late, it wlU come eWk — Fob». 

Thb appearance of the refugees, with the fierce though unavailing 
contest they had attempted with the pursuers on the night of the 
outrage, had spread the alarm far and wide ; and this was not di- 
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mmidied by the dsring assault on the prison, as it was called, the 
real character of that enterprise not haring yet generally transpired. 
One consequence of the alum was, to draw to the scene of commo- 
tifm the goremor, or president as he was then called, of the common- 
wealth, who h^pened to be in the neighbourhood upon some tour of 
dttty, and arriyed after nightfall, so that his person was not generally 
known before day. One of the first persons upon whom he laid his 
eyes, after entering the hotel, was his old and distinguished acquaint- 
ance, Colonel Falconer, with whose unhappy loss ^e was already 
acquainted, as well as with many incidents of the trial. Upon 
saluting him by name the colonel became greatly agitated, and be- 
Bought him not to repeat the word, if he would not have him mur- 
doed before his eyes, with other expressions indicatiye of a disordered 
mind, which the dignitary attributed at once to his melancholy 
bereayement. He then accompanied him to a private apartment, 
where he attempted to soothe him by condoling with him on his 
loss, but found him incapable of listening to argument or entreaty. 
The death of his son did not seem to affect bun so deeply as the 
malice of the murderer, of whom he spoke with a bitterness and 
yindictiveness of feelifig that shocked his hearer. It has been seen 
how his heart softened over this unhappy youth, when he met him at 
the waterfall, and deemed that he owed a life to his virtue. The 
death of his son had, however, converted his feelines into a new 
channel ; and he saw in the humanity that drove him from the 
Hollow, only the evidence of a cold-blooded design to withdraw him 
from the scene, that his son might perish unaided ; and this design 
he contrasted with his own friendly lesolutions. In short, the demon 
of revenge had entered his spirit along with that of fear ; for it 
seemed the repeated discoveries of Gran Gilbert penetrating even to 
the haunts of his foes, had infected him with terror on his own 
account. The sight of the governor, in whose hands lay the power 
of life and death, seemed to throw him into alarm, lest he had come 
with the design of pardoning the murderer ; and he launched at once 
into a strain of vehement complaint, in which he mingled denuncia- 
tions against the prisoner with personal calls upon the governor for 
justice. 

In the midst of this scene, which the magistrate strove in vain to 
bring to an end, the door of the chamber was thrown open, and the 
figure of Elsie Bell entered the apartment. She had risen from a 
bed of sickness — ^it might have been supposed from a bed of death, 
for her appearance was more like that of a moving corse than a living 
being ; and as she tottered up to Colonel Falconer, who stood a,ghast 
at the spectacle, her bloodless cheeks, livid lips, and eyes shining, 
almost without speculation, though the grey locks that had escaped. 
from her head-dress, filled even 3ie governor with awe. ** Where is 
Richard Falconer?'* she cried ; **! heard his voice but now, and it 
called for justice." 

Her looks wandered from the governor, upon whom they were first 
fixed, to the object of her inquiry ; and it is impossible to describe 
the expression of mingled triumph and horror with which she sur- 
veyed him. She raised her shrivelled hands, and shaking them with 
a fierce bat palsied motion, cried — ^'*Yes, Richard F^coner, you 
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« 

called for justice, and now voa have it. It has come at last in blood, 
and in blood richer than that of y^our own bosom. The death-bed 
cnrse of a rained woman will not be forgotten — it cnrses for e?er ! " 

" For God's sake, governor/' cried Falconer, trembling from head 
to foot, " leave me, or take the wretched creature awajr. 

** Tes, leave us," said the widow ; ** let no one look upon him now. 
Away, if you have pity for him who has none for himself." 

The governor looked at Falconer, and perceiving that, althongh 
incapable of utferance, he made earnest gestures to him to depart, ns 
left the chamber without speaking a word, bat with a look indi- 
cating amazement and suspicion. He was no sooner gone than Elsie, 
steppmg up to Falconer, laid her hand on his arm, now seemingly ai 
palsied as her own, and said, with accents that sounded in hu eai 
like the cry of a raven^-'^ x on asked for justice— ay, I heard tbs 
words with my own ears ; you asked for blood^be blood of him who 
has shed that of vour son. You called for jastice — ^itwas for justice 
on your own head ! Bichard Falconer," she continued, ** well may 
jou tremble : the curse of Jessie Gilbert is now upon your soul, and 
It will be on it for ever." 

** Woman," said Falconer, endeavouring to shake her off, but in 
vain, *^ vou will drive me distracted." 

'* I will do you no such mercy,'' said Elsie. ** Hearken ! The last 
words of Jessie Gilbert were a curse — ^the curse of a broken-hearted 
woman upon her betrayer : she died cursing you, and now the curse 
you feel, without knowing half its dreadfulness. Richard Falconer, 
you ask for the blood of Henry Falconer's murderer. Miserable 
man I" she added, relaxing her grasp, and clasping her hands with 
horror, *Mt is the blood of your own son—the olood of the child of 
Jessie Gilbert I" 

'* Hah ! *' said Falconer, but said no more. He gazed in the face 
of the speaker, and read a dreadful confirmation of her words, while 
she continued to utter, as in a kind of insane exultation — ** Is not this 
revenge for Jessie Gilbert ? The brother kills the brother, and the 
father kills the son — ay, as be before killed the mother. Now, 
Richard Falconer, repent and die — the victim is avenged. It is true." 

*'It is false— false as hell!" said Falconer, recovering speech; 
*' or what, oh, God of heaven 1 what am I ? " 

'< The avenger of your own black and heartless villany," said the 
woman. ** Hearken, Richard Falconer, and you shall know all 
When Oran Gilbert knew the shame of bis sister, he swore its miser- 
able fhiit should never see the light ; and I knew he would slay it, 
even out of hatred of the father. That night — that night I it was a 
night of horror I Jessie Gilbert lay dead, ^th a babe wailing on her 
bosom ; and the mother, the broken-hearted step-mother, gave to ray 
hands her own untimely and still-bom offspring — the brothers rayed 
at the door, calling for the child of shame. I had mercy — mercy on 
your child, not because it was yours, but because it was the babe of 
Jeisio ; I laid it in the arms of the step-mother, and it lived : she 
kept the secret, and the father of her vou betrayed kept it also, 
thouffh he sent it afar from his sight. Thus was it saved — thus waa 
the child of sorrow preserved, that he might imbrue his hands in the 
blood of his brother, and then perish at the call of his father 1" 
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** Wretch/' said Falconer sinking on a seat, *' and this dreadftil 
secret you kept, that I might be made the most miserable of men. 
And you incited on the unhappy Hyland to the murder of his brother." 

*'I did what I could to save him — ^not for your sake, thongh, 
Richard Falconer, but for the love of Jessie. I warned the boy of 
his danger — ^nay, I would hare told him of his birth, but that I knew 
it would kill him ; and I loved him for his goodness. Why should I 
have filled him with shame, stainine him who was innocent of his 
father's crimes, with the disgrace of his birth ? ** 

^ Elsie Bell," said Falconer rising, and advancing towards her, ** I 
am a vilUin 1 My poor Harriet I my poor Harriet 1 " he added, and 
as the widow looked into his face, she was amazed to see it streaming 
with tears. *' But for her, but for her,'' he added, ** but for her and 
my wretched Henry— but for my children, Elsie, I might, I would 
have done justice to Jessie's memory. Oh God I had I but known of 
this thing before. But why now should it be known ? You revenge 
the murdered Jessie not on me, Elsie, but on my poor Harriet. The 
ftain you feared to cast on the name of Hyland, you fling on the 
forehead of my daughter. Elsie Bell I Elsie Bell 1" he exclaimed, in 
unspeakable agitation, while drops of sweat rolled from his temples, 
and mingled with his tears, ** if I tell yon what you know not, though 
it show me to have done worse by Jessie Gilbert than you dream, it 
will destroy my remaining child. And why should I destroy her ?-— 
why fling her before the world as a creature to be scorned, for the 
sake of a wretched fratricide ? I will not do it. I will say no more. 
What have I said ? When they are dead — ^when all are dead, then 
let me lay bare my baseness, and think of the memory of Jessie. 
But this child — this wretched, this blood-stained Hyland— I will save 
his life ; the governor shall grant me his pardon ; it cannot be that he 
will re^se me ; but I will never see him, no, never I Hah 1 hear I 
what is this ? They are bringing him forth. Hark I they are shout- 
ing aloud for his condemnation. Oh heaven, support me. To this I 
—I have brought him 1 " 

But we have not the courage to pursue further the agonies of the 
wretched father, whom a sudden commotion in the street, with loud 
cries ** to the court 1 to the court 1 the jury have made a verdict 1 " 
one of twenty false rumours to which expectation gave birth, threw 
into new transports of anguish. At last, moved by an irresistible 
impulse, he started up and ran into the streets, through which he 
maae his way to the prison. 

In the meanwhile, Hyland strode (for though securelv fettered, he 
was no longer chained to the floor) to and fro in his cell, a changed, 
we might almost say a happy man. The sight of his pistols in the 
court had introduced a new set of associations, from which he per- 
ceived clearly, that, although he had so long esteemed himself the 
author of Falconer's death, that young man had, in truth, fallen by 
some other hand. The story told by Sterling of the exchange of 
pistolfi, between him and the prisoner, was, as Hyland had pronounced 
it, a sheer fabrication, although he was unable to devise any reason 
Sterling could have for swearmg falsely, his original testimony having 
made it clear, that he was not actuated by motives of malice. He 
remembered that he had raised a weapon against his rival, which, as 
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others were fired at the same moment, he did not dream had failed 
to go off ; although he now recalled to mind that the same one — he 
had taken it frum the same side of the saddle — ^had flashed m his 
hand, when aimed at the head of Sterling. Bemembering these cir< 
cnmstances, in connection with Dancy's declaration, that he had re- 
stored the pistol, entirely empty, to the holsters, he saw at once, how- 
ever others failed to see it, that Providence had interposed to save 
him from the crime of bloodshed, and that he was, th^^fore, save in 
intent, wholly innocent This persuasion was enough to banish his 
despair, which was fSoMonded chiefly on remorse, and perhaps, in a 
great measure also^ his ^prehensions ; although, in a coder moment, 
he would have perceived upon how weak a foundation he built his 
hopes of escape, so long as tne falsehood of Sterling was not exposed. 

Twenty times he endeavoured to throw himself upon his knees, to 
thank heaven for its signal interposition in his farour ; but his devo- 
tions were checked by the tumult of his mind, which increased at 
last into such distraction, that although he received a visit from his 
jailer, whose errand had no unimportant bearing upon his interests, 
he failed to take any advantage of lingo's gw>d-will, tar even to 
understand the purport of his communications. The £sct was, the 
note of hand which he had drawn from Affidavy's pocket, besides 
aflbrding confirmatory evidence of that worthy individual's connexion 
with the attempted rescue, had made a strong impression upon 
lingo's cupidity ; and his object in the visit was nothing less than to 
intimate hu willingness to serve the prisoner in tiie some way, and on 
much more reasonable terms. But he found the prisoner in no con- 
dition to treat with him on such a delicate subject, and after un- 
masking his battery, and uttering several broad hints in regard to his 
friendly intentions, he was forc^ to give over in despsdr, resolving 
however, to open negotiations at a more favourable moment. 

In the meanwhile Hyland still paced to and fro through his 
dungeon, till his feeble limbs refused to support him longer. He then 
threw himself upon his couch, and becoming more collected, pondered 
bitterly over his situation. He heard the rush of the people towards 
the court-house, which was at no great distance, as well as their 
shouts, '*that the jury had descended!" and he felt at once, with a 
Iduill of fear, that he still lay hovering on the brink of a precipice. 
He started up in an agony of mind not to be controlled, and throwing 
himself upon his kn^s, began to invoke heaven with wild excla- 
mations, when the door of his cell was thrown open, a bright lamp 
flashed in his face, and, looking up, his eye fell upon that of Colonel 
Falconer, who entered the room, followed by the tottering Elsie. 
The door was closed behind them, and Falconer stood rooted to the 
floor, surveying his wretched offspring, who seemed petrified at his 
appearance, while Elsie stepping up to him, held the lamp to his face, 
and bade the father look upon 2ie features of his son. 

" It is Jessie's fi^ over again," she muttered, ^^ and as pale, as 
ghastly, and as distracted as when she cursed her betrayer. She 
cursed him ; but do not you, Hyland — the curse has fallen upon all. 
Now, Richard Falconer, behold your son, and remember Jeeme 
Gilbert." 

<<Hi8 son!" cried Hyland^ starting to his feet; **hi8 son! Aie 
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Ton mad ? Oh, Elsie ! I am half distracted myeeli Why do yoa 
bring that man to me ! *' 

'^Becanse,** said Elsie, **he claims to see his offspring.** 

** His offs^ng ! Vain old woman.'' 

'' Would that yon were not," said Colonel Falconer, with clasped 
hands, '' I am now punished enough. Alas ! wretched boy, yoa have 
killed your father's son. Hearken to this woman, and then add to 
the crime that already stains you, a malediction upon your parent." 

"It is true, Hyland, it is true," said Elsie. " A^ tiiere is a heaven 
above yon, you look upon your own father, and you have killed your 
hal^brother." 

*^ I have killed nobody," said the youth impetuously ; ** and if you 
woald have me still innocent, drive that man away. His son I sooner 
make me the way-side beggai's — nay, make me believe myself a 
murderer rather. His son I ' 

'* Ay," said Colonel Falconer, with deep emotion, ''the sinful eon 
of a sinful parent." 

" Stand away 1 approach me not ! " said Hyland, for Falconer was 
approaching. " Tour misforttme has turned your brain. Touch me 
not, for I remember my sister." 

^ Tour mother, boy, your mother," said Elsie. 

''Be it my mother, if you will ; what then have I but more cause 
to curse the author of her shame ? " 

"The author of her death, not shame," said Falconer with a 
smothered voice. *' Murderer of your brother, even for your sake I 
will take that veil of disgrace from your mother's memory that must 
be hung round the brows of my daughter. Do not curse me, my son. 
Elsie Bell, I decdved you all, and it was the deceit that killed my 
poor Jessie. This boy was bom in wedlock — the child of the aban- 
doned and broken-hearted, yet wedded wife of her destroyer." 

" Tour wife ! gracious heaven, your wife 1 " said Elsie, on whom 
these words produced as strong an effect as upon the bewildered 
Hyland. *' Now, Bichard Falconer, if yon have spoken the truth, 
you are indeed a blacker villain than ever men believed you." 

" I am," said Falconer ; " for with a lie I killed my wife and laid 
her in a grave of dishonour. Ton were made to believe it was but a 
mock ceremony that united us : it was a legal and honourable tie, 
and broken only by the death of Jessie. And for what purpose ? 
Toil know, Elsie Bell, you know very well — ^yes, surely you know," 
he added with much agitation, as if afraid to speak further ; but 
Elsie sternly aflSrming her ignorance of any cause he had for de- 
stroying the peace and good name of her wh6m he acknowledged his 
lawful wife, and Hyland now re^^arding him with a look of mingled 
fear and entreaty, he essayed to speak, and again the sweat-drops, 
«ozing from his temples, betrayed the anguish and shame of mind 
with which he exposed an act of unexampled duplicity and baseness. 
His confession was indeed one which no light remorse could have 
wrung from his spirit ; but it was made, and made without conceal- 
ment or attempted extenuation, although it undoubtedly revealed a 
strong if not just reason for his failure to rescue from shame the 
memory of his betrayed wife. He had begun the world as a needy 
adventurer ; but was eariy patronised by a gentleman of great we^th, 
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with whose daughter, an only child, he soon presumed to fall deeply 
in lore ; the consequence of which was the withdrawal of his patron's 
faroar, and immediate expulsion from his house. It appeared that he 
had not failed to make some impression upon the lady*s heart ; but 
she was a spoilt child and coquette, and he left her with but little 
hope of ever deriving any advantage from her tenderness. He betook 
himself to the army, was transferr^, in course of time, to the frontiers, 
and in less than two years after his departure, found himself recover- 
ing from the wounds he had received at the Moravian town, under 
the roof of Gilbert's Polly. 

The youth and beauty of Jessie, his gratitude for her kindness, 
and still more perhaps for her affection, which the simple hearted 
maiden gave him almost at first sight, and had not the power to con- 
ceal, touched his imagination, if not his feelings ; and in a moment 
of excitement and folly, he proffered her his hand, and was married. 
The marriage was secret — ^it might be added accidental; for the 
freedom of manners at that day, and in that c(Aintry, allowing such 
license, he often, as he recovered, found himself galloping with the 
merry maiden on visits among the settlements a dozen or more miles 
distance ; and it was upon one of these occasions that he gave his 
love and faith together to the thoughtless maiden. The knot was 
however no sooner tied, than he was seized with fears and regrets : 
he had already received overtures towards a reconciliation by his old 
patron, and without well conceiving in what manner he could profit 
by a return of friendship in such a quarter, he persuaded himself, 
and his bride also, that his interest demanded some temporaiy con- 
cealment of their union. To this Jessie was easily induced to accede; 
for having no distrust in her lover, she sa;w in such concealment only 
an additional frolic, such as she esteemed her marriage to be. She 
feared no censure from her parent, who had indeed long since signified 
the pleasure with which he would receive so gallant a gentleman for 
his son-in-law ; and she looked forward with merry anticipation to 
the hour when she should present herself to him as a bride of a 
month's standing. She consented, therefore, not merely with readi- 
ness, but alacrity, to preserve the wedding a strict secret; and in 
that fatal consent paved the way for her own ruin and untimely end. 

We will speak the remainder of the mournful story in a word. 
The overtures from the patron were renewed, and were accompanied 
by the smiles of his daughter. Falconer looked upon Jessie with 
anger, perhaps with abhorrence — she stood in the way of his fortune. 
The old love smiled again, and forgetting that now the smile came 
too late, he yielded to the intoxication of his original passion, threw 
himself at her feet, and became, even with her father's consei^t, an 
accepted lover. The state of his mind can be now better imagined 
than described; love, avarice, and ambition together, as well as ft 
consciousness that he had involved himself beyond all retreat, urged 
him to persevere in a suit both dishonourable and criminal; and 
Jessie was now thought of only to be hated. 

Months passed by, and the jest of the firolic was over ; yet the 

marriage was not divulged ; the young bride begged to disclose the 

secret, and every entreaty filled him with new alarm and anger, until 

-e accidental death of the regimental chaplain, by whom they had 
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been united, and the previoiis decease of the only witnesses to the 
ceremony, put him upon a scheme for relieving himself from his 
bonds, worthy rather of a fiend than a human bemg. His witnesses 
were two soldiers of his company, whom he had bribed to silence so 
liberally, that they quarrelled together in their cups, and fought — and 
that with such fury, that one was killed on the spot, and the other 
died before he could be brought to a trial : the chaplain was drowned 
five months after in attempting to cross a flooded river. There re- 
mained, therefore, no witness of the unioy, and the only testimony 
remaining, to wit, the certificate signed by the unfortunate chaplain, 
was alre^y in Falconer*s hands. 

*' I lived, I prospered," he cried, when he had brought his dark 
confession to a close, ** and two fair infants sat upOn my knees ; but 
their looks were curses to me — their birth was infamous ; and I 
myself, though men knew it not, was, in the eye of God and the law, 
a felon ! Now, Hyland, son of the wronged Jessie, I have defended 
your mother's memory — ^but I am not less a villain. Expose me to 
the world; curse me I for I deserve it. Yes!" he added, with 
wildness, and even falling upon his knees before the horror-struck 
son, " expose me and curse me, but have pity upon my child I have 
mercy upon your sister — the sister of the brouer you slew I my poor, 
wretched, dishonoured Harriet I ** 

" God forgive you, sir I " said Hyland, with tears. " Leave me — 
I cannot call you father 1 but I will not disgrace your daughter — ^no, 
I will not. But my mother ! — And she was my mother then ? — my 
mother's name must rest no longer in infamy. Gk>, sir ; I forgive 
you — ^that is, I will not upbraid you ; but I cannot — I cannot — 
cannot call you father ! I am innocent of Henry's — of my brother's 
death I — yes, I will call him brother, for surely he never wronged 
my poor mother I Take this much comfort — ^my hand never fired 
the pistol that killed him I and, whether I live or die, it will soon be 
seen that I am innocent of his blood." 

** God grant it," said Colonel Falconer, but with an accent showing 
how vaguely the thought of Henry now sat on his bosom, " God grant 
it. But, hark, what is that ? They cry again. It is the descent of 
the jury. Oh, heaven I I am punished indeed, for that act of 
baseness. Farewell, my son, I do not ask you for forgiveness— but 
touch my hand, grasp my hand but once I " 

" I cannot I " said Hyland, recoiUng with such horror that the 
unhappy father bowed his head with shame. 

He then snatched up the light, unconscious of what he did, and 
moved towards the door, as if to depart ; but a louder cry from the 
street striking his ear, he again turned round and looked Hyland in 
the face. ** They are calling for your blood," he said ; " but they do 
not know you killed your brother. What ! not touch my hand ? 
Well, it is but justice. I will not trouble you more." 

With these words he turned to depart, still holding the lamp; but 
had scarce moved his foot, before- there was heard, at a little 
distance without, the sound, as it seemed, of a rifle, or other small 
arms. 

"Oh, heaven, my father I" cried Hyland, starting up, with a voice 
that thrilled Elsie to the brain ; "I have killed my father." 
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The lamp -fell' from Colonel Falconer*! hand, and all waa in 
darknesa. 

Ai Hyland niahed to where be had stood^ hia foot atrack againtt 
the prostrate bodjr ; and reaching down, he found hia hand lUpping 
in a puddle of warm blood. *' Elate, ElaieP* cried the diatrw^ 
youth ; ** a light, for Qod't lake. It waa meant for me, bat it haa 
ftnick my father. Wbjr did I forget ? Oh, I thooght not of my 
folly, rielp me, Elaie I He groana." 

. ^ Enongh-— let me lie where I am," laid Falconer, with a roiee 
almost inaodible. ** There ia retribution for all." 

** Call the jailer. Quick, jailer, quick," cried Uyland, aa the door 
opened, and disclosed the broad and wondering Tiaage of Hanachen : 
** help me to pUce him upon the bed ; and then^^>h, for God'a sake, 
quick for a surgeon I" 

But Hanschen answered only by slapping to the door, without 
uttering a word, and making hia way as last aa he could towards the 
cell of Sterling, in which was, at that moment, presented a scene of 
not less fearful character than that which had passed before Uy land's 
eyes. 



CHAFTEE XXXIX. 

Let ma tit bMTj on thy toul io-monow^^King Bkhard IIJ, 

It was not until long after noon of the day of trial that AffidMry 
woke from the stupefaction into which he was plunged br the cup he 
had so craftily qualified { and then it was some time before he cooJd 
summon his recollection, and conceive where he was. He fooad 
himself in a cell, obviously of the prison, for the sinzle win<low that 
lighted it was strongly grated, and the door fast bolted on the outside. 
There was a bed hard by, in which, as waa apparent f^m its con- 
dition, some one had passed the night $ but who that might have 
been he knew not, no one being now visible. Aa for himself, he 
found that his couch had been nothing better than the hard floor ; 
and close by where he lay he discovered a pool of coagulated 
blood. 

Ho was seized with alarm, and finding the door refhse all egreaa^ 
he ran to the window, and beheld, in the yard which it overlooked, a 
sight that, besides filling him with new terror, conveyed an inkling 
to his mind of its true situation and its cause ; this was nothing leas 
than the dead bodies of two men, lying stiff and gory upon the beneh* 
without even a cloth to conceal them from the light of dan 

*' Botheration ! and God bless my soul 1 " he cried ; **l'm a mined 
QUnl" 

'* Done up— as clean as a skinned eel 1" said a voice at his back ; 
Md looking round, he beheld his friend, the jailer, enter the cell, with 
A grim smile on his visage,which was not much improved in beauty 
by a red handkerchief that swathed it round from jaw to top-kuot. 
^ Done up, Toffy, my boy, as slick as a new bolt 1 Who '11 you hftve 
^ ^uT ''*"'**»«^ ? or do you think of pleading your own canae ? 
■» bobs, von can make a good speech— 1 always said that for you.** 
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" Connsel— cause — speech ? " echoed the man of law. " God blesa 
our two sonls !*' 

'* Amen — or e'er a one of 'em/' said Lingo, with solemn utterance ; 
" for I 'm thinking it will gp hard with one of us. Howsomeyer, I'm 
glad to see you in your senses. Sorry you had so hard a bed of it; 
but, howsomeTer, when they hang up yonrclioit there, I'll give you 
better quarters. I reckon, it will be imprisonment for life with you ; 
though some says they are to try you on the capital charge of aiding 
and 'betting with the tones, which is clean hanging treason." 

" Grod bless our two souls 1 " eaid Affidayy, with an air of woe and 
terror so irresistibly ludicrous, that Lingo, perceiving his utterance 
failed to supply any further expressions, burst into a loud laugh., and 
threw himself on the vacant bed, where he rolled over and oyer, 
giving way to mirth and triumph together. 

** Blarney and ods bobs ! '* he cried, after he had amused himself a 
while in this fashion ; '' and so you thought to come the humbug 
over me, old Teff ! Ha, ha, ha I I always said yon could make a good 
speech, and so you can ; but as to pulling straws with Bob Lingo, 
why, I never said no such thing, for I won't lie for no man. How 
did you like the cock-tail, with the cherry-bounce and doctor's stuff 
in it ? Ods bobs ! did you think I could go any such liquor as that ? 
But now you see what you've come to — clean done up, broke, 
smashed, pounded into hominy, and cribbed under lock and key I 
So much for not playing fair, and making honest snacks Of the 
plunder ! Where's them seventeen guineas in gold, and the note for 
two thousand more ? Oh, you old ox-fly ! would you have sucked 
the poor young feller's blood ? " 

At the mention of these valuables, Affidavy, who stood mute with 
surprise and dismay, clapped bis hands into his pockets, first into 
one and then the other, and groaned to find them empty. " You've 
robbed me, Bob Lingo ! " he said. 

^ As clean as ever I curried a horse," said the jailer, betaking him- 
self to his own pockets, and displaying both the money and the 
treacherous note, the latter of which he moved before Affidavy's eyes 
with peculiar glee, saying — "Here's evidence that'll be a smasher. 
And then the bottle of laudanum I Oh, you old Teff!" he cried, 
shaking his fist, but more in exultation than anger, **when you mean 
to p'ison any of your friends, don't you go for to get the p'ison the 
same day ; la^ it up a month beforenand. Ods bobs ! if you wasn't 
as poor as a rat, I'd have an action ag'in you on iny own account, for 
an attempt to murder. But, ods bobs ! I do think now you look 
like a singed cat — I do, Affidavy I " 

Here he burst into another roar, having indulged which, he rose, 
and satisfied with the terror he had inflicted, proceeded very coolly to 
inform the discomfited prisoner that his case was not so bad as he 
thought ; that he had not blown him yet : and that he didn't know 
whether he would, for he was a merciful man in his way. "I 
smoked you, Affidavy," said he, ** as soon as I heard you talk of your 
client, and saw you show that 'ere guinea, 'specially when you fell so 
much in love with me of a sudden, and with the jail here. I sent 
Hans after you, and he saw you ride out on the prisoner's horse ; 
and, ods bobs ! I thought of sending some so'diers to dog after you ; 
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bat ihej waf all out in the biwhcs alreadj. Then I went to the 
doctor's shop, to get some landannm far an aching tooth, and mid 
he, * Vy, there's Affidarf has peen pfine landannm for an aching 
toothftoo!' 'Oh!' said I. And then, dd boj, I was ready for yon. 
And jon see the end ; while jon was I jing snorting here like a com* 
fed pig, we was knocking tlie tones on the head at the yard-gate. 
And £en we had the coroner on 'em, and yon no wiser; and the 
magistrates and all the town inquiring into the foss, and yon no 
wiser; and there, indeed, there's your client, poor fellow! they're 
tryine in court as hard as they can, the endence all over, the 
speecbes half done, and still, AiBdary, my boy, yon no wiser. Ha ! 
ha t I do think you look like an apple-dnmpling that's tumbled ont 
of the pot, and staring np oot of the ashes 1" 

" Well, Bob," said Affidary, with an attempt at a Uingh, which 
ended in a gnMn, ** I knock under to you : you've beat me hollow. 
Bnt now, if yon please, and with many thanks to you for not 
blal>bing, I'll take that wallet, and the guineas ; and as for the silver, 
why, I don't care if yon keep it." 

''No, I reckon not," said Lingo, with a grin. "But, I'm 
thinking, yon 11 just take the silver yourself, and be thankful I let 
yon oflT so easy. What, man, do you suppose I'll run the risk of 
defending von from a prosecution — a criminal prosecution, d'ye see 
— Imt holding my tongue, for nothing? Don't go to be such a 
fool." 

" Well then," said Theophilus, with a groan, '^ do as you like, and 
let me out" 

** Not so fast, neither," said Lingo ; and then added, with a nod of 
the head, ** I reckon there 's more of the shiners where these come 
flrom?" 

" Well," said Affidavy, « what then ? " 

** Why, then," said Lingo, " I don't care if I run a risk with yon, 
and go snacks." 

** Will you ? " said AiBdavy. •* Then, ehem, humph I— Ton know 
what I mean ; and there's a thousand a-piece on that note !" 

^ The ready, old boy, the ready ! hang all your paper promises ; 
I go for the ready." 

" Well then, let me out, and 111 state the case to one we know of ; 
but, I fear the ready's not to be bad. We'll take a second note of 
the prisoner." 

** Ods bobs ! are yon there with your notes still ? Now, if yon 
come to that, I reckon I can do all that without assistance, and no 
snacks neither. And so good bye to yon." 

With that, the lailer, giving the attorney another nod, flung 
out of the cell, taking good care, however, to lock the door behind 
him ; leaving Affidavy to suspect, as he did, that Lingo was rcM>Ivcd 
to manage the case, and reap the harvest, on his own account. 

** Oh, fho villain ! " sighed the dinconsolate attorney ; << but I'll be 

even with him yet. Let me see — hum— good I the rascal is already 

implicated, having concealed mv— faugh 1 -so he will not dare to 

'«e me now. Well, I'll see through it by-and-byc. That cursed 

num I I do think it has turned my brain into a dough-cake. 

«ireU^-was there ever such an ass l^That I should let such 
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a jolterhead get the upper hand of me ! — ^I wonder what 's the matter 
with my ribs ! — ^Kothmg to drink ! — ^No, botheration, nor to eat, 
neither! Very well. Bob Lingo ; I'll remember you." 

He then songht to relleye Sie perplexity of his mind by walking 
about ; but the ezcessiye and unnatural debauch had bereft him of 
strength, so that he was soon compelled to sit down upon the bed, 
where he found the stupor, which had not yet entirely deserted his 
faculties, returning and growihg upon him in spite of his efforts to 
resist it. In a word, he became again very drowsy, and fearing lest 
8<»ne additional evil should befall him if caught again napping, he 
rose up, and looked from the mndow to divert hlis mind from its 
lethargy. He saw, from the i^addy hue of the sunshine on the 
neighbouring roofs, and the golden tinge of the floating clouds, that 
the day was already declining ; by which he perceived how long he 
had already slept, and wondered that, after such a siege of slumber, 
he should so soon feel any inclination to sleep again. But while he 
wondered, he found the clouds and house-tops blending their outlines 
together on his vi»on, while the hum of the village, grew confused in 
his ear : he stalked about again, then again sat down on the bed ; 
when, fearing lest that should seduce him into slumber, and being 
incapable of remaining longer upon his feet, he betook himself to a 
comer, where he sat down on the floor, pursuing his meditations ; 
and there, after much nodding, musing, and scratching of head, he 
fell, in spite of all efforts to the contrary, fast asleep. 

He slept long and soundly; and the shadows of night had been 
long gathered over the earth, before certain sounds in the narrow 
apartment, mingling with his dreams, imparted to them the horrors 
of nightmare, and then suddenly dispelled them. He was awakened 
by a human groan hollow and sepulchral, but so loud that he deemed 
it was breathed just at his ear; and looking up, he beheld a spectacle 
that caused his hair to bristle with terror. It was, as he perceived, 
dark night ; but a lamp, standing upon a little table near the bed, 
poured a dim and ghastly light over the cell sufficient to reveal the 
few objects it contained. Upon the bed sat a tall man in his night* 
gear, with a visage of death-like hue, and eyes staring out of his 
head, which he rolled now to the right and now to the left, as if 
gazing upon objects invisible to the attorney ; although Affidavy was 
accustomed to declare afterwards, when good cheer made him com- 
municative, that he distinctly saw at the right hand of the sick man, 
:and not fifteen feet from himself, a figure as of a man swathed in a 
bloody sheet, that stood gazing the other in the face, and gradually 
melted into the obscurity as he himself surveyed it more intently. 
Be that as it may, there was enough of the ghostly and terrific in the 
sppearance and expressions of the sick man, to keep the attorney 
cowering with fear in his comer without any addition of horrors from 
the world of spirits ; and accordingly Affidavy sat looking on and 
listening without the power to move or even to rise. 

The sick man continued to roll his eyes, occasionally uttering deep 
groans, and now and then muttering expressions that showed the 
horror of his mind, without at first clearly disclosing the cause. 

** Ay, wave your hand," he heard him say, as if addressing some 
phantom, revealed only to his own senses ; ** wave your hand and 
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point to the bloody throat : it was well aimed, boy, weU aimed, aod 
It was well done. I care not for yoa : it is the other diat mores me ; 
for him I killed with a lie, and there he sits smiling ! His fine ia 
black and swollen, yet he smiles ; his arms are bound bdiind, yet he 
smiles ; a rope is round his nec^, yet he smiles I Ay, smile, boy, 
smile ! tliat snule is heavier on my heart than the ftown of the soldier! 
— ^A smile ! men woald call that poor revenge ; but we, boy — ha, h« 
—we know better I" 

He then fell back npon the bod, and lay for a moment quiet $ so 
that Affidavy had leisure to recall his spirits, and penetrate the 
mystery which had at first so deeply appalled him. His first thought 
was that he was enclosed with some wounded refii|[ee, captured in 
the toils to which himself had unwittingly brought hmi ; but remem- 
bering presently that he had seen two bodies stretched in the yard 
below, and had good reason, from Lingo's expressions, to believe tlie 
third man had imide his escape, he perceived that this must be some 
prisoner of an earlier date ; and he knew that, the night before, then 
were but three in Lingo's charge. With the person of the unfortu- 
nate Hyland he was already weU acquainted, and Dancy Parkins was, 
it might be said, his old aoquamtance. His thoughts revetted imme- 
diately to Sterling whom he had never seen ; and he remembered at 
the same time that Lingo had hinted to him the ease with which he 
might weaken this man's testimony, if that were desirable, by con- 
victing him of insanity. ^ Oho, the dog, Lingo I" said he to himself, 
"he has shut me up with a madman then? Now, if ho should be 
dangerous, God bless our two souls ! Ha ! there, he's rising again ! 
God bless our two souls !" 

" They are gone then," muttered the wretoh, in whose sunken 
features, hollow voice, and altered spirit, one would with difficulty 
have recognised the humorous, bold, and reckless adventurer; ** they 
are gone ; but it will not be long. Hah ! " he added, fixing his eye 
with a fearful stare upon the vacant wall, ** yon come again, a frown- 
ing ! yet I fear not : other men have shed blood, and lived happy. 
It is not for yon, but for the other — him that lies across my feet 
smiling I Hah, what !" he screamed, rather than said, at his eye, 
wandering towards the foot of the bed, suddenly fell upon the figure 
of Affidavy in his comer, now uowering low with terror '; ** are there 
three ? Devil, vou lie ! " he exclaimed, leaping out of bed, ** there 
were but two — him that I shot, and him that I Killed with false wit- 
ness ! Ha, ha, ha ! these are juggling fiends I devils of legerdemain I 
that make a man worse than he is 1 You look me in the face — well, 
I look back : do you think to fright me ? Look at me then, and say, 
if you dare, that I hurt you 1" And with these words he advanced 
towards Affidavy, who now perceived that his right arm was swathed 
in bandages across his breast, as if maimed by some injury; but his 
left hand he brandished with menaising gesticulation, and his coun- 
tenance was covered with a ghastly frown ; so that Affidavy ftered 
nothing less than that he should be immediately torn to pieces. 
from this apprehension, which deprived him of the power of raising 
a finger in self-defence, he was relieved by the sudden appearance <x 
the jailer, who, entering the cell with an oath, seised upon the mad- 
man, and shook him with violence until he groaned with pain, suffiur- 
mi? himself to bo pushed back upon the bed. 
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"111 have the law of 7011, Bob Lingo !" said the attorney, starting 
up from an ecstacj of fear to lannch into a tamalt of rage : ** I'll 
hare the law of you, you villain ; and what's more, I'U chouse yon 
out of yoor fees and bribes — ^yonr cheating and tampering with the 
prisoner, Hyland Gilbert: he's an innocent man, yon rascal, and 
yon know it I and here's this man Sterling has avowed the morder 
himself." 
** Ods bobs ! " said lingo, " what do you mean ? " 
** I mean what I say," cried Affidayy, whom rage, the desire of 
lequiting upon lango some of the disappointments he had himself 
endured, and a sudden prospect that seemed to open on him of 
Tetrieying his lost fortune, had restored to the possession of his facul- 
ties. '* I mean that my client, Hyland Gilbert, whom you cheated out 
of my services, is an innocent man; and that tiiere lies the true 
ciiminaL He has confessed the whole matter ; murder and perjury 
—murder and perjury, you villain ! do you hear that ? and I'll inake 
him depose the particulars, yon cheating, covetous, conniving raps- 
callion I and so chouse you out of all your expected fees, you rascal ! 
bodieration, I will ! — ^Harkee, you Sterling ! " he said, now advancing 
boldly towards the object of lus late fears, *' you've blabbed all, and 
so yon may as well confess at once. I overneard all you said, and 
my testimony will settle the matter ; so, for the good of your soul, 
confess. Tou're a dying man; the devil's as good as got you 
already — ^you'll not last a day longer ; so confess, confess, and don't 
damn yourself for ever by hanging an innocent man. What I do 
you pretend to deny.it ?" he continued, adopting a course of per- 
suasion founded on what he had witnessed of the prisoner's halluci- 
nations — ** do you see that yoimg man there, with the bloody throat, 
frowning ? Xiook — ^I know him well — ^it is young Harry Falconer ! " 

*• Ay," said Sterling, rolling his eyes to the waU ; " but where is 
the other?" 

•* Why, they are hanging him ; and all because you swore falsely 
against him." 

" Is he alive yet ? " muttered Sterling ; " I thought he was dead. 
Send me a priest, and I'll confess." 

** A priest I A magistrate, you mean." 

** It is all one — ^I am a dying man ; there is something wrong here 
— ^here," he mutt^ed, striking his forehead. ** I will do reparation 
— ask me what you will ; but drive Henry Falconer out of the room ; 
ay, and take that young Hawk off my feet — ^be chills them to the 
marrow.** 

" It was your pistol killed Henry Falconer ? " cried the lawyer. 

** Ay ; I shot him over Gilbert's shoulder. I fired at both ; either 
would have served me. But who was the third one ? Old Falconer 
did not die!" 

*' A justice of the peace, Lingo ! do you hear ? " said Affidavy, 
grinning with triumph. . '* I reckon I '11 sort you, you covetous, cheat- 
ing dog I " 

« Come, squire, don't be mad," whispered the jailer, with two or 
three significant winks. " We '11 go snacks yet." 

" What, you rascal, do you think to bribe me to keep silence ? 
Oho ! you cormorant, I've got the play naw in my own hands^ and 

q2 
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we won't go fnacks : I work on 1117 own foandAtkm. Ton'Te heard 
the man's words here ; deny them if 70a can. Send for a squire, or 
refhse at your peril: 111 bawl oat of the window, aad raise the 
town." 

** There's no need of being contractions/' said Lingo, coolly. " I 
sent Hanschen for old Sqnire Leger an hour ago ; for I re<^oo I was 
a leetle before you I The man asked for him of his own accord while 
Ton was a snoozing in the comer ; for it 's a gone case with htm, and 
he knows it." 

The lawyer was petrified at this annooncement ; it was a new and 
mortal disappointment, for he designed to make profitable use to 
himself of his discorery; and to complete the oonfafion,'.die door was 
opened at that moment, and Hanschen entered, ushering in the 
worthy Schlachtenschlager, whom he had lighted upon by accident, 
after searching in vain for the other magistrate after whom he had 
been sent an hour before. The attorney groaned : with one hand he 
erasped the squire's extended palm, and the other he diook iir the 
nee of Lingo, who grinned, and winked, and nodded at him with 
the most proroking good humour. But Affidary was not a man to 
be disheartened even in such an extremity ; he no longer dreaded an 
exposure of his extra-professional serrices on the prisoner's behalf; 
and he perceired that there was still a field, althongh a narrow one, 
on which to display his zeal. Trusting, therefore, to his skill to make 
his client sensible of the full merit of his labour, he addressed himself 
to the task of shriWn^ the discovered felon, with a tact and sagacity 
that were soon perceiyed to be as useful as they were really indis- 
pensable. 

It was found that Sterling was in a rery critical state, his bodily 
powers being completely wrecked, and his mind so much nnhinged, 
that he could scarce answer two consecutive questions without wan- 
dering. The causes that had brought him to this condition it was 
not easy to imagine, unless by supposing he had receiyed some fatal 
internal injury during his struggle with Oran Gilbert ; or by referring 
all at once to the horror of mind with which, it seemed, he had been 
afiected from the moment he felt himself a homicide. A homicide he 
was, as was soon made apparent ; for being led on and assisted by the 
questions of Affidary, he confessed, without any reluctance or attempt 
at equiyocation, that he had sworn falsely in regard to the exchange 
of pistols betwixt himself and Hyland, such exchange never bavin;; 
taken place ; and that he, and no other, had shot the pistol that killed 
young Falconer. 

The reasons for this act were but imperfectly developed ; and the 
strongest seemed to be a bitter hatred he had conceived against the 
deceased, in consequence of an indignity offered him lonff since in 
the theatre, from which he had been hissed chiefly through Falconer's 
instrumentality. Such a cause for vengeance may be understood by 
those who remember the rivers of bl<x>d poured out at Lyons ten 
years after, to satiate the rankling fury of a Collot d'Herbois. It 
will be remembered in what manner he volunteered while in the 
swamp with Oran Gilbert, to take the life of this unlucky youth ; as 
well as the attempt he made upon it the following night in the park, 
when he discovered hun struggling with Hyhmd. It appealed. 



THJB HAWKS OV BjLWX-HOLLOW* 345 

besidefly that after haiing rendered himself into the hands of the 
parsuers,^ and confessed his true name and character, the reckless 
lieutenant pursued him with divers jests and jeers, which were the 
more intolerable that his quarrel with the Gilberts had left his mind 
in a state of furious passion ; and an additional incentive was offered 
by the scuffle between the two rivals, in which any. execution of 
Tengeance would be so readily imputed to accident, if traced to him 
at all 

He succeeded beyond his expectations ; the object of his hatred lay 
a corpse before him — but from that moment Sterling was another 
and a changed man. His mind was filled with horror, not remorse ; 
fbr to the last he testified nothing like penitence — but with a nameless 
and oppressive dread, which was increased tenfold by the reflection 
that this act had, or would in the end, deprive a second fellow-being 
of life, that second being the unfortunate youth whom an extraordi- 
nary accident had imbued with the belief that he was himself the 
murderer. Hence the singular turn of his testimony, and his attempt 
to throw a doubt upon the prisoner's guilt ; until the sudden discovery 
of the danmged pistol struck him with a fear, until then unfclt, for 
his own safety. He dreaded lest his own weapons, which had been 
taken from Um immediately after the catastrophe, and from which, 
in the agitation of his spirits, he had forgotten to remove the evidences 
of guilt, should be examined, and thus suspicion diverted upon him- 
self. To prevent this, he invented the falsehood concerning the 
exchange, and thus screened himself from suspicion at the expense 
of a second act of murder. But from that moment his horror became 
insupportable ; and after struggling with it in vain, and becoming 
persuaded that his own fate was drawing nigh, he summoned lingo, 
made a deliberate confession of his vUlany, and desired that his 
deposition might be taken before his madness, of whose approach 
he seemed conscious, should render reparation impossible. 

It was now taken, and without difficulty, but it was conclusive ; 
and so intent became all present upon the strange and impressive 
story, and, after it was concluded, so eager were all to confirm it by 
inducing repetitions of the most important circumstances, that even 
the sudden sound of fire-arms on the square, followed by the outcries 
in Hyland's cell, were unheard and unnoticed, until Hanscheu sud- 
denly rushed .among them with the intelligence, as he expressed it, 
'* that there fas murdter going on in the Hawk's room." 

All started up leaving Sterling to rave, perhaps to die, alone, and 
made their way to the prisoner's apartment, where Colonel Falconer 
was found weltering in blood in the arms of Elsie and his son, a rifle- 
buUet having penetrated his side and lodged in the body ; and it was 
soon gather^ from the remorseful expressions of Hyland, that it had 
been shot by a refugee — the last act of friendship that could be 
rendered to a helpless and hopeless comrade. 

*'It was shot by Oran Gilbert!*' said Elsie Bell, '<for there is 
none left but him 1 Yes, Richard Falconer, I said it would come, 
sooner or later I It is well for you, too — you will not see the death 
of your son's murderer ! " 

"• He is innocent I " said Affidavy, snatching at his client's hand. 
"Botheration, my boy! we've found the true murderer 1 he has 
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confessed, and vou are an innocent man ! The pistol was shot by 
Sterling ! Wc 11 clear you, or secore a free pardon !" 

" By Sterling I " marmured Colonel Falconer. " Then, oh heaven f 
then is my son guiltless of his brother's blood !" 

'* I am, father I I am ! " said Hjland ; ** but, wretch that I am, my 
madness and folly have killed my father I " 

** I die content. I will do you justice, my son — ^I am not so faint 
as before. They shall carry me to — to— I forget — ^it is no matter- 
Well, well—'* 

With these words he fell into a swoon, in which he was at first 
esteemed dead ; but a surgeon havinsf been sent for, and now entering 
the cell, he declared, upon a hasty Inspection of the wound, thatfi 
was by no means mortal, and that there was every reason to proff- 
nosticatc a speedy recovery. The sufferer was then carried to toe 
inn and put to bed ; bat with no such assurances of life as bad been 
pronounced in the prison. A consultation was called, the result of 
which was a more rational declaration, that his days were already 
numbered. 



CHAPTEB XL. 

Farewell ye dangeoni dark and ttrong, 

The wretcta'f destiny; 
lC*Fhenon'e time will not be long 

On yonder ganom-iree.—M'Pher»on*s Farwett. 

The singular discovery of Hyland's innocence was long before 
morning bruited over the villaj^e, and besides exciting a double 
interest in his fate, produced no little curiosity in regard to the move- 
ments of the jury, who were still deliberating over the charge, as well 
as the course to be pursued by the court, in such a strange conjunc- 
ture of circumstances. 

Expectation was not, however, kept long at stretch. An early and 
formal representation of the discovery bemg made by the prisoner's 
counsel to the presiding judge, the court was straightway convened, 
and the jury ordered to be recidled for the purpose of receiving the 
new testimony. This, consisting of Sterling's deposition, and the 
evidence of witnesses as to its authenticity, it may be supposed, was 
sufficient to terminate their deliberations in a moment. Had the 
confession been made at a later period, it would undoubtedly have 
saved the prisoner's life ; but it occurred at a time to save his good 
name — ^to save it, at least, from the reproach which, however unde* 
-served, must ever follow upon even unjust conviction. His true 
story and character, and, m fact, bis real parentage, were now 
becoming generally known ; new friends, as wen as many an old one, 
were labouring in his service, and all were desirous to see the end of 
a prosecution that had caused him so much unmerited sufTering. 
The trial was therefore despatched without difficulty ; the evidence 
was given ; a few brief and impressive words indicative of their 
gratincation at the defendant's happy escape from his difficulties, and 
their own from a share in wrong-doing, were pronounced by the 
bench ; after which the whole matter was submitted to the juiy, who 
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wxthout leaving their aeata, immediatelj retomed a verdict of acquittal. 
The defendant was then discharged in the ordinary way, by procla- 
mation, and shed tears of genuine transport, to find himseli' released 
from the ignominy that had before, as strongly almost as his remorse, 
crashed hun to the earth. He had scarcely stepped from the bar 
before he found himself in the arms of Captain Loring, who hugged 
and blubbered, and swore *'Adzooks, he always thought him an 
honest fellow, for all of their talking ; and, adzooks, it was no wonder 
he loved him, since he was of his own blood and bone, though he 
didn't like his having so much Gilbert blood in him ; and if he had 
only told him as much before, it would have been much better for 
him, and, adzooks, for his poor Kate, and, adzooks, for the picture ! *' 

At the bedside of the dying Falconer, he found his Cher's 
daughter — ^his sister I With what strange and contradictory emotions 
he received the hand of the being to whose unhappy hostility he 
owed the long series of suffering and indignities that had brought 
him almost to the grave ; and she — with what feelings she must have 
herself seen in the object of her greatest hate, one to whom nature 
had given the strongest claims on her love I But the place in which 
th^ met called for other than selfish emotions : it was at the death- 
bed of their common parent. 

It is not our design to pursue further in detail the history of this 
unfortunate num. The buUet of Oran Gilbert (for it was now known 
that the shot could have been fired by no other, all the members of 
this band having been either killed or captured) had been well aimed, 
though he who fired it deemed it was speeded against the breast of 
his own brother. The better victim lingered but a few days, and 
then expired ; so that the same grave which received his unlucky son 
closed over the guilt and sorrow of the parent. He lived long enough 
to remove the v^ of shame from the sepulchre of the betrayed wife, 
and to do her reparation in the person of her son ; but it was, as he 
had before declared, at the expense of his daughter. She never 
more lifted up her head. A sense of her parent*s baseness, and the 
disgrace now attached to her own origin, with perhaps the bitter con- 
sciousness that her cruel design upon the happiness of her friend had 
caused the ruin that surrounded her, weighed her to the earth ; and 
two years after her father's death, she was herself borne to the grave, 
the last victim of the retribution which so often visits the sins of the 
falser upon the heads of his children. 

It remains but to reveal the fate of two other prominent persons in 
the story, before exchanging the gloom pervading the last act of the 
tragedy for the sunshine that should mark the close. 

The prisoner Sterling, notwithstanding his own expectations of a 
speedy dissolution, lingered a full month before he expired ; and in 
sill that time displayed the workings of the hallucination which had 
been the consequence of his crime. He saw before him continually 
— ^for day and night were now alike to him — the ghastly figure of 
young Falconer, frowning at his bedside ; and frequently the phantom 
of the elder brother was added, in imagination, to the terrors of the 
other. He died in this fearfid frame of mind ; and thus carried to 
the after tribunal the guilt which escaped the punishment of man. 

The fate of Oran Gilbert remained for many months wrapped in 
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often coreted to pierce, from the open sqaare bdiind the praon ; jet 
he effected his escape from the TiUnge without pursuit, sad tiiaoet 
without obeeiTStiony the discharge of the lifle haTii^ excited bat 
little notice, at the mcoient when all the crowded throngs in the 
streets were rushing towards the court. The alarm, however, b^g 
soon given, many men armed themselves and started la pnrsoit) 
though without any knowledge of the direction in which he had fled, 
and, indeed, without at first being aware whom thej followed. Tbe 
first traces of him were discovoed in the HoUow, at Elsie Bell's 
cottage, which it seems he had entered before daj, and there rested 
for a while, to the great terror of the little negro ^rl Margeir, wbo 
was at that time the only inmate of the hovel, and to whom he 
appeared little short of a demon, his countenance being wild sad 
dreadful, and his words and actions, at least in her opinion, distiacted. 
It was from the circumstances developed here, that the pnrsaen 
found they were upon the track of Oran Gilbert himself, now depriyed 
of all his fcdlowers, and flying with the dreadful persuasion at his 
spirit, that his hand bad slain the last of his fiither^s children. 

It appeared, from little Margeiy's acoount, thait after wildly search- 
ing the house over, he asked for Elsie, and being told she was in die 
village, sat down upon a cdiair, whence the girl soon saw blood fall 
upon the floor ; and, in fact, upon examination, it was found that a 
considerable quantity of gore still lay by the chair on vriuch he bad 
rested. He then caUed-for water, and a napkin, the latter of which 
he put upon his right side, securing it under a leathern belt *, after 
which he drank &ely of the water, and going into Elsie's private 
i^Mutment, he took from the wall a little sampler, a relic, as it 
appeared, of his deceased sister, tore it to pieces, and scattered it over 
the floor. He then proceeded to thq chamber so long inhabited by 
Hyland, where, finding many little sketches, and other n^lected 
scraps, he destroyed them in like manner. After this, he descended 
to the room below, took up his gun, which he charged with great 
care^ and hunted about until he had found a strong and sharp*pointed 
knife, which he stuck in his belt ; and ^en, drinking again from the 
pitcher, he left the hovel, without uttering a single word, and Maigery 
heard him ride away, apparently towards the mountain. 

This was enough for the pursuers, whose numbers had been in- 
creased by volanteers along the way ; and they instantly resumed the 
road, though with no great hope of coming up with the fugitive, who 
had foiled them so many times already. They knew, however, that 
the land was fall of parties still in search of hun, none of which had 
perhaps been so close upon his track as themselves. They were also 
inspired by a discovery that was made when they came to exannne 
the marks of his horse's feet in the moist earth bordering the runlet 
in the oak-yard, and this was, that the animal had cast a shoe ; for 
which reason, they supposed, the rider would be soon compelled to 
abandon him, and seek shelter in some fast place among the woods, 
where he might be surrounded, and perhaps taken alive. They rode 
on therefore with new spirit, and coming at an early hour in the 
morning upon the river bank, led by the tracks of his horse, which 
did not seem once to have left the road, they descried him, or at least 
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a horaeman they supposed to be Mm, ridiiig along the blvff, at a slow 
gait, indicative of the daring or recklessness of Mb character. 

He rode a black horse, apparently of great native strength and 
spirit ; bnt it was now obvioas the animid had been of late taxed 
severely and beyond his powers, for which reason, it was not donbted, 
the fugitive could be overtaken before he reached the nxmntain, 
which was still distant three or four miles. The party proclaimed 
their discovery and their hopes by setting up a great shout. At this, 
to their surprise, the refugee checked his weamd steed, and turning 
round as if for the purpose of making battle-r-a display of audacity 
and resolution that went far to cool the ardour of many who had 
been a moment before the bravest €i the whole party. They saw him 
fling the rifle he carried into the hoUow of his left arm, and then with 
his right hand remove from his visage the long lo<^ of black hair 
that had a moment before swung wildly in the wind ; and they 
fancied they beheld, even at the distance which separated them from 
him, a smile writhing over his pallid features, like that of the panther 
at bay. 

" Well done, old Oran the 'Awk I" cried one of the party, taking 
a k>ng rifle from his shoulder, and adyancing to the head of the 
others who had come to an universal halt. He was a man of middle 
age, with a £Eu;e as bleak and weather-worn as the rocks at the river's 
edge, tall and gaunt of frame, but sinewy, and of a certain bully-like 
look about the fists and eyes, that showed him to be no inconsi* 
derable man in his degree. '^ Well done, old Oran the 'Awk 1 " he 
cried ; '^ I up'old you to be game, chockM : and so, if you're for a 
poll ag'in' current, why, I'm clear for showing fair play. So men, 
just 'old by, like honest fellers ; and, my logs 'gin' his, I'll show him 
what long shots is ; for he and me was good friends of old." 

'' Go it, Dan Potts, the raftsman I " cried several of his companions, 
handling their own aims as if to try their virtues at a distance, while 
others cried out to advance in a body without further delay, but set 
no example themselves, the appearance of the ovdaw being uninviting 
to all save the bold raftsman, who contmued to move onwards, 
though slowly and cautiously, as if well aware of the danger of a 
personal contest with one who had been, as he said, his good friend 
in old times. But the refugee, without regarding the challenge of 
the raftsman, took advantage of the hesitation of his companions to 
change his own plans, and by suddenly turning his horse and 
spurring off with unexpected speed, he gained a considerable space 
before they could recover from their surprise and follow. They 
darted after him, however, with what activity they could ; and cheer- 
ing one another with their voices, they rode on at such a pace that, 
in a few moments, the whole party was sweeping betwixt the yawning 
jaws of the Gap, up the course of which he directed his flight. 

The mountain is here, perhaps, two thousand feet or more in 
elevation. Its course is oblique of tiiie river, which itself is bent and 
twisted out of its path by the irregpilar protrusion and retrogression 
of cliffs and promontories. The right bank of the river, looking to 
the east, is fenced by a dizzy and inaccessible wall of crags ; while 
the mountain on the other side, presenting a similar wail to the 
south, dips down, westward, to the water in an angle more prae- 
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Ucable to hnman daring, thongh the whole decliTity- is covered over 
with loose rocks, the remnants of some stony avalanche, tumbled 
from pinnacles above by the same convulsion that thrust the moun- 
tain from the bowels of the earth, or shiyered it, already upriaen, 
asunder. A few withered hemlocks are here and there seen spring- 
ing from between these disjointed fragments, which are in other 
places veiled by patches of flowering raspberry, alder, and other 
ahrubs ; though, in general, the eye reposes on rocks entirely bald 
and naked, or, at best, tufted with mosses, lichens, and ferns. It 
presents a scene of dreary sterility and gloom ; but its savage wild* 
ness can be only appreciated by those who clamber up to the summit 
over those loose and erer-precarions rocks which afford the only 
footing. 

Into the gorge bounded by these frowning limits the refugee was 
seen to urge his steed ; when suddenly, to the amazement of the 
pursuers, he turned from the road, dashed through a wall of rosebay^ 
that hedged it in, and the next moment plunged into the river, 
swimming his horse right towards the opposite mountain. The cause 
of this extraordinary step was soon perceived ; for the next instant 
a troop of horse, in the continental oniform, came dashing down the 
Gap, uttering a wild hurrah that made the rocks ring. It was one of 
the many parties of military by whom all the passes of the county 
were guarded ; and it seemed the fugitive had rushed almost among 
them before he discovered their presence. Nothing remained for 
him,Hhus checked in front, and retreat cut off behind, but to fiing 
himself into the river, and seek refuge among the dens of the eastern 
mountain ; and this he attempted, though the chances were ten to 
one that he should be shot from his horse before he reached the 
opposite bank. In fact, he had scarce swum beyond the middle of 
the stream before the two parties rushed to the water's edge, and let 
fly a volley, which, had it not been fired almost altogether from 
pistols, must have brought his flight to a bloody close. The water 
was seen bubbling around him, as the bullets pattered like rain drops 
over its surface ; but he still swam on as if unhurt, and some dozen 
or more of the boldest riders present spurred their horses into the 
river to follow. 

" Well done, old Oran the 'Awk 1 " cried Dan Potts, waving over 
his head the long rifle he had not thought fit yet to discharge : ^'it's 
ag'in my conscience to shoot an old friend in the back, 'specially when 
there 's no tree to cover him.'* 

*' Bang away, Dan Potts," cried others ; " shoot, for the honour of 
the country." 

" The country be d— d," said Dan Potts ; " I shoots from my own 
raft." And with that he raised his weapon, and taking deadly aim 
right betwixt the refugee's shouldei's, drew the trigger. But at that 
moment the horse, which had until now breasted his way gallantly 
through the deep water, flung himself aloft in terror or in agony, and 
rolling backwards, plunged his rider into the water, so that he escaped 
the shot entirely, as perhaps the animal did also, though that could 
never be known with certainty. 

"I swog I and may I wreck my next raft on the Foul Bift, if I 
didn't ! » said Dan Potts ; " but I hit the 'oss on the 'ead, and cuss 
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the bit of his master ! Nerenomever, 1*11 try for a spell ag*iD, and 
the next '11 be a right-down maty I " 

With these words he spurred his horse into the riyer, with which 
his employment as a raftsman had doubtless made him familiar ; for 
whether it proceeded Arom this circumstance, or some other advantage 
he possessed orer tiie others, he was soon at the head of the swim- 
mers, and leading the pursuit. 

In the mean while Oran Gilbert was seen to spring erect on his 
horse's back ; but the animal never raised his head again from the 
water, and Oran, abandoning him entirely, trusted to his own conrage 
and strength of arm to reach the rocks that were now close at hand. 
In this attempt he succeeded. He was seen to issue from the water, 
and aim his rifle, which he still retained, at the advancing Potts. 

**Try it ag'in, old 'Awk !" roared Dan, as he saw the imperfect 
fladi expire without being followed by any explosion : *' try it ag'in, 
old hoy ; or out knife and be ready." 

The only answer the tory deigned the bravado was, to fling his 
now unserviceable and burdensome piece into the river, and then rush 
up the mountain with all his speed. He was soon lost sight of 
among the rocks and bushes — a piece of good fortune which he owed 
to a simple expedient. As he clambered up, he took care to spurn 
from its lodgment every stone tliat shook under his foot, which, 
roUing down the declivity, became a source of extreme confusion 
and peril to the pursuers (as such are, indeed, yet to the laggards in 
a mere party of pleasure), who were thus forced to loiter in the 
ascent, after having previously lost some time in securing their horses 
at the bottom of the hill, until there remained little hopes of over- 
taking him. The raftsman was the only individual who, in this 
conjuncture, was able to proceed with any spirit. He pressed npward, 
dodging the descending rocks with infinite address and agility, and 
was soon lost sight of; until, finally, even his voice, with which he 
continued to cheer the others, was no longer heard. 

The mountain was, however, climbed at last ; but the refugee had 
vanished. The only practicable path conducts you to the summit of 
tile hill along the edge of the southern precipices ; and the last step 
is from a shelf that overhangs the wooded abyss below, whence, 
peeing over the brink of the cliffs at their most tremendous height, 
^e eye looks over many a league of blue hill and misty hollow, of 
living wood and winding river — a scene whose loveliness is made 
more impressive by contrast with the savage desolation that reigns 
around the point of view. A broad table of stone,' shelving down- 
wards, and in part overhanging the abyss, lies like a parapet upon 
the extreme brink of the precipice ; and it is from this, lying upon his 
breast, clinging with foot and hand to its crevices and the stunted 
bashes that grow upon its surface, and advancing his head beyond 
the naked verge, that the adventurous spectator looks down into the 
djfczy gulf below— if he have, indeed, the courage to look. 

Upon this platform the raftsman was found reposing, his elbows 
resting upon the parapet-stone, and his countenance betraying wonder 
mingled with perplexity. Upon being aaked what had become of 
the fugitive, he pointed to certain marks of fresh blood that laj on 
the stones where he stood, hard«by the parapet, which was itself 
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h was orergTOwn were torn ap, as bj the itnggka of wme bmnan 
being stiding down its incliiied sarfiice towards tbe hoihble abfss 
benoitb ; and a sfamb sfiringing from the Terge was aompptd off as if 
broken bj a bwym m hand. 

'* I oaet," said the raftsman, ** chased * two-jear back off this 
here Terjr rock ; and I reckon 70a mar see some of his bones among 
tfie boshes below. I was hunting wiu Oran Gilbert ; we were boys 
together ; and I remember he said, * It was n bcare jnmp for a haid- 
pmed beast, and a wise one toa' Now, let anj man ran his noM 
over the rock's edge, and tell me what he sees swinging to a bush 
some fiftj or sixty fathoms below ; for, to my eyes, it has mnch the 
look of a green bnnting-shirt, or a big rag of iu There's a stream of 
blood mnning vp along the rocks, and here's the ending of it. Then 
was some old woond bnnting oat on him afresh, and, to my thoogfal^ 
the man was not able to mn further ; and so he remembered the deer, 
and took a jnmp ; and I most say it was a brave fancy of his^ and a 
wise one too." 

To this conjectnrc confirmation was giTcn, when one of the party^ 
hsfing peered orer the rock, declared that he saw the flntter of some 
garment hanging on a bnsh many a weary foot below. The stones 
were hunted over again ; a track of blood was plainly distinguished, 
and bad been remarked before, staining the rodu for some distance 
below ; and on this platform it ended. The closest search coold not 
detect any mark to show that the ingitiTe had proceeded a step 
fiuther : it was believed at once, that, having reached this tpol, and 
found himself incapable of proceeding further, the pursuers, headed 
by Potts, pressinff nim close, he had thrown himself from the rocks, 
preferring a death in keeping with his savage career to falling alive 
into the hands of his foes. There was no other way to account for 
his disappearancey the presence of blood on the parapet, and tha 
wave of the garment below ; and, indeed, a second, and then a third 
person looking down, they swore they could see, among the bushes at 
the bottom of the cliffs, someUiing that looked like a human form, as 
they doubted not it was. It was accordingly resolved to descend the 
mountain without delay, which, after uttering a loud shout of 
triumph, they did, with ibe single exception of the raftsman, who, 
declaring himself overcome with fatigue, sat down upon a stone on 
the platform to rest, and was soon lost sight of by the others. As the 
last man left the shelf, he beckoned to him with his hand, nodded his 
head, and took other means to arrest bis attention ; but these being 
disr^arded, or perhaps unperceived» he ceased his signals, and mnt" 
tered, half to himself, half aloud— ''Well done, Tom Wolf! you're 
no fox, and a man must ha' said, ' Fiftv guineas !' aloud, to fetch 
you. But I was a fool to think on 't : no ^ves and no ouarterB is my 
cry ; and a man monght as well take the money and the credit into 
hifl own hands without sharing ; for I reckon the creatur*s cleflu 
done up, and can make no more fight than a 'possum. Neversomever, 
there's no varmint of the woods or water can stand by him for a 
trick ; and so we'll look sharp, Dan Potts, and see what'U come out 
of it. I reckon I shall make them 'ere fellers stare ! They say, the 
'wemor has offered five hundred dollars for him, hard money, dead 



THB HAWKS OF HA.WX<«eiLLO>W. S5S 

or aliTe; Five hundred doQam isn't to be made, everj day, a rafting. 
There's a big hole under that stone ; and, I remember, he boasted he 
had been down in it afore ; which was like enough, for he was always 
a Tenturing devil." 

It may be jfathered from these expressions what cause had pre- 
vented tne ransman learing the shelf with his companions. Imme- 
diately beneath the projecting portion of the table-rock, so ofben 
mentioned, there is a cavity or niche in the face of the cliflf, visible, 
on a clear day, even from the foot of the mountain, and inaccessible 
from the top only because there are few men in the world of sufficient 
n«rve to attempt reaching it, by cUmbing over the face of the cliff — 
an exploit the very thought of which is appalling. It occurred to 
the ancient comrade of the refugee, that the latter, persuaded he 
must be captured, unless he could throw his pursuers off the scent, or 
delay the chase for a time, might have bethought him of the stratagem 
of causing them to believe that he had thrown himself from the rocks, 
while, all the time, he was lying snugly and safely in the cavity 
beneath the shelving rock, from which he might be expected to sally 
out, the moment the pursuers had descended. This was rather a 
conceit in the raftsman's mind than a positive suspicion ; but it was 
sufficient to impel him upon a new course of action, a main incentive 
to which was ttie prospect it seemed to open to him of securing the 
rewards that had been offered for the apprehension of the noted 
outlaw. 

He sat down, therefore, upon a stone opposite to the parapet, and 
scarce twenty feet from it, holding his rifle ready cocked upon his 
knee, his knife loosened in the sheath, and his little hunting-axe 
lying at his feet ; and he sat thus without fear, knowing that, even if 
the refugee was armed and in the pride of his strength and daring, 
he could not ascend to the shelf without being entirely at his mercy. 
He sat in silence expecting each moment to see the fierce eyes of the 
outcast peering over the rock, or to hear the rattling of stones along 
the face of the cliff, denoting that he had left his hiding-place, and 
was beginning to ascend. He sat watching, however, a long time in 
vain : and was beginning to believe that his suspicion was groundless, 
and that the desperate Oran hcul in truth leaped from the cliff, when 
suddenly there rose beyond the verge of the rock the apparition of a 
human nead, but so spectral, so pale, so ghastly with blood, and so 
wildly unnatural of expression, that he was seized with a sudden fear, 
and beheld the whole body succeed it, and the refugee himself (for it 
was he) stand erect upon the parapet, before he coiud raise his piece, 
and charge him to surrender. ^* I have you, Oran, old friend j" he 
said, at last ; " so down knife, and take quarter. If you move foot 
or hand, 1*11 fire upon you." 

The outlaw heard his voice, and beheld the threatening weapon, 
without any manifestation of surprise. He ben ihis eyes upon him 
With a stare that curdled the raftsman's blood. "Fire f" he stiid, and 
laughed ; and then suddenly drawing the knife he had taken ftxmi 
Elsie's cottage, he made a fierce spring from the rock right Against 
the uplifted rifle. The attack was so unexpected and energetic, that 
Potts had scarce time to pull the trigger, before the tory lighted on 
the shelf at his feet. He drew it, however, with the certainty that thfi 
next moment the assailant would be lying dead at his ibot^-^ 
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it, and not eyen a flash burst from the teeacherous powder; k 
snapped in his hands ; and before he could exchange it for another 
weapon, nay, before he conld even draw his knife, he foond the blade 
of l£s opponent glimmering at his breast. He caoght at his wrist, 
the only expedient that saved him from a mortal thmst : and bemg 
of great nerve, he strove, at the same time, to hurl the torj upon the 
ro<£. But great as was his strength, and feeble as he had suppoeed 
the powers of Oran to be, the attempt was foiled, and he began in Ids 
heart to curse the covetousness that had deprived him of a helper, in 
such a time of need. As he caught the wrist of Oran in his left 
hand, he sought, with the other, to snatch his own knife from the 
sheath; but the motion was anticipated, and ins own right hand 
grasped in Oran's left ; so that the two stood for an instant facing 
one another, entangled, as it might be said, like two wild bucks, that 
have, at the iirst blow, interlocked their antlers together, and thus 
remain glaring at each other, waging battle only with their eyes. In 
that instant, the raftsman beheld enough to make him repent the 
temerity with which he had sought to bring the refogee to bay. 
Instead of being weakened by loss of blood, or exhausted by the toil 
of ascending the mountain, it seemed as if he was suddenly imbued 
with new strength, as well as additional fury, by the mere presence oi 
a foe ; and there was that in his countenance, which expressed, idoog 
with a native love of conflict, the malignant ferocity of a maniac 
Indeed, his appearance was so fearful, and his ability to resist to the 
uttermost so manifest, that the raftsman felt strongly moved to call for 
a parley, and propose a mutual release ; but the desire came too lateu 
The tory perceived the fainting of his heart, and laughed — ** I 
never did harm to you or yours, Dan Potts," he said ; ** but yon 
shall never say so more. You would sell the blood of a dying man-— 
you must first win it." 

With that, he relaxed his grasp on the raftsman's right hand, as if 
for the purpose of seizing him by the throat ; and Potts took instant 
advantage of the motion, to snatch hisv knife from its sheath. The 
motion was a trick of juggling, such as the outlaw had learned 
among the red associates of Ms boyhood, and perhaps practised in 
similar encounters before. The next instant, he had thrown the 
whole weight of bis body upon the raftsman's breast, and directing 
the half-drawn blade at the same time with his hand. Potts fell upon 
the rock, his own weapon buried to the handle in his side. 

'< Go I " shouted the victor, leaping up, and dragging his victim 
towards a comer of the shelf, where no parapet intervened betwixt 
them and the abyss — ** to your fellow bloodlionnds below I — Some* 
thing in memory of Hyland Gilbert." 

He struck the body with his foot — it rolled crashing over the 
slender twigs and decaying flakes of stone on the brink of the 
precipice, and then disappeared, with not a sound to indicate its fsli 
upon the shivered rocks below. The next moment the victor ran 
from the platform, and was buried among Uie forests that darken the 
long and desolate summit of the ridge. 

It was perhaps two hours, or more, before the party of pursuers, 
descending the mountain to the river, and making their way along 
the lesser elevation of rocks heaped at the foot of the great southern 
precipice, from which they have fallen, reached the spot where they 



TRB HAWKS OP HAWK-BOLLOW. 255 

expected to find the mangled cone of the oatlaw. Their astonish- 
ment and horror may be conoeiTed, when, instead of that, they lighted 
upon the body of the raftsman, known by his garments, for scarce a 
vestige of hnmanity remained, and sought to penetrate the mysterions 
cause of his fall. The true reason was rather supposed than inferred ; 
bat their suspicions were confirmed when the mountain was re- 
ascended, and lus axe and cap found lyin^ on the shelf, as well as a 
new track of blood, leading along the ridge. This was followed, 
nntil it led them to a spot, where, it was evident, the fugitive had 
rested awhile and bound up his wounds ; but here the trace entirely 
fitiled, and was never again recovered. The mountains were hunted 
over and over for weelu, but not the slightest vestige of the refugee 
rewarded the search. 

In the course of the ensuing winter, a party of hunters, following a 
wolf, were led to the banks of one those little lakes that lie, like dots 
of sapphure and crystal, along the broken ridges of the mountain. la * 
this remote nook, in a hofiow, surrounded by jagged rocks and 
hemlock-trees, were found several rude huts, or wigwams, of boughs, 
now in ruins, such as the hunters make when they " camp out" in the 
wilderness, with the remains of fires in front of each. This place was 
supposed to have been one of the chief retreats of the refugees. At 
some distance from the huts, on the edge of the lake, they fell upon 
the bones of a human being, scattered about among the stones and 
bvshes, as if rent asunder by wild beasts ; and near them was 
discovered a rustic rifie, which^ being taken to the valley, was 
recognised as the weapon of Potts, the raftsman, which had not been 
found either upon the platform where the party of pursuers had left 
him, or near his body. This circumstance induced a suspicion that 
the bones were those of Oran Gilbert, who had armed himself with 
the raftsman's piece, before leaving the platform. There remained 
no other memorial of his fate, and no other circumstance was found 
to identify the skeleton with the man once so much dreaded and 
detested ; but it was not doubted that hither, into the savage wilder- 
ness, he had dragged his mangled frame, and perished miserably. 

The close of Hyland*s story may be readily imagined. His 
sufierings he might have considered as being retributive in their 
nature, since his return to the land of his birth had no worthier cause 
than a desire to take part in the conflict against her liberties. This 
desire had been indeed cooled by personal observation of the feelings 
and principles which supported his countrymen through a long 
period of disaster and suffering ; and the last blow was given to the 
unworthy ambition by the love for one of his country's daughters 
that soon entangled his spirit. The giving way to wrath and the 
lust of blood, though but for a moment, had been followed by the 
last and heaviest of his griefs, not the lightest of which was his 
temporary belief in his own guilt, and his consequent remorse ; but 
the shadow had now departed from him, and for ever ; and it was 
soon perceived by all who chose to ponder over his history, that his 
greatest crime had been his affection, and the ill-judged deed of 
violence into which it had led him. 

His meeting with the captain's daughter, after his liberation, was 
one of mingled joy and grief; but it was the last one marked with 
tears. The bloom returned agfun to Catherine's check, and, 
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coone of time, tlie gay and many spirit, native to ber boiom, 
leTiBtted it! ibrniar cell ; and if a shadow ever again darkened her 
oonntenaaoe, it waa only when, aometimea wandering along the brook 
and by the waterfall^ (whence the bonea of Jeaaie had been long iince 
removed, to be depoatted near thoae of her atep*mother in the vUiage 
chnrchyflfd,) ahe remembered the Iriala of aorrow, and the scenes of 
blood, thnmgh which ahe had been conducted to final happinsM. 
She wept, indeed, when Harriet died, for she had forgiven her ; but 
that was the only grief that dooded a long period of peace and 
sonshme. 

Our inquiries after the &te of the lew important personages of onr 
tradition nave never been venr satiafiMtory in reault. Americans are 
a race of Utilitarians, all busied in the acquisition of profitable 
knowledge, and just as reader, if not as anzioua, to forget all lore of 
an usel^w character. The bttle anecdotes of a district last but for a 
generation ; the Esthers tell them to their children, bnt the children 
find something better to think about, and ao forget them. We know 
nothing of the latter yeara of Elaie Bell, but can readily believe they 
paased in comfort and peace. Her little cottage haa long since 
vanished from the earth, the running of newer and better roads in 
odier places have long since diverted all travel kom, the precincts of 
Hawk-Hollow. 

Dancy Parkins, we suppose, under the auspicious patrona|^ of the 
new maater of the valley, pursued his claims to the love of the fair 
Phoebe ; but as that was a matter of much more consequence to him 
than the reader, we never cared much to inquire his fate. 

Our curiosity in relation to the career of the unworthy limb of the 
law, Tbeophilus Afildavy, Esq., has been somewhat stronger ; yet we 
oonld never find that a single act of his life, or even his name, has 
been retained by those who dwell near the scene of hia exploits. 
His adventure in the brook, with his ride on the back of the button- 
wood-tree, has, by some strange accident, travelled into an adjacent 
county, where it ia told aa a very good story, though the honour is 
supposed to attach to an individual of another name and proiession. 
Bnt it is with a strange atory aa with an old pun — it fioda fathers as 
it travels. 

As for Captain Loring, all we have to say of him is, that he lived 
kmg enough to rejoice over the union of hia daughter with Hyland 
Falconer, a^ much as he would, perhaps, have mourned over her early 

Save, had her destiny wedded her to the unlucky prounger brother. 
s lived aUo to see, with a rapture that lasted to his dying day, the 
painter resume the brush, and put the last finish to ''the grand 
picture of the Battle of Brandywine, and Tom Loring dying.'' 
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